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ABOUT FOREST FATE


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

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


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


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

GROUCHO MARX


FOREST FATE


ONE
LORE AND LEGENDS


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DARBY


TWO
CIRCLE COMPLETE


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

“What is my name doing here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THREE
SERENDIPITY


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


FOUR
FAMILY MEAL


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Coincidence or fate?


FIVE
STUCK TOGETHER


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


SIX
DISTRACTIONS


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


SEVEN
AMY'S BEDROOM


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EIGHT
CENTER OF THE STORM


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


NINE
ALL TOGETHER NOW


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


TEN
BUSINESS AND BREAKFAST


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


ELEVEN
COINCIDENCE OR FATE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re in Oregon, right?” he asks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What about your apartment?” Wayne asks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Wayne. You, too.”

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

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

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

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

“Oregon, near Eugene, probably.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excellent. We’ll talk soon, Kurt.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coincidence or fate?” Leah asks, grinning.

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

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

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

Chapter 1 - Close of Business

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What just happened?
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CHEF’S KISS BARBECUE
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.

Ryan Mitchell cashed out of the startup world and hit the road in his RV, seeking something real. He found it in the smoky art of barbecue—and incredible women who'd change everything.

Full of witty banter, explicit heat, and mouth-watering BBQ, this contemporary harem romance serves up age-gap attraction, polyamorous passion, and the ultimate found family. Each book is a complete 2-hour read of Ryan's adventures as he learns that the best things in life are worth the wait—and the heat.

The Chef's Kiss Barbecue series is a slow-burning, slice-of-life, age-gap contemporary romance that melds Texas barbecue culture, RV/van life coastal adventure, and digital nomad lifestyle. Sharp humor, witty banter, and nerd culture combine in this midlife renewal harem romance series.
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Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.
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Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?
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Kurt Darby's impromptu vacation in the Cascade Mountains takes him back to growing up nearby and some old friends from high school. The years have passed, but Kurt and Amy's connection as teenagers sparked a fire between the old flames. Kurt's challenges grow when Amy's friends join them to spend a wild weekend in Amy's mountain cabin resort.
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