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It was a beautiful day. In fact, the whole week had been beautiful. Despite that, though, there weren’t as many hikers as Barry had expected. It was his first week working as the cabin keeper at “Nature’s Nurture,” a quaint little cabin rest stop along a fairly popular hiking trail in the forest near his city. The place was owned by the park service, but they contracted out security and maintenance to the firm Barry worked for. There was a six-month rotation at the cabin up for grabs, and he’d always put in for it when it came up.

Finally, he’d gotten it. Six months out here in nature, living in the quarters at the back of the cabin, getting to take in the woods, keeping the place clean and stocked with simple refreshments for weary hikers, and answering questions for anyone who stopped by (that wasn’t part of his duties, but as a bit of a nature nerd, he looked forward to it).

It was the start of the day. Barry took a little walk around the public part of the cabin. It was pretty big, meant to temporarily house up to fifteen people at a time comfortably. There was a fridge stocked with water and fruit, which he took weekly trips into the city to refresh on the service’s stipend for the place. Next to it was a little kitchenette stocked with dry snacks, and a two-burner stove and small sink where he took care of his cooking and dishes. There were two bathrooms, and a small janitor’s closet between them with a mop that got a lot of use (hikers tended to bring in mud). There was also a utility shower set into the wall next to that, so people could wash their gear in a drainable area.

There were three sets of bunk beds set into a recessed part of the wall, taking up most of that side of the room, for those who needed more serious recovery. On the opposite side was the main rest area, with an assortment of nine comfortable chairs around three short tables. It was reminiscent of a small airport terminal, except that it was set inside of a log cabin and the sandwiches didn’t cost seventeen dollars.

Confirming the place was clean and ready to receive visitors, Barry stepped outside with a memo in his hand. The memo had actually been at Nature’s Nurture when he had first arrived a week ago, but in his excitement to be there, Barry had missed the envelope entirely, knocking it to the floor of the small office at the back of the cabin when he had set his things up in there. He’d just found it on this sweep, and he had decided he wanted to read it out in the sunshine.

“Can’t have been too important, or the boss would have called about it,” he said to himself. The screen door of the cabin swung shut behind him, and he breathed in the fresh air. If he had to read some memo, it would be better to do it out here among the trees and the grass and the blue of the sky.

Barry unfolded the paper and gave it a look. It was nothing out of the ordinary, really. Mostly, it was going over things and procedures that he already knew for security of the cabin. He ran down the paper quickly to confirm that everything he was doing was correct, which it was since he had been briefed before coming here anyway.

However, at the end, there was an addendum with some information he had not seen before.

He read aloud to himself: “The following statement is from the park service: There have been sightings of a new vegetative growth near the trail that leads to the Hikamer Forest rest stop #7. It is only one patch, and is about 300 feet from the entrance to the cabin. The species has not yet been identified, and when first observed, was only in the budding stages of growth. As a safety precaution, do not interact with this plant, and advise any hikers to do the same. A sign has been posted to keep people at a distance.”

Weird, Barry thought. Nature’s Nurture was rest stop number 7. It was weird for such a strange warning to be issued, and also he hadn’t seen any posted sign. Barry tucked the memo into his pocket and turned left to go down the beginnings of the trail. Typically, the way that he was going was the way hikers approached the cabin, if they started at the southern end of the trail, which most did. Once he left the small clearing where the cabin stood, the trail narrowed significantly. 

That was where Barry headed, leaving the cabin clearing and looking for the supposed patch of mystery plant that had sprung up on the trail. He had walked the trail plenty since he’d been here, but really, he hadn’t been here that long, and now that he thought about it, he tended to go north to explore just because he had initially come from the south when he had first arrived.

He moved down the path, stepping over some fallen branches and doing his best to not disturb things and leave them as they lay. truth be told, he hiked quite a bit, though admittedly not in this specific forest as he had other spots he was more familiar with. At first glance, Barry could be mistaken for a lumberjack, or perhaps a gruff park ranger. He had a thick black beard and was in good shape, since his security job kept him very active in his mid-30s. If he was holding an axe, most people would be willing to lay down money on a bet that he was a lumberjack. So he knew his way around a forest pretty well and knew to leave things as undisturbed as possible.

When he did come across the patch of flowers, he was surprised that he had missed them at all. The plants were about 6 inches tall and had open faced petals, bearing an interesting pattern of yellow and blue upon them. The whole patch of wildflowers was probably about ten feet wide, and didn’t show any signs or interest in spreading farther. Either that, or the park service had taken some measure to contain it to the spot, while still making sure it could survive.

“It must not be truly dangerous if they haven’t roped off the trail,” Barry commented, looking over the flowers. “If they were poisonous or something, this whole trail would be shut off, and they probably would have just told me to watch these flowers and nothing else.”

So Barry wasn’t particularly fearful when looking over the unidentified plants, and he wondered what the concern really could be. He read over the memo quickly again, but didn’t glean any new details. He checked for the sign, and saw why he hadn’t noticed it before. The small, wooden sign post, no more than two feet tall, had fallen down into the patch of wildflowers and been covered up by the budding petals.

Barry considered stepping into the flowers to fix the sign, but he had a size 14 pair of boots on, and he knew that going in and out of that patch, he would not be able to avoid trampling a whole mess of a new species of flowers, And that was the last thing he wanted to do. He reassured himself again that if the flowers were actually dangerous, the park service would have done something more serious than stick down a sign that couldn’t even stay up on its own.

“Well, that’s that,” Barry said, and he turned around and made his way back to the rest stop cabin, doing his best to even place his footprints in the same spots that he had placed them when he came down this way. He probably would have looked a little crazy to a bystander, but even a nature nut had to keep themselves entertained out here all alone.

Back at the cabin, Barry entered, keeping the screen door closed but the main door propped open to let in the fresh air of the woods. It was still pretty early in the morning, so he didn’t expect any hikers to make their way past quite yet. He went to the small kitchenette and made himself a breakfast of coffee and an English muffin, taking his food outside to the front patio of the cabin to eat.

Barry remained alone at the cabin for the next half hour or so, and was about to take a quick walk around the perimeter that constituted the cabin’s grounds when he heard voices coming from the southern entrance of the trail.

From the sound of it, it was a woman. Well, more than one woman, because she probably wasn’t just talking to herself. Although he had seen that out here plenty of times. He didn’t want to be absent for the first hikers of the day, so he decided that he would do his perimeter walk later. He went back into the cabin to make sure everything was in order. Not everyone who was hiking stopped by the rest stop, of course, and many people weren’t familiar with its functions, so it was best for him to be there for any questions.

There was a little desk with a computer near the back door that led to his quarters and office, where Barry could sit to be available for visitors, while not being too obtrusive and still able to get any work done on the computer that he needed to get done. He sat down behind the desk, powering on the tower and remembering that, of course, he did have weekly reports to file, and somehow it had slipped his mind that morning. He rolled his eyes and logged into the computer, waiting for everything to fully boot up.

As he was opening their report database, the door to the cabin did open, and in walked a pair of women who looked tired, but in good spirits.

“Wow,” one of the women said, looking around the cabin. “This little place looks really nice!”

“I think they remodeled it or something since I was here last year,” the other woman said. She looked around the cabin as well, and then her eyes caught onto Barry. “Oh! Hi there!”

“Hey,” Barry said, getting up from the desk and walking over to the common area where the two ladies were standing. “It sounds like you’ve been here before?” He addressed the woman who had just spoken. “My name is Barry, I’m handling security and maintenance here at the rest stop. Please help yourselves to anything you need."

“That’s so nice,” the familiar visitor said. “I’ve only been here once, but I resolved to hike a lot more this year. I’m Jill, and this is my friend Annie.”

Annie gave Barry a little wave, seemingly a little shy in the presence of a new face. Barry smiled at her. Annie was petite, with short, dark hair and blue eyes. Like her friend Jill, she was dressed in tight-fitting workout clothes and sneakers good for hiking.

Jill, on the other hand, radiated energy. She was also noticeably bustier than her friend Annie, with her large breasts pushing at the sports bra she likely wore underneath her top. Jill clapped her hands together once, excitedly.

“We’ve been going for a couple hours,” Jill said, theatrically bringing a hand to her forehead to wipe away a few drops of sweat. “A little rest is just what we need.”

Barry nodded. “The place is yours. You’re the first hikers I’ve seen today. If you need anything, I’ll just be working at the desk back there.”

Barry left the women to their devices, heading back to the desk to do the work that he had forgotten about. It was his least favorite part of the job, but then, every job had to have a least favorite part, and the other parts of this one were pretty rewarding, so he could deal with some paperwork, digital or otherwise. Meanwhile, Jill and Annie got themselves some water from the large water cooler, and Jill grabbed a banana. The two of them went to the larger seating area, finding chairs to lounge in while facing away from Barry, looking out the windows of the cabin.

Barry kept himself busy for a few minutes, plunging through as much work as he could, but it was hard not to be distracted by the view out the window or the two women talking, which didn’t bother him. He could take care of this work anytime. It was only Sunday, and the reports just had to be filed by Wednesday.

The next time that he looked up at the two guests, he noticed that they had set something down on the table that was between their two chairs. The table did have a small vase with some flowers in it, and at first Barry thought that they had knocked it over, but then he noticed a familiar hue, and realized that one of them—probably Annie, since he hadn’t seen Jill holding anything—had picked a wildflower bouquet, and mixed into the bouquet were a few of the unidentified plants that the memo had mentioned.

He almost said something, but figured whatever harm was done, if any at all, had already been done, and there was no reason to ruin the ladies’ leisure. Before they left, he would say a friendly goodbye to them, and then he would just let them know to stay away from those flowers as they were being observed by the park service and they needed to make sure they were safe. Again, he wasn’t too worried about any actual danger, considering how lax the limited security measures put in place by the park service had been, and he was certainly in no position to question how they handled things.

Jill and Annie’s talking slowed down some, as he noticed out of the corner of his ear, as his mother liked to say. It seemed the two guests were leaning more into the relaxing purpose of the rest stop, and if they dozed off in the chairs, Barry could hardly blame them. He’d done the same thing himself. Those chairs were damn comfy.

He kept himself busy with report work, typing things up and double-checking dates and times. At a certain point, each woman got up to visit the restroom, then came back to sit down in her chair and relax. Barry began to feel a little tired himself, wondering if he needed a second cup of coffee or if he just hadn’t gotten enough sleep last night. He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands and looked out the window next to his desk, lazily eyeing the tree line which was maybe a hundred feet away from the wall of the cabin. Stifling a yawn, he stood up and cracked the window to let some air in, and also turned on the little fan that he kept on the desk. Cool air blew into his face, and he closed his eyes. He definitely needed to get more sleep tonight.

Eventually, he decided that he did need that cup of coffee, and he went over to the kitchenette to pour himself what remained of the brew from earlier in the morning. It was kept warm on the coffee maker’s burner, and it wasn’t old enough yet to be terrible, so he went for it instead of making a new pot.

“Oh, wow, that smells delicious,” came Jill’s voice, rising up from her chair.

“It’s old,” Barry said, finishing the pour into his mug, “but I’d be happy to put a fresh pot on for you if you’d like.”

“I wasn’t talking about the coffee, silly,” Jill said, walking up to him. “I was talking about this sexy man standing here in front of me and not telling me how good I look. Isn’t that crazy, Annie?”

“Yes! Totally crazy! ” Annie cried, getting out of her chair as well. And now Barry got a good look at both of them, and he wondered what the hell was going on.

The two women looked completely different. Well, not completely, totally different. It was still clearly Jill and Annie, but without a doubt, they had changed their clothes at some point while they had been here. The first thing that he couldn’t help but notice is that both of their chests seemed huge, like what they had worn before had been hiding it, with even Jill looking bustier. The women were both sporting massive pairs of tits. Not something he could tell the size of just by looking, but he had to say that Jill was going beyond DD, and Annie was close to it. He was amazed they had somehow hidden it with their outfits before. Their new shirts could barely accommodate them, and the swooping curve of the neckline of the workout tank tops showed deep, ample cleavage, clearly made to show off their chests.

Both of the women had big, happy grins on their faces, like they both just gotten the best news of their lives and were ready to celebrate. Jill’s hair looked long and big and curly, and Annie’s short hair had turned out to be just tied up and had been let down, flowing over her shoulders and displaying a gorgeous sheen. Even their hips had were more lovingly hugged by the pants they were wearing, hinting at the shape of luscious backsides for both of them.

“Jill, he looks confused,” Annie said, her former shy energy having pretty much entirely evaporated. “I think you better tell him what’s going on. Hurry, hurry! I wanna ask him!”

Jill came up to Barry slowly, walking elegantly, and knowing exactly how to push her chest out and sway her hips so that Barry couldn’t possibly take his eyes off of her. She put her hands on his shoulders and leaned in close to him.

“My friend Annie and I have decided we’re not going to be shy about what we want anymore,” Jill said to him. “Look at you. You work out. You’re a grown man. So you must know that women have needs just like men do, and sometimes, we do need to ask nicely for those needs to be met. Right?”

Jill leaned in even closer now, pressing her lips up against Barry’s ear. “Now I’ll let Annie tell you what we want.”

“Yay!“ Annie clapped her hands together twice. “We want to get fucked by a big, strong man like you. Oh, god, we need to get fucked! What do you say? ”

Barry swallowed. This had all come out of nowhere, but there was no denying how hot these two women looked, with their huge tits and the way the crotches of their sex-ified workout pants disappeared between their legs, showing the clear outlines of what waited between them. As soon as he thought about it, he realized he was half-hard in his pants, and that arousal wasn’t slowing down.

“Jill, Annie, this all sounds crazy,” he started, then continued, “I mean, look at the both of you, you’re beautiful...”

Jill and Annie both smiled.

“Hell with that. The two of you are hot as fuck.” Barry shook his head, and both women giggled, very pleased. “But are you sure—”

Jill shoved a hand into his chest with a thump, cutting off his words. “Don’t act as though the two of us don’t know exactly what we’re doing,” Jill told him, making a tsk tsk noise and wagging her finger. “We both work at the Melarre building and saw you working security there a few months ago when that was your site. And we both found you very, very, attractive, but just didn’t know what to say.”

“Then before we knew it, you were gone!” Annie said with a shake of her head. “It was a lesson learned—that we need to speak up and at least try to get what we want before we lose the chance. Jill finally worked up the courage to ask your firm about you and where we might be able to find you, and now we’re here. So like she said—we know what we want! And now we’re asking you...”

Annie licked her lips and leaned forward, letting Barry stare down her cleavage. 

“What do you want to do right now?”

Barry didn’t have to think about it long. “This big, strong man wants to fuck both of you, right here and right now.”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Jill said, and she grabbed a fistful of Barry’s shirt and hungrily pulled herself into him, locking lips. Her kiss was hot and intense and her tongue found its way inside Barry’s mouth immediately, circling around his own.

She pulled away and asked him, “Do you have a place? Somewhere here? ”

“Yeah,” Barry said, somehow out of breath from the intensity of the deep kiss. “Quarters. In the back.”

Annie stepped up next to them. “Don’t hog him, Jill. Lead the way, Barry,” Annie told him, grabbing the right cheek of his butt and giving it a squeeze, making him jump.

Damn, I’ve never met two ladies more into it than these two, Barry thought. My dick is kind of leading the way here, but I hope I’m not in over my head.

He then quickly decided that he didn’t care, and he led the three of them to the back of the cabin, opening the back door with his key, and turning left in the short hall that led to his sleeping quarters.

“Ooh, nice,” Jill said once she stepped inside and Barry closed the door behind them. “Looks like they give you a queen-sized bed. I was a little concerned about us having to do this on a cot.”

“I’d make it work,” Annie said with an excited little laugh, “but this is much better. ”

Annie hopped onto the bed and got onto her knees, quickly shedding her workout top despite how tight it was against her breasts. Her bra was simple and black and threatening to burst. She slid it off as well, then laid down on her back and motion for Barry to come over.

“I want you to suck on my tits, Barry, ”Annie told him.

Barry got a very good look at them first. Huge supple mounds of pale white flash with surprisingly small pink nipples, one of which was already hard. Before he could toggle them any further, Jill pushed him from behind to get him onto the bed.

“Chop chop, ”Jill said, dusting her hands off before she started taking her own top off.

Barry sprawled himself over Annie, whose long, dark hair feathered around her shoulders and onto the bedspread. He met her blue eyes for a moment before diving into her tits, feeling their warm flesh on his face. He found her right nipple with his lips and engulfed it in his mouth, Making Annie squirm with pleasure and grab at his shoulders. He sucked on the hardening nib of her nipple, going hard on it, his resolve steeled and his hesitation completely melted away. He grabbed her other breast with a free hand needing the flesh before finding her other nipple and giving it a nice, firm tweak.

“Oh, yes,” Annie cooed, wiggling and pushing her breasts into Barry more firmly. “He knows what he’s doing. We were right to go after this one. ”

“Don’t mind me back here, Barry, ” Jill said. He felt her hands on the back of the waistband of his pants, before she quickly slipped around to the front to undo his belt. “Don’t slack in your work. I’m just making sure that you have some breathing room down here.”

“By all means,” Barry said, breaking away from Annie’s tits briefly to speak, then diving back in and getting both his hands working on her tits while she squirmed underneath him.

Jill got his pants undone and pulled them down, boxers and all. He had kicked his boots off right as soon as they had come into the room, so it was easy enough for her to yank his pants off completely, leaving his bottom half bare while his uniform shirt was still on.

“Mm, that’s nice,” Jill said, laying her hands on Barry’s ass and giving the firm muscles a hard squeeze, which felt good. “Mind if I eat your ass, Barry? ” Jill inquired.

It was a sentence Barry had never expected to hear in his life. Startled, he hesitated to reply, and Jill gave him a smack on his rear, not gently. “Pretty please?” she teased, digging her fingernails into his ass meat.

“It – it’s all yours,” Barry told her.

Jill wasted no time. She hopped up on the bed, getting her knees around her friend Annie’s feet, before quickly bending down and getting to Barry’s back door. At first the wet tickle of her tongue made him jump, but then, after just a second, it was purely pleasurable, her wet tongue massaging his asshole with such skilled and deliberate movements that it made pre-cum start to drip from his cock.

“Fuck,” he moaned, unconsciously bending and arching his back so that she could get better access. “That feels fucking amazing, Jill. ”

Jill licked and probed at his asshole for a little while longer before pulling away and saying, “Well, what can I say. I just love using my mouth. ”Then without a moment’s delay, she dipped down lower between his legs and dragged her tongue along the back of his balls, then found his hard cock and slurped it into her mouth, quickly taking all eight inches all the way to the back of her throat and further.

Barry almost choked, it felt so good. Jill slurped up and down his cock despite the backwards and upside-down angle. It was incredible what she could do.

Upstairs, Annie seemed to have gotten her fill of Barry sucking on her tits and nipples, and pulled herself further up the bed so that his face was lined up with her crotch.

“I think you like to use your mouth too, Barry,” Annie told him. “Show me how much. Jill, can you help me with these pants? I got too excited and forgot to take them off before I got on the bed.”

Barry could smell Annie’s arousal through her pants easily, so he had no doubt that she really was excited. Barry himself hooked his fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants and pulled them down her hips, and then Jill’s hands came snaking up and did the rest of the work, all while his cock was still in her throat. Jill pulled Annie’s pants all the way down and off her legs, throwing them to the floor.

Annie spread her legs open for Barry, giving him a full view of her smooth-shaven pussy that was already glistening with her arousal. When he went to go down for it and taste her, she clenched her legs and caught his head in her knees.

“Actually,” Annie said, sounding coy and playful, “I’d like to do it the other way around. Get on your back, Barry, and let me ride your face. ”

Barry didn’t take much convincing, but Annie helped him along anyway. She used her knees to lock his head and bring him down to the bed, pulling his cock free of Jill’s mouth while she retreated to allow them to rearrange themselves. Barry got spun around so that he ended up on his back and Annie was straddling his face, so fast that he wasn’t quite sure how it had happened.

Now he stared up at Annie, her big tits hanging down above his head and her smooth, wet pussy right up against his face, rubbing against his chin.

“Take a deep breath,” Annie told him, and then she slid her pussy over his face

Her wet clit brushed up against his nose, and he immediately jammed his tongue up her cunt, tasting her and pushing himself up into her tunnel. Annie pressed her weight down onto him, forcing his tongue deeper inside, then dragging herself backward so he could work her clit with his mouth. He sucked on her clit, flicking his tongue at her folds, and she moved back and forth on his face, putting him where she wanted him to be.

Jill found his cock again, taking it into her mouth. At some point, she had gotten her own pants off, so now all three of them were completely naked and writhing on the bed. While sucking on Barry’s cock, Jill worked her hands upward to grab her friend Annie’s ass, squeezing and pinching at her cheeks while Barry ate the pussy that was being rubbed into his face.

Putting her hands on the top of his thighs, Jill pulled herself up Barry’s body, releasing his cock from her mouth with a wet slurping sound. She wiped the spit from her mouth with a quick motion, then got herself up on Barry’s crotch, where his cock stood tall and proud. He was rock hard and dripping with his own precum and Jill’s spit, his cock aching to be put inside of something else again.

“Hold steady, Annie,” Jill said, getting one hand on her friend’s back to help her keep her balance. “I’m getting on!”

Barry would have said some words of encouragement to her if he had been able to, but as it was, his mouth was a little full. He laid back, pinned down under the two gorgeous women and half-drowning in pussy juice in the best way. His face was smeared with Annie’s essence, and Annie was grinding and panting on top of him, stopping only to let him breathe for a second before going back in for more.

With his top half being worked by Annie, Jill took to his lower half, using Annie to steady herself while she lined her needy pussy up with Barry’s cock. She raised herself up over his midsection and said, “I’m getting you all the way inside me in one try, you hunk!”

Jill put both hands on Annie’s back, swayed slightly, then dropped herself down carefully but quickly onto Barry’s cock. He felt his steel rod penetrate her soaking, wanting hole immediately, all the way down to the base of his cock. Just like she had promised, in one fell swoop, he was completely inside of her love tunnel and feeling every inch of it.

Barry moaned into Annie’s pussy, involuntarily thrusting upward at the fantastic sensation of hot, wet penetration. Jill purred in approval, happy for Barry to force as much of his cock into her as he could.

“God yes!” she cried, feeling him fill her up. “Oh, Barry, my god, did I want this. Did I need this! You have no idea what you’re doing to me, unh!”

“You’re—making me—jealous,” Annie panted, still humping herself onto Barry’s face with wild abandon. “But I still think—I’m going to—cum on his...face!”

Barry brought his hands up, finding Annie’s big tits and hard nipples through his obscured vision and helping her along toward her goal, pinching hard on her nipples while she moaned in delight and begged him for more. Her moves became more urgent, more focused, pushing her clit into his lips and pressing down against his own pressure to increase her pleasure, while her breasts bounced in his hands.

Jill was starting to ride him now, too, slamming herself deliberately down onto his cock with wet, heavy sounds of sex and passion. He could feel how soaked his own crotch was, with both of their juices mixing together and creating a sloppy, slippery pool of delight. It was easy for his length to disappear into her over and over again, and since he was pinned down by the two women using him for their pleasure, it was Jill who was in control of his cock. He just had to lay there and let her do what she wanted, and it was pretty much exactly what both of them wanted as they were awash in each other’s pleasure. Barry’s dick got familiar with every inch of Jill’s cunt, and her own tunnel crept across every hard inch that Barry had to muster. Over and over, harder and faster, with their wet flesh slapping together.

Annie reached down and grabbed Barry’s hair, slipping her fingers through its short length and locking her grip onto him, while she moaned, “Oh fuck, yes, right there Barry, suck my clit, don’t stop, ah, ah!”

Annie gyrated on his face, and Barry gave her everything he could, grabbing her by her hips and yanking her down even harder onto his working mouth to make sure her orgasm shook her to her core.

Annie came hard, putting one hand on Barry’s shoulder while the other was still entangled in his hair, using him as leverage and balance while her world and body were rocked by her orgasm. She threw her head back and cried out in delight as her pussy spasmed on Barry’s face. She humped herself into him ferociously, squeezing every last drop of pleasure out of the sex toy that was his face. She yanked on his hair and dug her fingernails into his shoulder, leaving marks.

When it was over, her juices were all over Barry’s face, and both of them were panting for air and trying to recover from the intense orgasm Barry had given Annie. But Jill did no such thing, still dropping herself down on Barry’s cock over and over again, riding him like he was hers and she had broken him down.

“Climb off there and help me out here, Annie, ” Jill said, still using Barry’s pole. “I am so fucking...close...”

Barry had thought Annie was wiped out, but apparently she had more in her. She gave his face one last good, hard nudge with her pussy, then turned around so that she was facing Jill. She still straddled Barry’s face, but now she bent down and laid her stomach across his, her tits squishing into his navel and her nether regions spread open over his face so that he had a full view of her glistening pussy and wet, pulsing little asshole.

“Oh yeah, girl, you’re looking hot down there,” Jill said. With Barry’s cock still inside of her, Jill leaned back, pulling Barry’s dick forward while tilting herself back so that Annie could reach Jill’s clit with her mouth.

Before Annie could dive in, she wiggled her ass in front of Barry‘s face, making her cheeks jiggle firmly in front of his hungry eyes.

“Go ahead and eat my asshole, Barry,” Annie suggested, knowingly rubbing the flesh of her sensitive pussy across Barry’s chin. “ It’ll make sure I do a good job on Jill.”

“Yes, Barry, eat her ass and help me cum!” Jill cried.

Barry did as he was told, with both he and Annie leaning into their meals at the same time. Barry tasted remnants of Annie’s own juices on her ass, her essence having made it there during the wild pussy eating ride on his face. Barry happily got his tired tongue into Annie’s asshole, fighting past the aches and exhaustion that his mouth had been through during this wild encounter. He would do anything to keep the intense pleasure on his cock from stopping.

Barry licked up and down her ass, feeling Annie’s asshole pulse underneath his tongue, and then was quick to press his tongue into her tight ring, eliciting a squeal from her as she wiggled her ass back onto his face in encouragement. Barry grabbed her ass with both hands, getting the meat of her cheeks in his palms and spreading them apart so that he could get deeper into her hole with his tongue. He loved eating ass, and Annie had an amazing one spread open right in front of his face.

Before Annie could get too distracted by her deep rimjob, Jill grabbed her by the hair and shoved her face into her clitoris. Once Annie began licking, Jill began riding, slowly at first to allow Annie to develop a rhythm in eating her, and as they both grew more comfortable with the arrangement, Jill began to go up and down Barry’s cock faster and faster. Barry clenched his eyes shut, trying to stave off his inevitable earth-shattering orgasm and last as long as possible. He craved release, yet at the same time, didn’t want this to end.

Annie’s asshole clenched at his tongue as he forced it deeper inside her back door. He moved his hands from her ass to her hips, pulling her rear end a couple inches back toward him just so that he could taste more of her. He wiggled his tongue inside her, and arousal from the deep anal stimulation started to get his face wet with her juices once again as her pussy rubbed against the hair of his beard and gave her more pleasure.

“Suck on it, Annie, ” Jill begged, panting and whimpering and riding Barry’s cock while his hard eight inches hit that special spot inside of her again and again and again.“Don’t stop! ”

Annie leaned into Jill’s pussy, pulling herself forward enough that Barry’s tongue slipped out of her ass and left the wet hole twitching before him. She sealed herself against Jill, making sure that her clit never left her mouth. She sucked and pulled and nibbled while Jill slammed Barry’s cock into her cunt, Annie’s face getting smeared with Jill’s juices. Annie even found a way to snake her tongue down and lick at Barry’s slick shaft during the brief occasions when it wasn’t buried all the way up inside Jill, and Barry could feel her hot, wet tongue tasting him and Jill during those moments.

With her fingers buried in Annie’s dark hair, Jill came, her pussy spasming around Barry’s cock, and all the while, Annie didn’t give her an inch, keeping her clit in her mouth like her life depended on it and sucking on the sensitive nib while Jill shook and humped herself against Barry’s cock, pounding her own G-spot senseless.

It was all too much for Barry, whose resolve broke cleanly in half under the stimulation of Jill’s tight cunt and Annie’s skillful tongue. The orgasm was so intense and sudden and powerful that he didn’t have time to issue any warning or even say a single word, simply bracing himself against the impact as his balls released inside of Jill. He pumped his cum into her, thrusting his hips upward, his body not belonging to him anymore, but belonging to his cock and the pleasure surging through it. He shot stream after stream of cum up Jill’s cunt, coating her insides and filling her to the brim, so much that his load leaked out of her pussy, dribbling down his dick. Annie was quick to lick it up, swallowing the cum that she could get to with relish.

When both of them had stopped twitching and pulsing and clenching, Jill got up and popped Barry’s cock out of her with a sigh of contented exhaustion, releasing the rest of his seed to spill down and make them both even messier.

Annie hopped off of the bed, surprisingly energetic. She had ecstatic energy, fully recovered from the orgasm she’d had all over Barry’s face a few minutes ago.

“Wow, Barry, that’s very naughty of you to do on the clock,” Annie teased, finding her clothes on the ground near the bed and slipping back into them. “I think you two are going to need a little more cleaning up before you get dressed.”

“I’m going to need more than cleaning up,” Barry groaned, letting the bed take him as he stretched out. “I might need a fucking casket to sleep this one off.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Jill said, getting herself up off the bed. “You have your own bathroom back here, right?”

Barry sat up with great effort and gestured that it was out the door and to the left, and Jill gathered up her things and got herself cleaned up and dressed in the small private bathroom in the back of the cabin. She came back soon, fully dressed and refreshed. Barry didn’t know how the two women were able to recover so quickly. He literally felt like he could peacefully pass away.

Annie sat down on the bed, and Jill got back shortly. “Thanks for indulging us,” she said. 

“I feel like I should be the one thanking you,” Barry responded.

“Men always feel like that,” Jill admonished with a shake of her head. “But I think we got even more from you than you got from us.”

“You definitely got a lot from me,” Barry joked. He eventually did find the strength to get up and get dressed, and luckily his uniform was clean, though he’d need to take a few minutes to give himself a real wash as soon as possible.

The three of them went out to the main cabin area together. 

“So, um, come back anytime,” Barry said to them. “You know, not just for sex. Hiking and all that.” 

“You’re cute,” Annie teased. “God, I feel so much better. How long are you stationed here?”

“About the next six months,” Barry said.

“Oh, that’s great.”

“Yeah!” Jill agreed. “Annie and I are taking this class, well it’s almost like group therapy, I guess? But it’s what spurred us to quit waiting around for good things to happen, and instead make them happen ourselves. And let’s just say, from the conversations we’ve had, we’re not the only women there who have these kinds of...needs.” She put a hand to her mouth and giggled. “If you’re open to it, we could, you know, send some of our new friends your way out here. Not a guarantee or anything, but if it sounds good to you?”

Holy shit, Barry thought. Don’t overthink it.

“It sounds good to me,” he said. “As long as I don’t miss too much work.” He let out a laugh.

“Great.” Jill beamed. “We’re gonna refill our waters and get going. That was a great rest, but we have quite a bit of the trail left, and I want to make sure we still have time to go and get lunch when we’re done. ”

Annie leaned in and planted a kiss on his cheek. “Thanks, Barry.”

Still somewhat stunned, he watched them go, very aware that the shapely asses retreating in those yoga pants were all over his body just minutes ago. He was worried that by tomorrow he would think it had all been a dream.

He sat down heavily in the chair behind his small desk, looking out the faraway front windows of the cabin. Annie and Jill were gone, and it might be a while before new hikers came. Maybe now would be a good time to grab a quick shower.

He wondered if he’d really see more women like Annie and Jill. One thing was for sure—if they walked through that door, he wouldn’t be saying no.

––––––––
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