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Chapter 1: The Message
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The soft chime of her phone was a mundane sound, one that usually blended into the domestic symphony of their Vancouver condo—the hum of the dishwasher, the distant coo of a gull on the balcony, the gentle tapping of Davis’s fingers on his laptop keyboard. But this time, for Taylor, it was a note that hung in the air, distinct and loaded.

She was curled on the far end of the sofa, a fleece blanket draped over her legs, scrolling through photos from a work event the previous week. Davis was beside her, frowning at a complex architectural rendering on his screen, the blueish light casting sharp planes on his focused face.

“Oh,” Taylor said, the sound escaping her as a small, surprised breath.

Davis’s eyes flicked from his screen to her. “What’s up?”

“It’s Harold. From the office.” She bit her lower lip, a mannerism Davis knew well—a mix of contemplation and suppressed excitement.

“Harold? Is that the new guy at your work?” Davis shifted, closing his laptop a fraction. “The one with the... enthusiastic opinions about the Toronto Maple Leafs?”

“That’s the one.” Taylor’s thumbs hovered over her screen. “He’s asking if I ever go hiking.”

The sentence landed between them, simple on the surface, but rippling with subtext. Davis felt a familiar, low-grade tension settle in his shoulders. He liked his life with Taylor—its comfortable, predictable rhythm. They had their routines: Friday night takeout from the Afghan restaurant on Cambie, Sunday morning walks around Stanley Park, a shared, quiet pride in their life they’d built together. A text like this, from a male coworker, felt like a pebble tossed into the still water of their pond.

“Hiking, huh?” Davis kept his tone carefully neutral. “Out of the blue? He’s into you, Tay.”

Taylor turned her phone towards him, as if to prove its innocence. The screen showed a string of prior, harmless messages about project deadlines and office gossip, culminating in Harold’s latest: 

Hey Taylor, random Q - do you ever go hiking? I know some really gorgeous spots up past Cypress. Secret spots. It’s a really cool hike.

“See? It’s just hiking,” she said, though her cheeks held a faint flush. “We get along swimmingly at work, you know that. He’s funny. He’s just being friendly.”

“Honey, that’s not just ‘being friendly’,” Davis countered, pointing at the text. “And ‘cool hike’? That’s... specific. He’s testing the waters.”

A discussion unfolded, not an argument, but the delicate negotiation of a boundary. Taylor argued from a place of genuine enthusiasm; she loved the North Shore mountains, and the promise of a “secret spot” was a siren’s call for an avid hiker. Davis argued from a place of protective instinct and a clear-eyed, male understanding of Harold’s likely intentions. He saw the subtext; Taylor saw the potential adventure.

After ten minutes of back-and-forth, a compromise was brokered. It was reasonable, mature. A textbook example of healthy communication.

“Okay,” Davis conceded, running a hand through his hair. “Text him back. You can say you love hiking. But you also tell him, explicitly, that you have a boyfriend. And you say the hike sounds fun, but only if I can come along. That should clarify things.”

Taylor nodded, a look of relief and excitement on her face. “Exactly. That’s perfect. It’s clear, it’s polite.” She began typing, her fingers flying across the screen, narrating as she went. 

“Okay... ‘Hey! Yeah, I love hiking. My boyfriend Davis and I go pretty often, actually. If you’re cool with him coming along, we’d be down to check out your secret spot sometime!’”

She showed Davis the message before sending it. He read it, nodded his approval. It was a shield. A polite, firm, and unambiguous we. He felt a surge of satisfaction. This was the part where Harold, his flirtation politely but firmly rebuffed, would backpedal. He’d likely reply with a vague “Ah, cool cool, I’ll let you know!” and the matter would be dropped, a minor blip in their Saturday evening.

Taylor hit send. The swoosh sound seemed to echo.

For a moment, there was only silence, punctuated by the return of Davis’s typing. He reopened his laptop, the matter settled in his mind. He had won the point without being controlling. They were a team.

Then, Taylor’s phone chimed again. Nearly instantly.

Davis’s head snapped up.

Taylor’s eyes widened as she looked at the screen. A slow, incredulous smile spread across her face. “Wow. Okay.” She laughed, a light, nervous sound. “He texted back immediately.”

Davis’s stomach tightened. “And?”

“He says...” She read it aloud, her voice a mixture of disbelief and thrill. “Sure! Bring your bf! You guys wanna go next Saturday? I like to get there early :)”

The air left Davis’s lungs. This was not the script. Harold hadn’t retreated; he had advanced, effortlessly incorporating the boyfriend into the plan as if it were the most natural thing in the world. The shield had been acknowledged, and then utterly ignored.

“Oh,” Taylor said, her gaze fixed on the phone, a new, eager light in her eyes. “So... we’re going?”

Davis looked at her—at the unadulterated excitement that had replaced her earlier defensive posture. He saw the invitation for what it was: not a threat, but a gateway. A gateway to something unknown, something that stirred a confusing cocktail of apprehension and a dark, curious thrill within him. To say no now would feel churlish, paranoid. Harold had called their bluff perfectly.

So, Davis swallowed his mixed feelings—the unease, the suspicion, and that faint, inexplicable pulse of anticipation. He forced a small, tight smile onto his face and gave a single, slow nod.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice quieter than he intended. “I guess we are.”

He kept the rest to himself.
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Chapter 2: The Crack of Dawn
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The 5:30 a.m. alarm was a merciless, digital siren tearing Davis from a deep, warm sleep. He fumbled for his phone on the nightstand, silencing it with a slap that felt disproportionately aggressive. The room was pitch black, the autumnal sun still hours from breaching the horizon over the North Shore mountains. A cold, pre-dawn dampness seemed to seep through the very glass of the bedroom window.

Davis lay there for a moment, eyes closed, trying to claw his way back into the comforting void of unconsciousness. His body felt heavy, leaden, every cell protesting the absurdity of the hour. This was a day for sleeping in, for lazy coffees and the slow, sprawling read of a Saturday newspaper. Not for... this.

But beside him, Taylor was already in motion.

He heard the soft rustle of the duvet, then the pad of her bare feet on the hardwood floor. A click, and the soft glow of her bedside lamp painted the room in a warm, amber hue. Davis cracked an eye open to see her, a vision of disheveled energy. Her blonde hair was a messy cascade against the shoulders of her silk camisole, but her blue eyes were already bright, clear, and focused.

“Rise and shine, sleepyhead,” she whispered, her voice husky with sleep but laced with unmistakable excitement.

Davis grunted in response, a non-committal sound that perfectly encapsulated his desire to be anywhere but here. He watched her move to the closet, her movements efficient and purposeful. She pulled out her hiking attire, laid out meticulously from the night before: a pair of sturdy, dark olive-green hiking pants, a form-fitting, long-sleeved thermal shirt in an eye-catching red, and a thick, warm-looking sweater in a cream colour, perfect for the crisp fall air. It was quite the form-fitting outfit, practical yet undeniably flattering.

“Do we have to be so... vigorous about it?” he mumbled into his pillow, pulling the covers up to his chin.

Taylor shot him a look over her shoulder, a playful smirk on her lips. “The early bird gets the parking spot, Davis! And according to Harold, the best light.” She disappeared into the ensuite bathroom, and soon the sound of the shower, brief and businesslike, filled the apartment.

With a monumental effort, Davis pushed back the duvet. The cold air hit his skin, a final, unwelcome assault. He was clean-shaven, his brown hair sticking up at odd angles. He was of medium height, with the solid build of a man who enjoyed the gym but cherished his comfort. He dressed slowly, pulling on his own version of the uniform: dark jeans, a thin, charcoal-grey base layer, and a warm, orange turtleneck sweater. It was all functional, chosen for warmth, but he felt a step behind Taylor’s effortless readiness.

By the time he emerged from the bathroom, face washed and hair somewhat tamed, the small kitchen was a hub of quiet activity. The rich, bitter scent of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, a small mercy. Taylor was at the counter, a whirlwind of quiet efficiency. She was now fully dressed, and the hiking clothes hugged her figure, highlighting a lithe strength. She moved between the espresso machine, the fridge, and the pantry, assembling a picnic lunch with the focus of a military strategist.

She slid a large, steaming mug of black coffee toward him. “Fuel.”

He wrapped his hands around the ceramic, absorbing its heat. “You have an unnatural amount of energy for this ungodly hour,” he observed, taking a grateful sip.

“It’s the anticipation,” she said, not looking up from the sandwiches she was wrapping. “A whole new trail. A secret spot. It’s an adventure!”

Davis leaned against the counter, watching her. For her, this was purely about the hike, the thrill of the new. The text, Harold, the underlying tension—it was either compartmentalized or simply not a factor in her current calculus. Her enthusiasm was genuine and infectious, and a part of him, buried deep beneath the layers of sleep deprivation and vague suspicion, was charmed by it.

For him, the "adventure" was fraught with a different kind of anticipation. It was a social puzzle, a test of boundaries with a man he’d never met. He was going hiking, but he felt like he was walking into a negotiation.

“Did you pack the extra water bottles?” Taylor asked, zipping up a compartment on her advanced-looking backpack.

“Yes.”

“And the headlamps? Just in case.”

“In my pack.”

“Good.” She finally stopped, looking at him properly. Her gaze softened. “Thank you for doing this. I know it’s early.”

He offered a small, genuine smile this time. “It’s okay. For you.” The two leaned in together and shared a brief kiss.

That was the truth, the core of it. He was doing this for her. To be the supportive boyfriend, to be part of her adventure, to be the unambiguous “we” in the face of Harold’s “you guys.”

Taylor looked at Davis, then came back over, stood on her toes, and kissed his cheek. “I know. Now, drink up! We need to go.”

Twenty minutes later, they were locking the door of their condo. The sky was just beginning to lighten from black to a deep, indigo blue. The city was silent, holding its breath.

Davis hoisted his pack into the trunk of their SUV beside Taylor’s, the thud of the doors closing sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet street.

He slid into the driver’s seat, the cold leather sending a shiver through him. Taylor buckled herself in, her phone already in hand, pulling up the directions Harold had sent.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice bright.

Davis turned the key, the engine rumbling to life. He looked at her, at the eager, almost luminous look on her face in the dim dashboard light. He swallowed the last of his reservations, the unease, the fatigue.

“As I’ll ever be,” he said, and put the car in drive.
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Chapter 3: Basecamp


[image: ]


The gravel of the Cypress Mountain parking lot crunched under the SUV's tires, a percussive fanfare for their arrival. The sky had lightened to a pale, washed-out grey, the kind of dawn that promised sunlight but hadn't yet mustered the strength to deliver it. A thick, cool mist clung to the towering evergreens, muffling sound and lending the air a damp, earthy scent.

Davis spotted Harold immediately. He was leaning against the grille of a rugged, well-used Jeep, a silhouette of solidity against the ethereal backdrop. As they pulled into a spot a few spaces over, the details came into focus, and Davis felt a familiar, unwelcome knot tighten in his stomach.

Harold was, as predicted, burly. A thick, well-kept brown beard covered a strong jaw, and his hair, a similar shade to Davis’s, was hidden beneath a grey beanie at the moment. It was the sweater that confirmed every one of Davis’s suspicions: a form-fitting, navy blue turtleneck that clung to a torso that was unmistakably muscular beneath its wool blend armour. He looked like he’d been carved from the mountain itself—capable, confident, and entirely at home in the wilderness.

“There he is!” Taylor said, her voice bright as she unbuckled her seatbelt with a swift click.

Davis killed the engine. The sudden silence was profound. He watched as Taylor practically bounded out of the car, her cream-coloured sweater a spot of warmth in the cool, grey morning. “Harold! Hey!”

Harold pushed himself off the Jeep with an easy, powerful motion, a wide, genuine smile breaking through his beard. “Taylor! You made it. And you must be Davis.” His gaze shifted past Taylor, landing squarely on Davis as he emerged from the driver’s side.

The man’s eyes were a friendly brown, crinkling at the corners. He seemed... nice. That was the irritating part.

“That’s me,” Davis said, managing a neutral tone. He rounded the car, his own hiking boots scuffing the gravel. He felt a sudden, acute awareness of his own body, his comfortable orange turtleneck feeling less like a choice and more like a costume next to Harold’s rugged practicality.

Harold extended a hand. It was large, the knuckles calloused. “Good to finally meet you. Taylor talks about you all the time at the office.”

Davis took it. The handshake was firm, confident, but not a competition—a fact for which Davis was irrationally resentful. He’d have preferred an overt challenge to this disarming, easy camaraderie.

“All good things, I hope,” Davis replied, releasing the grip.

“Always,” Harold said with a chuckle, his eyes flicking back to Taylor with an appreciative gleam that was there and gone in a flash. Davis caught it. He was meant to.

Taylor, however, seemed blissfully unaware, busy shrugging on her backpack. “This is so beautiful up here with the mist! I’m so glad you suggested this, Harold.”

“Just wait until we get to the lookout. If this burns off, the view will knock your socks off.” Harold clapped his hands together, the sound sharp in the quiet air. “You guys ready to motor? The trailhead’s just over here.”

He turned to lead the way, and Davis’s eyes dropped to the way the blue turtleneck stretched across Harold’s broad shoulders. A hot little needle of jealousy pricked at him. He glanced at Taylor, searching for any sign of shared recognition, any silent acknowledgment of the sheer physical presence of the man leading them into the woods.

There was none. Her expression was one of pure, uncomplicated anticipation, her gaze fixed on the path ahead. She was here for the hike. The social subtleties, the unspoken masculine assessments, were entirely lost on her, or simply ignored.

“You good?” Taylor asked, noticing Davis had fallen a step behind.

“Yeah,” he said, adjusting the straps of his pack. “Just... getting my bearings.”

Harold led them to a narrow gap in the tree line, marked by a simple, weathered post. The trail immediately began to climb, weaving between massive cedar and fir trees, their roots snaking across the packed earth like old veins. The air grew cooler, filled with the scent of damp moss and decaying leaves.

The three of them fell into a natural order: Harold in front, setting a brisk, sustainable pace, Taylor in the middle, her movements fluid and energetic, and Davis bringing up the rear. He watched the two of them, the easy way Harold would point out a specific type of mushroom or a birdcall, the way Taylor would lean in to listen. Their conversation was light, peppered with laughter that seemed to hang in the misty air.

Davis kept his reservations to himself, a silent sentinel in the wake of their growing familiarity. The negotiation had begun. He was just no longer sure what was on the table.
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Chapter 4: Halfway Up
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The first hour of the climb had settled into a rhythm dictated by the trail itself—a steady, lung-burning incline broken by brief, merciful plateaus. The initial mist had begun to burn away, and splinters of sharp, golden morning light pierced the canopy, dappling the forest floor.

Davis’s breath plumed in the cool air, his focus divided between the rocky path and the conversation floating back from the two figures ahead. Harold, it turned out, was not just strong and knowledgeable; he was genuinely witty.

“So I told the manager,” Harold was saying, his voice carrying easily without being a shout, “if the server crashes every time we get a hundred concurrent users, the problem isn’t the coffee in the breakroom, it’s the code.”

Taylor’s laugh, clear and unforced, echoed between the trees. “You didn’t!”

“I absolutely did. He did not appreciate it. But I fixed it, so now he pretends I never said it!”

Davis watched as Harold, without breaking stride, pointed to a gnarled, ancient tree beside the trail. “See that scar? Lightning, maybe fifty years ago. It’s a wonder it’s still standing.” He placed a hand on the bark almost reverently. “Tenacious.”

“It’s beautiful,” Taylor said, her tone softening. She didn’t just glance at it; she stopped for a moment, really looking. “It’s got so much character.”

“Doesn’t it?” Harold agreed, his gaze lingering on her appreciative expression before turning back to the trail.

Davis felt a familiar tightening in his chest. This was more than politeness. It was a meeting of minds, a shared frequency. He tried to insert himself into the flow.

“Tough manager?” Davis asked, pushing to close the small gap that had formed between them.

Harold glanced back, his expression amiable. “More like wilfully oblivious. You know the type, Davis? The kind that thinks a positive attitude can patch a structural flaw?”

“I’m in architecture,” Davis said, seizing the connection. “We have clients like that. They want a glass wall facing west and are shocked when the heating bill arrives.”

Harold let out a hearty, genuine laugh. “Yes! Exactly! You get it. The laws of physics are notoriously indifferent to positive thinking.”

Taylor smiled, looking back and forth between them, pleased to see them engaging. “See? You two have more in common than you thought.”

They did, and that was the most irritating part of all. Harold wasn’t a villain; he was a likeable, intelligent guy. And the connection between him and Taylor was palpable. It was in the way their conversation volleyed back and forth with effortless ease, in the way Taylor’s laughter seemed to come more readily and freely than it had in weeks, in the shared, unspoken understanding when Harold pointed out a rare, electric-blue bird with a black head and Taylor gasped in perfect, synchronized delight.

“Oh, it’s stunning!” she breathed.

“Steller’s Jay,” Harold said softly, as if not to scare it. “Feisty little things. The bullies of the bird feeder.”

“I can believe it,” Taylor chuckled. “It looks proud of itself.”

Davis watched them, his smile feeling stiff on his face. He was the third wheel on his own girlfriend’s adventure. A silent regret began to curdle in his stomach. He had envisioned this hike as a form of defence, a way to assert his place. Instead, he felt himself being pushed to the periphery, not by any aggressive action from Harold, but by the simple, organic chemistry unfolding before him.

He didn’t want to be the sullen boyfriend. He didn’t want to pick a fight and be the reason the light in Taylor’s eyes dimmed. So, he swallowed the bitter pill of his jealousy and let it settle heavily inside him. He fell back half a step, then a full step, allowing the space between them to grow, both physical and conversational.

He watched as Harold offered Taylor a hand over a particularly jumbled section of rocks, his large, calloused palm enveloping hers. She took it with a casual “Thanks!” and a smile, her touch lingering for a fraction of a second longer than was strictly necessary.

“Almost at the halfway point,” Harold announced, his voice buoyant. “There’s a great little clearing where we can stop for some water. The view is just starting to open up.”

“Perfect! My legs are starting to feel it,” Taylor admitted, brushing a stray strand of blonde hair from her forehead.

“You’re doing great,” Harold said, and the encouragement in his voice was warm and sincere.

Davis looked away, focusing on the root-strewn path at his feet. He tried to focus on the positives—the crisp air, the stunning scenery, the fact that Taylor was so visibly happy. But all he could truly focus on was the easy, laughing connection ahead of him, and the gnawing certainty that agreeing to this hike had been a catastrophic miscalculation. He kept his reservations to himself, a silent, smiling spectator to a connection he was powerless to stop.
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Chapter 5: Blowjob
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The final ascent was a brutal, heart-pounding scramble over granite slabs, but the reward was worth every burning muscle. They emerged from the treeline onto a broad, flat summit, and the world fell away.

“Oh my God,” Taylor breathed, the words stolen by the wind.

The view was staggering. The last remnants of mist clung to the valleys below like wisps of cotton, revealing a panoramic tapestry of endless, blue-hazed peaks rolling into the horizon. The sky was a vast, clean cerulean, and the sun, now high enough to be warm on their faces, made everything seem sharp and hyper-real.

Davis, sucking in great gulps of thin, cool air, felt a surge of pure, unadulterated triumph. For a moment, the social complexities vanished, replaced by a primal satisfaction at having conquered the mountain.

But the moment was fleeting.

He watched Taylor. Her face was alight with a kind of rapture, her blue eyes wide, taking in the immensity of it all. She turned, her gaze sweeping from the vista to Harold, who stood a few feet away, his hands on his hips, chest slightly puffed as he surveyed his kingdom.

“Harold, this is... incredible,” she said, her voice full of genuine awe. “Thank you for bringing us here.”

Her look wasn’t just one of gratitude. It was deeper, more intimate. It was a look of shared wonder, directed exclusively at him. Davis felt the familiar, cold knot tighten in his gut. The flirtatious banter on the trail had been one thing; this silent, powerful communion was another.

“It never gets old,” Harold said, his voice a low rumble. He turned to face them, a wide, speculative grin playing on his lips. “Makes you think, doesn’t it?”

“About what?” Davis asked, his tone more defensive than he intended.

Harold’s eyes, glinting with mischief, slid from Davis to Taylor. “Imagine if... Ah, nevermind.”

Taylor, still riding the high of the summit, took the bait instantly. “Imagine if what? What is it?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Harold said, waving a dismissive hand, his grin widening. He was enjoying this.

“No, tell us!” Taylor insisted, taking a step closer to him, her curiosity piqued. “You can’t just say that and stop.”

Harold feigned reluctance, then shrugged. “Fine. Well, imagine if, you know...” He paused for dramatic effect, his eyes locking with Taylor’s. “...you had sex with this view! Or even a blowjob or something! Wouldn’t that be crazy? The ultimate adrenaline rush.”

The crude words hung in the mountain air, stark and shocking against the pristine beauty. Davis felt his face grow hot. It was a line crossed, a veil torn away. This was no longer just innuendo.

To his horror, Taylor didn’t look offended. A deep blush crept up her neck, but a small, intrigued smile touched her lips. She didn’t look at Davis. She kept her eyes on Harold.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice a little huskier than before. “I guess sex up here could be... interesting.”

The admission, quiet as it was, felt like a physical blow to Davis. Harold’s smirk then shifted, becoming a look of pure, predatory challenge as he deliberately met Davis’s stunned gaze.

Then, Harold moved. He reached out and gently took Taylor’s hand. “C’mere.”

“What?” she asked, but there was no resistance in her voice, only a breathless curiosity.

“Just off the path. For the full effect.”

He led her, her hand still in his, a few steps off the main rocky summit and into a slightly more secluded, sun-dappled nook, shielded from the main trail by a large, solitary boulder. Davis stood frozen, a spectator in his own nightmare.

Harold stopped and turned to Taylor. His voice dropped, becoming low and impossibly intimate, a tone meant only for her.

“Kneel down,” he said.

It wasn’t a question. It was a soft, confident command.

Taylor hesitated for only a second, her eyes searching his. Davis saw the conflict, the surprise, and then the decision—a flicker of thrilling, reckless surrender. The blush on her cheeks deepened, but the intrigued smile remained.

“Okay,” she whispered.

She slowly lowered herself to her knees on the soft bed of moss between the rocks, the vast, breathtaking panorama spread out behind her. She looked up at Harold, her expression a mixture of nervousness and unmistakable anticipation.

Davis could only watch, his heart hammering against his ribs, the world narrowing to this single, shocking point. The negotiation was over. The terms had just been irrevocably changed.

—
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THE WORLD DID NOT JUST narrow for Davis; in fact, it inverted. The majestic panorama of peaks and sky, that staggering proof of scale and permanence, collapsed into the intimate, terrifying space between three people. The wind, which moments before had felt like a cleansing force, now carried only the sound of his own blood roaring in his ears. He was a statue carved from ice, his hiking boots rooted to the ancient granite.

Harold never broke eye contact with Taylor. His challenge had been issued to Davis, but his focus, his entire being, was now centered on the woman on her knees. With a deliberate, unhurried motion, he unbuckled his belt. The rasp of the leather sliding through the loop was a small, violent sound against the wilderness. The zip’s descent was a slow, theatrical sigh.

Davis saw Taylor’s posture change. The initial nervousness melted away, replaced by a profound and focused concentration. It was the same look she got when assembling a complex report or planning an intricate route on a map. This, however, was a different kind of navigation. As Harold freed himself, already thick and heavy with anticipation, a transformation came over her. The blush of shyness evaporated, replaced by a calm, professional confidence that was utterly disarming.

She did not rush. She did not fumble. Her movements were fluid, precise, and imbued with a shocking grace. She leaned forward, and her first action was not to take him in her mouth, but to turn her head and place a soft, almost reverent kiss on the inside of his muscular thigh. It was an act of worship, an acknowledgment of the power and the offering. Harold let out a sharp, gratified hiss, his head tilting back for a moment before his gaze returned, burning, to the top of her head.

Then, she began.

She used her hands as much as her mouth, one cupping him with a firm, knowing pressure, the other tracing languid circles on his hip. When she finally took him in, it was not a sudden engulfment but a slow, deliberate acceptance. She worked with a rhythm that was both patient and relentless, a master craftsman completely absorbed in her medium. There was no awkwardness, no hesitation, only a deep, intuitive understanding of angle, pressure, and pace.

Davis watched, paralyzed. This was not the fumbling, mutually exploratory intimacy they shared at the beginning of their relationship. This was a performance of pure, unadulterated skill. It was as if a virtuoso had picked up a strange instrument and, without sheet music, produced a symphony. Her jaw seemed to possess an impossible suppleness, her tongue a creative genius. She varied her rhythm, alternating between deep, swallowing takes that made Harold’s knees buckle, and shallow, fluttering licks that drew guttural moans from his chest. She was not just pleasuring him; she was deconstructing him, reducing the confident, burly man to a shuddering, vulnerable animal.

Harold’s hands, which had been clenched at his sides, now came up to cradle her head, his fingers tangling in her bright blonde hair. But it was not a gesture of control; it was a plea, an anchor in the sensory storm she was unleashing. His breathing became ragged, punctuated by broken, whispered curses that were swept away by the mountain wind. "Taylor... Jesus Christ... how..."

The question hung in the air, the very one screaming in Davis’s mind. How?

How are you this good? How are you this confident? How can you do this in front of your man, as if it were some small act? It was a level of expertise that suggested not just experience, but a dedicated, almost academic study of the act. It was artistry.

The final moments were a study in contrast. Harold, the mountain man, came completely apart, his body bowing, a long, raw cry tearing from his throat that seemed to echo off the distant peaks. Taylor, on the other hand, remained the picture of serene control, seeing him through the beginning of his climax with a steady, unwavering focus.

“Fuck! Taylor!” Harold cried out, struggling to keep quiet. Davis’s jaw was agape. He was in disbelief about what he was witnessing, but also worried about being caught by others on the path.

“I’m! I’m! Cumming!” Harold grunted, while Taylor only worked him faster, staring directly into his soul for the entire duration.

He filled her mouth, before his cock accidentally popped out. Harold’s shaking made him withdraw slightly, but he wasn’t done spewing. Remnants of fluid landed on Taylor’s lips, her chin, and even dripped down onto her tits. They were quite exposed in that wonderful red top of hers. Both men watched, as they now glistened with Harold’s cum.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of Harold’s ragged gasps for air. He slumped back against the sun-warmed boulder, his legs trembling, a look of stunned, obliterated awe on his face.

Slowly, Taylor pulled back. She giggled, clearly proud of the reactions she’d drawn from both guys. She rose to her feet with that same fluid grace, her knees barely seeming to register the hard ground. She didn't look at Harold. She didn't look triumphant or ashamed. Instead, she turned her head and her clear, blue eyes, now dark with an unreadable emotion, found Davis’s.

The connection was a physical jolt. In her gaze, he saw no apology, no gloating. He saw a simple, terrifying question. It was a look that acknowledged the chasm that had just been blasted open between their past and their future. The view behind her was no longer just a beautiful landscape; it was the backdrop to the moment their old life ended.

The negotiation was not just over. A new, more dangerous and exhilarating contract had just been signed, and Davis, frozen in the brilliant, indifferent sunlight, had no idea what his role in it would be.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 6: Even More
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The mountain air, once invigorating, now felt thick and charged, like the atmosphere before a storm. Davis's mind reeled, a chaotic whirl of shock, betrayal, and an unwelcome undercurrent of dark fascination. Taylor stood there, her red top slightly askew, the remnants of Harold's release still glistening on her exposed cleavage where the shirt dipped low. Her lips were swollen, her chin streaked, but her expression was one of calm satisfaction, as if she'd just completed a particularly challenging hike rather than upended their entire relationship.

Davis fumbled in his backpack, his hands trembling as he pulled out a small pack of tissues he'd stashed for emergencies—runny noses from the cold, perhaps, or wiping sweat. Not this. Never this. He stepped forward on autopilot, his body moving while his brain screamed to stop, to yell, to drag her away. But he didn't. Instead, he gently dabbed at her chest, the tissue absorbing the sticky evidence with soft, inefficient swipes. Taylor looked down at him, her blue eyes softening with a mix of affection and something new—pity? Amusement?

"Thanks, babe," she murmured, her voice husky from the recent exertion. She placed a hand on his shoulder, squeezing lightly. "That was... intense. You okay?" Her gaze searched his face, and for a moment, the old Taylor surfaced—the one who cared deeply about his feelings, who built their life around mutual comfort.

Davis swallowed hard, his throat dry. "I... uh, yeah. I think." It was a lie, but the truth was too raw, too undefined. He finished cleaning her as best he could, the tissues now balled up in his fist like incriminating evidence. As he straightened, Taylor's hand slid down his arm, her fingers intertwining with his. She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "Maybe I can make it up to you? Right here? It could be... fun."

The offer hung between them, a tentative bridge back to normalcy, laced with the thrill of the forbidden. Davis's pulse quickened at the thought—her on her knees for him now, reclaiming her in this wild, exposed place. But before he could respond, Harold's voice cut through the moment like a knife.

"Whoa, hold up," Harold said, zipping himself back up with a casual efficiency that bordered on arrogance. He was still catching his breath, his broad chest heaving under the navy turtleneck, but his eyes gleamed with renewed hunger. He stepped closer, his presence dominating the small nook. "That was just the appetizer. Why stop now? Let's go even more off the path. I've got a spot in mind—totally private. Trust me, the view's even better from there."

Taylor's head turned toward him, her intrigued smile returning almost instantly. "More off the path? Like, how far?"

"Not far," Harold replied, extending his large hand toward her. "Thirty, forty steps at most. Behind those trees over there. There's a flat rock—perfect for... whatever."

Davis watched, his heart sinking, as Taylor didn't hesitate. She slipped her hand into Harold's without a glance back, her fingers lacing with his as if it were the most natural thing. "Lead the way," she said, her voice light, adventurous, like they were embarking on another trail discovery rather than escalating this madness.

Harold grinned, triumphant, and tugged her gently forward. Davis followed in a daze, his legs moving mechanically as they veered off the already secluded nook. The path—if it could be called that—was a faint deer trail weaving through dense underbrush, the trees closing in like silent witnesses. Pine needles crunched underfoot, and the air grew heavier with the scent of earth and resin. After about forty steps, they emerged into a small clearing, shielded on all sides by a cluster of evergreens. At its center was a large, flat granite slab, warmed by the sun filtering through the branches, big enough to sit—or lie—on comfortably. The distant vista peeked through gaps in the foliage, a teasing reminder of the world beyond this hidden bubble.

Harold wasted no time. He released Taylor's hand and began stripping off his layers with purposeful movements. First the beanie, revealing his tousled brown hair. Then the navy turtleneck came over his head in one fluid pull, exposing a chiseled torso dusted with dark hair, muscles honed from years of outdoor pursuits. His hiking pants followed, shoved down along with his boxers, leaving him fully exposed—still semi-hard, his body radiating raw, unapologetic confidence and masculine energy. He kicked off his boots last, standing naked in the dappled light like some primal forest god.

Taylor's eyes widened, drinking him in, her earlier composure cracking into visible excitement. "Wow," she breathed, her hands already moving to her own clothes. She shrugged off her backpack, then peeled away the cream sweater, revealing the red thermal clinging to her curves. The pants came next, sliding down her toned legs, followed by her boots and socks. She hesitated only briefly before unhooking her bra and stepping out of her panties, her lithe, athletic body now bare to the wilderness. The sun kissed her skin, highlighting the faint tan lines from summer hikes, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders like a golden waterfall.

Davis stood at the edge of the clearing, his backpack still on, feeling like an intruder in his own story. He couldn't tear his eyes away, a toxic mix of jealousy and arousal churning inside him. This wasn't just a blowjob anymore; this was full surrender, right in front of him.

Harold moved to Taylor, his hands roaming her body with possessive familiarity—cupping her breasts, tracing her hips, pulling her close for a deep, hungry kiss that she returned with equal fervour. Their bodies pressed together, skin on skin, the contrast of his burly frame against her sleek one mesmerizing. Then, with a gentle but firm push, Harold guided her down onto the flat rock. She complied eagerly, dropping to her hands and knees, her back arched, presenting herself to him. The rock was smooth and sun-warmed beneath her, a natural altar for this impromptu ritual.

"God, you're perfect," Harold growled, positioning himself behind her. He ran his hands over her ass, squeezing, spreading, teasing her entrance with his fingers until she moaned, pushing back against him. Davis heard the wet sounds of her arousal, saw the way her body quivered in anticipation. Harold glanced over at him then, a smirk playing on his lips—acknowledging the audience, the power dynamic—as he aligned himself and thrust forward in one smooth, deep motion.

Taylor gasped, her head dropping forward, blonde hair spilling over the rock. "Oh fuck, yes," she whimpered, her voice echoing softly in the clearing. Harold set a rhythm, steady at first, his hips slapping against her with a primal cadence that matched the wild surroundings. The trees rustled in the breeze, birds called distantly, but here, in this hidden spot, it was all grunts, moans, and the slick symphony of bodies colliding.

He didn't hold back, varying his pace—slow, grinding thrusts that made Taylor's toes curl, then faster, pounding ones that had her crying out, her nails scraping the granite. She pushed back to meet him, her body undulating like a wave, lost in the sensation. Harold's hands gripped her hips, then one slid up to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back gently so she arched even more, exposing her throat. He leaned over her, whispering something filthy in her ear that made her laugh breathlessly before dissolving into another moan.

Davis's world blurred at the edges. He was hard despite himself, the scene unfolding like a forbidden fantasy he couldn't escape. Taylor glanced at him once, her eyes glazed with pleasure, a silent invitation—or challenge—in her gaze. But she was too far gone to speak, her focus solely on the man claiming her so thoroughly.

Harold flipped her over after a while, wanting to see her face. He laid her back on the rock, her legs wrapping around his waist as he entered her again, this time face-to-face. They kissed messily, her hands clawing at his back, leaving red trails on his skin. He sucked on her neck, her breasts, driving into her with increasing urgency. The fun in the woods escalated—Taylor's cries grew louder, unrestrained, blending with the natural sounds around them. Harold's stamina was impressive, drawing it out, edging her until she begged, "Please, harder... don't stop..."

Back and forth. Davis was tormented. It was such a sexy sight in front of him. His girlfriend, his own personal pornstar. For his viewing pleasure only. At the same time, as the moans and groans grew louder, his worries about other hikers increased. He was lucky—none ever showed up.

The poundings continued, the pace ever-increasing. Taylor’s screams and cries were high-pitched and seductive. “Oh fuck yes! Get inside me!” she groaned, before returning to making out with Harold. Harold, of course, obliged her.

Finally, with a guttural roar, Harold buried himself deep, his body tensing as he came inside her. “Fuck baby! Take it!” he cried.

Taylor followed seconds later, her orgasm ripping through her in waves, her body shuddering, toes pointing skyward. They collapsed together on the rock, panting, sweat-slicked and spent, the sun casting golden patterns over their entwined forms.

Davis remained frozen, the tissues still clutched in his hand like a forgotten relic. Semen began dripping out of Taylor, though Harold giggled, still inside her. The two laughed and kissed, whispering quiet things that Davis couldn’t quite decipher.

The adventure had gone far beyond a simple hike, and as Taylor caught her breath, smiling lazily up at Harold, he realized there was no going back. The woods had witnessed it all, indifferent and eternal, while his world had shattered and reformed into something entirely new.
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Chapter 7: The Hike Down
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The clearing, once a stage for their raw, unspoken renegotiation, now felt claustrophobic, the evergreens pressing in like silent judges. The sun still dappled the granite slab where Taylor and Harold lay entangled, their breaths slowing, bodies glistening with sweat in the golden light. Davis stood at the edge, the crumpled tissues in his hand a useless artifact of a reality that no longer existed. His chest ached with a cocktail of emotions—jealousy, arousal, and a hollow betrayal that gnawed at his core.

Harold stirred first, propping himself up on one elbow, his naked form unapologetic in the wilderness. He looked down at Taylor, a smug, satisfied grin spreading across his bearded face. "Well, damn," he said, voice low and thick with pride. "That was something else, Taylor." His eyes lingered on her, taking in the flush of her skin, the disheveled cascade of blonde hair, and the unmistakable evidence of their encounter still glistening between her thighs. He made no move to clean her up, and neither did she.

Taylor stretched languidly, her body arching like a cat’s, unselfconscious in her nudity. "Yeah," she murmured, a lazy smile playing on her lips. "That was... wild." She didn’t glance at Davis, her focus still tethered to Harold, their shared moment a private world he couldn’t breach. Semen dripped slowly from her, catching the light, and Harold’s grin widened, his chest puffing slightly as if he’d claimed a summit of his own.

Davis’s stomach churned. He wanted to scream, to drag her away, to teleport them both back to their Vancouver condo where the world made sense. But they were stuck here, miles from the parking lot, with at least an hour’s descent ahead—trapped with Harold and the new, electric connection sparking between him and Taylor. The thought of enduring Harold’s presence, his smug confidence, for another hour was torture.

“C’mon,” Harold said, finally standing. He moved with the ease of a man utterly at home in his skin, retrieving his clothes from the scattered pile. He pulled on his boxers and hiking pants, the fabric snapping back into place over his muscular thighs. The navy turtleneck went on next, stretched tight across his broad shoulders, followed by the grey beanie, tugged over his tousled hair. Every motion screamed self-assurance, as if he’d orchestrated this entire morning to perfection.

Taylor followed suit, but with no urgency to erase the evidence of their encounter. She stepped into her panties, the thin fabric clinging to her still-wet skin, Harold’s release left untouched. She pulled on her olive-green hiking pants, the material hugging her toned legs, and slipped back into the red thermal shirt, its low neckline accentuating the faint sheen on her chest. The cream sweater came last, slightly rumpled but still flattering, and she tugged on her socks and boots with a casual efficiency. Her hair, she left loose, a wild cascade that caught the sunlight. She looked radiant, unashamed, and utterly unbothered by the mess Harold had left behind—a stark contrast to Davis’s meticulous cleanup earlier.

Davis moved mechanically, seeming stiff. He yanked his orange turtleneck straight, zipped up his dark jeans, and shouldered his backpack, the weight grounding him in his discomfort. He avoided looking at Taylor’s lower half, knowing what remained beneath her clothes. The image burned anyway.

“Ready to head down?” Harold asked, clapping his hands together, the sound sharp in the quiet clearing. His tone was jovial, as if they’d just shared a pleasant picnic. He slung his pack over one shoulder and gestured toward the deer trail. “Let’s move before the late-morning crowd shows up.”

Taylor nodded, her smile bright and complicit. “Lead on,” she said, falling into step beside him as they retraced their path through the underbrush. Davis trailed behind, his boots scuffing the pine needles, each step a countdown to freedom from Harold’s orbit. He fantasized about grabbing Taylor’s hand and sprinting to the SUV, leaving Harold in the dust. But the trail was unforgiving—nearly two hours up meant at least an hour down, a slow torture with no escape.

The descent began, the trail weaving through cedar and fir, the air slightly warmer now as the sun climbed higher. Harold took the lead, his stride confident, pointing out landmarks with the same easy charm he’d used on the way up. “That’s a nurse log,” he said, gesturing to a fallen tree cradling new growth. “Nature’s recycling, eh?” Taylor laughed, her voice clear and unguarded, hanging on his words. Their banter flowed effortlessly, a continuation of their earlier rhythm, as if the events on the rock had only deepened their connection.

Davis felt like a ghost, haunting the edges of their conversation. Harold’s wit, his knowledge of the trail, the way he made Taylor’s eyes light up—it was unbearable. Every shared laugh was a knife twist, every glance a reminder of what Davis had witnessed. He wanted to be anywhere else, to rewind to the safety of their condo, their routines, their “we.” But Taylor’s enthusiasm was unshakable, her energy buoyed by the morning’s adventure, and Harold fed off it, his charisma filling the space between them.

At a tricky section of the trail—a jumble of rocks requiring careful navigation—Harold paused, turning to Taylor with a grin. “Careful here,” he said, extending a hand. She took it, her fingers lacing with his, and as she stepped down, his other hand grazed her lower back, sliding briefly to her butt with a light, proprietary touch. It was subtle, almost deniable, but Davis saw it. Taylor didn’t flinch or pull away; instead, she shot Harold a playful look, a silent acknowledgment that sent a fresh wave of envy crashing through Davis.

“Thanks,” she said, her tone teasing, as she navigated the rocks with his guidance. The touch lingered in Davis’s mind, a bold claim made right in front of him. Harold’s confidence was infuriating, but what stung more was Taylor’s acceptance of it—her ease, her lack of resistance. She was enjoying this, thriving in the flirtatious dance, while Davis trudged behind, a silent spectator to their chemistry.

The trail stretched on, each step a test of endurance. Harold and Taylor chatted about everything—the view, the wildlife, a funny story from the office—while Davis interjected only when necessary, his responses clipped. “Yeah, cool,” he muttered when Harold pointed out a distant eagle, but his eyes were on Taylor, searching for a crack in her enthusiasm, a sign she felt the weight of what had happened. There was none. She was all in, caught in Harold’s orbit, and Davis’s silent wish to teleport away grew more desperate.

As they neared the parking lot, the crunch of gravel underfoot signaled salvation. Davis’s heart lifted at the thought of escape, of driving away with Taylor, leaving Harold behind. But even that hope felt fragile. The hike down had cemented something between Taylor and Harold—a bond forged in laughter, touch, and shared transgression. Davis’s role in it, whatever it was, felt like an afterthought.

“Great hike, you two,” Harold said as they reached the lot, his voice warm, his eyes lingering on Taylor. “We should do this again sometime.”

Taylor grinned, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Definitely. That was... unforgettable.” Shortly after, Taylor and Harold embraced for a quick, yet firm hug.

Davis forced a tight smile, his hand already on the SUV’s door handle. “Yeah,” he said, voice flat. “Unforgettable.”

He climbed into the driver’s seat, Taylor sliding in beside him, her scent now mixed with earth, sweat, and something distinctly Harold. As the engine roared to life, Davis stared straight ahead, the weight of the hour-long descent pressing on him like a physical force. They were leaving the mountain, but the new contract signed in that clearing wasn’t going anywhere.
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Chapter 8: Discussion
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The SUV rumbled along the winding road back to Vancouver, the North Shore mountains receding in the rearview mirror like a dream fading at dawn. The interior was quiet except for the low hum of the engine and the occasional crunch of gravel under the tires. The air felt heavy, saturated with the unspoken weight of the morning. Taylor sat in the passenger seat, her head tilted against the window, her blonde hair a tangled halo catching the late-morning light. Her cream sweater was slightly rumpled, her body relaxed but heavy with exhaustion. The scent of earth, sweat, and Harold clung to her, an invisible reminder that made Davis’s grip on the steering wheel tighten.

He stared straight ahead, his jaw set, the orange turtleneck feeling suffocating now. His mind replayed the clearing, the rock, the way Taylor’s eyes had locked with Harold’s, her unapologetic surrender. The hour-long descent had been torture, but this drive—this forced intimacy with just the two of them—was worse. He wanted to scream, to demand answers, but the words churned in his chest, trapped behind a dam of hurt and humiliation.

Taylor shifted, breaking the silence. “You’re quiet,” she said, her voice soft, tinged with fatigue. She glanced at him, her blue eyes searching, but he kept his gaze on the road.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice tight. “Just... processing.”

She nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “It was a lot, wasn’t it?” Her tone was gentle, almost conversational, as if they were discussing a tough day at work or a challenging hike. The casualness of it, her ease, made his stomach lurch.

“A lot?” he echoed, a bitter edge creeping in. “Taylor, you... you fucked him. Right in front of me. That wasn’t just ‘a lot.’ It was—” He stopped, his throat tightening. “It was inappropriate. It was cheating.”

The word landed like a stone. Taylor’s eyes widened, her tiredness giving way to a flicker of guilt. “Cheating?” she repeated, sitting up straighter. “Davis, I... I didn’t mean it like that. I thought it was something we were sharing. An adventure. I thought it could be fun for both of us.”

“Fun?” His voice cracked, and he felt the sting of tears prickling at the corners of his eyes. “It wasn’t fun for me, Tay. Watching you with him, seeing you so... into it. And now you’ll go back to work, see him every day, and he’ll want it again. That look in his eyes—he’ll always want you like that. And I’ll just be... what? The guy who watched?”

Taylor’s face softened, her bravado crumbling. “Oh, babe,” she said, reaching for his arm, but he flinched slightly, and she pulled back. “I’m so sorry. I got carried away. I thought... I don’t know, I thought it was something we could both enjoy. Like, maybe I should’ve blown you up there instead, made it about us.” Her voice wavered, a rare crack in her confidence. “I messed up.”

Davis’s hands trembled on the wheel, and a single tear escaped, tracing a hot path down his cheek. He swiped at it angrily, embarrassed by the vulnerability. “You don’t get it,” he said, his voice low. “You were so good at it, Tay. Like you’d done it a hundred times. It wasn’t just sex—it was... you were his. And I was nothing.”

The confession hung between them, raw and jagged. Taylor’s eyes glistened, and she leaned forward, her hand hovering before settling on his knee. “Davis, no. You’re everything! I love you. I got caught up in the moment, in the thrill. I didn’t think about how it would feel for you. I’m so, so sorry.”

He couldn’t hold it together anymore. The tears came faster, blurring the road. He pulled the SUV over to the shoulder, the gravel crunching as they came to a stop. The world outside was a blur of green and grey, the mountains indifferent to their turmoil. He turned off the engine, the silence deafening, and buried his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking with quiet sobs.

Taylor unbuckled her seatbelt and slid closer, wrapping her arms around him. Her warmth, her familiar scent—now mixed with the unfamiliar—grounded him and hurt him all at once. “I love you,” she whispered, her voice fierce despite her exhaustion. “I messed up, but I love you. If it means I have to get a new job, I will. I’ll quit tomorrow. I don’t want to lose us.”

Davis lifted his head, his eyes red and searching hers. Her sincerity was unmistakable, but the wound was still raw. “You’d do that?” he asked, voice hoarse. “Just... walk away from him?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation, her hands cupping his face. “You’re my home, Davis. I’ll do whatever it takes.”

He swallowed, the tears slowing but the ache lingering. “What if...” He hesitated, the idea forming like a lifeline. “What if I need you to make it up to me? To even things out. Like... let me have a night with someone else. Or a threesome, with us and another girl. Something to make it feel fair.”

Taylor blinked, her lips parting in surprise. For a moment, he thought she’d pull away, reject the idea outright. But then a small, tired smile curved her mouth, and she nodded. “Sure,” she said, her voice steady despite the weight of the words. “If that’s what it takes to get us back to normal, we’ll do it. I want us to be okay.”

The promise, delivered with that familiar, playful smile, cracked through his despair like sunlight through clouds. Davis wiped his eyes with the back of his hand, the gesture clumsy but resolute. He looked at her, really looked, and saw the woman he loved—the one who’d built a life with him, who’d laughed with him over Afghan takeout, who’d walked with him through Stanley Park. She was still there, flawed and reckless but his.

“Okay,” he said, his voice steadier now. He started the engine, the rumble a small anchor back to reality. Taylor kept her hand on his knee as he pulled back onto the road, her touch a quiet vow. The mountains faded behind them, and the city loomed ahead, their condo waiting like a safe haven.

As they drove, a fragile hope took root. The morning had been a seismic blip, a fault line in their story, but maybe—just maybe—they could navigate it. They’d talk more, fight more, love more. They’d find a way to rebuild, to redefine their “we.” For the first time since the clearing, Davis believed they might actually get through this.

And he just may have received that blowjob he so desperately craved, just as soon as they’d gotten home.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the site you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Hotwife: At The Cottage
By Ms Naughtee
A secluded lakeside cottage. A couple of friends. One unforgettable weekend that will test the limits of love, trust, and desire.
When Fred and Annie escape the city for a sun-soaked getaway in Ontario's cottage country, they expect lazy afternoons, good food, and old friends. But when plans change and sparks begin to fly between Annie and their host, the atmosphere turns electric. What starts as playful flirtation soon becomes something far more daring — a game of temptation that neither can resist.
As the line between fantasy and reality blurs, Fred and Annie must confront what their marriage truly means. Can passion and fidelity coexist when the heart — and body — crave something new? Hotwife: At The Cottage explores the intoxicating power of freedom, jealousy, and love in one of the most sensual stories you'll read this year.
Escape to the lake. Feel the heat. And discover why readers can't stop talking about Ms Naughtee's bold, provocative storytelling.
Download Hotwife: At The Cottage today — and surrender to the summer you'll never forget.
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