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CHAPTER 1
  
A  heat wave over Labor Day weekend is a recipe for either misery or joy. Misery if you’re stuck inside a house without AC, and joy if you can escape to the lake for a few days.
That weekend would be our last in the cabin. Bought as a lot. My dad and grandfather had built it with their own hands. Unskilled hands, as the years began to show, but it stood enough decades to fill the family with memories.
After mom passed, and he remarried so quickly, we only came the once. It was too hard for him to be around the totems of a time that would never be. He withdrew after that and the last two years were hard, especially when he fell sick. I had the benefit of escaping to college, but the respite was short-lived when he was admitted to the hospital.
The property would go on the market at the end of the month, to be torn down or rebuilt, however they saw fit. It was my stepmom’s idea for one last weekend at the place. The weather forecast didn’t hurt our eagerness for the hour’s long drive up the mountains, and we packed swimsuits and towels, along with three ice chests of food and water.
Everything should have been easy except my stepsister Meegan threw one of her fits. Our mom had agreed she could bring one friend, like every vacation, but my little sister was insisting on bringing another.
“If Maddy comes, then Cassie has too, also. They’re twins, mom!” Meegan rolled her eyes as she debated our mom in the kitchen. “You don’t know anything, Jesus.”
“Can’t you bring another friend?” Mom asked with a frown as she glanced towards the ice chests. “I only packed enough for five…”
I knew money had been tight ever since my father’s passing. The lawyers were still wrangling over his will, which hadn’t been updated since my mom’s death. Everything was tied up in litigation and his death bed agreement with his lawyer, that his widow be taken care of, was still in question.
“I still have money from my summer job parking cars,” I offered. “We can stop at the store on our way out of town and fill up.”
“That’s sweet honey, but you don’t have to do that,” my mom beamed at me, and I schooled my gaze away, not wanting to let her see how much her smiles affected me. “We’ll make do with what we have, and there’s a market in that little town, if I remember. We can always pop in there if we need something.”
“The Copper Hat Market,” I said, smiling as I remembered hauling blocks of ice out of its freezer and back to the cabin, and soft serve from its machine, a treat in the heat.
“You don’t care about some dumb market,” Meegan sniffed in my direction as she filled her water bottle. “You just want to make sure Cassie’s there so you can stare at her giant jugs.”
“Meg, be nice,” mom said without looking up from her paper before taking a sip from her coffee.
Careful not to push her mom too far, the minx pulled open the fridge door and flipped me the bird before sticking her tongue out. When she shut it, with a cold peach in her hand, she flashed our mom an impish smile.
“I’ll be sweet as pudding if you let me bring my friends,” her winsome charm shouldn’t have worked, but I even felt myself smiling and shaking my head, as she twisted in place, wearing the innocent look that had seen her elected student body president and head of the leadership club.
“You can bring your friends,” mom held up a finger, pausing my sister in the act of jumping for joy. “But only if you promise to behave the entire weekend.”
“I always behave,” Meegan’s chin shot up as she spun on her heel and marched from the room a triumphant look on her face.
“She’s going to be insufferable.”
I didn’t mean for the words to slip out, and a wave of relief washed over me when my mom laughed lightly and set down her paper.
“Your sister will always be a trial, but her hearts in the right place.” I wasn’t sure I trusted her on that but didn’t argue as I sat down at the table with my coffee. “None of your friends from school could make it?”
“Not this last minute,” I shrugged. “I have the jet ski. I’ll be fine.”
“Right, that thing,” she frowned in distaste. “Dangerous things. I’m glad you’ll be getting rid of it with the cabin.” She arched a single eyebrow at me and I braced for the questions I knew were coming. “You’ve decided on your major? The classes are chosen?”
“Pre-med,” I nodded. “It’s going to be expensive, but I’m applying for scholarships and grants.”
“Psshh,” she made a sound of dismissal and waved off the idea. “You can’t trust handouts. Apply, but don’t count on it. You’ll have the money you need.”
Eleanor had been born in the Czech Republic and didn’t have much trust in governments. Her icy beauty had been more curse than a blessing in her youth, forcing her family to abandon their homestead and escape as refugees or allow her to be stolen into bondage. Those early years had forged a woman who kept everything wrapped tightly inside. Her marriage to my father was one of convenience, never love, and I feared nothing would pierce her armored shell.
Her daughter was the opposite. Having grown up in relative comfort, her beauty was an asset in America. The girl had cut a swath of broken hearts through every grade and school in seven counties. You couldn’t feed a person that kind of attention and not expect a little brattiness, but her mother was quick to put Meegan in her place.
“Forget about your worries,” she said with a firm nod. “We’ll have a relaxing weekend, you’ll see.”
“Are you finally going to try sunbathing?” I asked, unable to hide the joking smile that crept onto my lips.
Her mouth pursed in a frown of disapproval, and she pointedly ignored the comment. My mom was many things, but evocative in her dress was never one of them. She wasn’t the type to show off her figure, or more skin than absolutely necessary. Often wearing shawls and wraps, along with ankle-length dresses that masked her curves.
“I’m proud of you, Paul, and I know your father would be, too.” Her wide-set mouth pressed together in a sad smile. “I don’t tell you enough how much I appreciate everything you’ve done for me… for us, these past few months.”
“Of course,” I said, my voice trailing off as her hand reached out, her trembling fingers interlacing with mine.
I looked up from the contact; the hairs rising on my neck as her fingertips trailed fire across the back of my hand, and into eyes so blue I could drown in them. Normally an icy blue, now they were warm and the tip of her tongue traced along her upper lip before she spoke and I thought she caught herself at the last moment and changes what she was going to say.
“Will you remind me to gas up the car before we leave town?”
The moment, if it had ever been, was broken as she sat up, pulling her hand away from mine and returning to her paper. I agreed and finished my coffee, uncomfortable with the icy silence that followed.
When I dropped my cup in the sink and bend down to retrieve a new bottle of dish soap, I caught her reflection in the bottle and almost gave a start, but kept hold of myself as I rose slowly. In the reflection, my mom was biting her bottom lip and staring at my backside, but when I threw a glance over my shoulder, she was reading her paper and I chalked it up to my overactive imagination.
I packed the last of my things, making sure to add my phone charger and favorite sunglasses to my backpack before hauling everything downstairs. Mom’s luggage had been lined up since the early morning, the leather suitcases stuffed with more clothes than she would need on a two-week trip. By contrast, Meegan’s small suitcase didn’t look large enough for the long weekend, but she would be in a bikini most of the time.
While I was stuffing our bags into the back of my mom’s large SUV, the twins pulled up. Their red convertible wasn’t fancy, but the girls had decked it out with fuzzy dice on the mirror and a pink cover for the steering wheel, to name a few things. It, and they were famous in town, not only for driving around with the top down as they cruised the main drag, but for showing up to car meets and street races.
Maddy popped out and began hauling their sleeping bags and suitcases out while Cassie closed the top. Fraternal twins, the girl’s resemblance, stopped at their faces. Maddy was slender and blonde, with a bright and flirty personality, while Cassie was a dark brunette whose darker eyes watched the world with more wariness.
Cassie was taller than her sister, with the types of curves that make men drive their cars off the side of the road when they see her walking down the street. I say this because it happened a couple of times when she was a teen. With an ass as round and full as her sisters, her breasts were the stuff of legend at my high school.
None of the boys had managed to get their hands on her, but stories spread of glimpses of them when she changed at a swim meet, or the one night she and her sister had showed up to a party braless. The guys on my water polo team had whispered about and stared at Cassie while trying to chat up her outgoing sister.
It never worked, though. The pair were harder to pin down than my sister, who was also legendary at school for her beauty. Not as busty as Cassie, but with a face that reminded people of a movie star, Meegan had always been the most popular girl in school, regardless of the grade she was in.




CHAPTER 2
  
“L et me get those,” I said after walking over, pointing to the luggage.
Maddy beamed at me and grabbed up their sleeping bags and backpacks as I picked up the luggage.
“Morning, Paul. How’s college life?”
“Finals sucked but one year’s in the books,” I smiled back, enjoying the way Maddy’s eyes lingered on my shoulders and abs as I lifted the luggage into the back of the SUV.
“Here,” Cassie frowned at me, shoving her backpack into my arms when I was reaching for the other suitcase. “And don’t go snooping around in there.”
Maddy rolled her eyes at her sister and shrugged an apology.
“Cassie’s mad because we aren’t going to the Harry Styles concert this weekend.”
“Why not?” I frowned, knowing they and my sister had been looking forward to the summer show for months.
“Our parents are out of town and they think we’ll throw a party or something,” she snorted in derision at the idea. “As if we want a bunch of dumb jocks poking through our drawers.”
“Meegan didn’t say why she wasn’t going,” I shrugged.
“She was the happiest out of the three of us not to go,” Maddy frowned up at the house where my sister’s voice reached us as she greeted Cassie. “She said the lake would be more fun.” The girl smiled winsomely at me and twisted one heel behind herself, giving me a good view of her slender leg. “You will let us borrow the jet ski, right?”
I rolled my eyes and chuckled to myself. Meegan had always pestered me to ride the jet ski, and it seemed she’d employed her cute, flirty friend to make sure it happened this summer. Before I could tell the girl that wouldn’t be happening, my mom called from the house.
“Paul, would you double check I turned everything off?”
Meegan and Cassie were whispering conspiratorially when I passed them in the entryway and I caught pink fabric stuffed into my sister’s bag before she hid it behind her back. The pair had rosy cheeks when they scampered past me and I wondered what they were up to as I went through the kitchen and house, making sure it was sealed up.
“I get so anxious every time I leave this place,” mom said as she closed up her purse and pulled it over one shoulder. “You double checked it all?”
“I did,” I reassured her, and with a hand on her elbow, led her out of the house and locked up. “We’re going to have fun, remember?”
“I know,” she smiled tightly back. “I’ve selected a few podcasts to keep us entertained on the drive. You like true crime, don’t you?”
I didn’t, but found myself absorbed in the stories as I drove up the mountains. The girls were focused on their phones until the service dropped out, then their laughter and gossipy conversations pulled my attention away from the podcast.
The girls were obsessed with how many likes their last social media post got and who hadn’t liked it, and what that might say about the girl’s jealousy or envy. The boys weren’t treated any better, with the girls snickering at every minor flaw each had. I felt bad for the guys at their school, hearing what the girls said about them behind their backs.
When I glanced over at my mom, her expression was tight and a frown was growing on her lips. She caught me watching her and flickered her eyes to the backseat and rolled them, causing me to chuckle in amusement.
“Where did I go wrong with her, Paul?” She spoke soft enough that the laughing girls wouldn’t overhear as she rested her hand on mine, once again the touch sending shivers down my spine. “Her priorities are all backwards.”
“They’re young,” I shrugged. “I see it all the time at school, too. The girls are obsessed with finding a social media star or celebrity. I’m sure they’ll grow out of it.”
“Hmm,” she made a non-committal sound and glanced back at the girls who were sharing Maddy’s phone back and forth, staring at an insta model. “I’m not so sure they will.”
Meegan glanced up at her mom, ignoring the comment as she pushed the phone into her hands.
“We’ll let my mom judge.” She pushed the phone forward, and I caught an image in the mirror’s reflection. “Whose hotter mom, him… or him?”
A shirtless man stood in his living room wearing a firefighter’s pants and jacket without a shirt on beneath. His smooth muscles were impressive, but his expression looked pained, like he was struggling to go to the bathroom or something. When Meegan flicked the image, a second man appeared, seated shirtless at a desk with a hundred thousand dollars Rolex on his wrist.
Mom frowned at the phone, then directed the glare up at my sister and her friends. “You think these boys are handsome?” She made a sound of amusement in the back of her throat, and I saw the twins’ smiles falter and grow self-conscious. “Hairless, gormless, scarless… These are children playing at men. You think real men post to Instagram for likes? Hmph.”
She snorted in derision and handed the phone back, turning forward with a hint of a smile curling the far corner of her lips, as her fingertips played across the back of my hand.
“Shows what you know,” Meegan said in annoyance, but I noticed she and her friends were quieter the rest of the drive and no longer sharing their phones back and forth.
As we neared the cabin, I rolled down the window and breathed deep of the mountain air. Little had changed around the lake, and I smiled to see familiar sights. The Copper Kettle Market was still there, with its faded sign and drooping awning, along with the Diner we used to get breakfast at on our last morning at the cabin.
The girls looked around at the old buildings with frowns that brightened when they caught sight of the lake. Glittering and blue, it stretched far across the horizon once we trundled onto the shoreline road. Our cabin was around a peninsula and near the campgrounds, quiet but close enough we could ride our bikes into town.
On the water’s edge, it is a small single story wooden cabin with one large room, a small kitchenette and a large deck that wraps around the lake facing sides. The best part for me was the dock attacked to the cabin and the storage facility attached to it where I’d left my jet ski.




CHAPTER 3
  
“F inally!” Meegan said when I pulled to a stop outside the place.
Pushing open the door, she and the girls tumbled out, stretching, and groaning from being crammed into the backseat.
“Everything looks the same,” my mom said with a tight smile as she stepped out and gazed around at the property. “The underbrush needs to be cut back, but the new owners can worry about that after we sell.”
She walked around the outer edge of the property, where it extended out to the road, inspecting it while I pulled the luggage out of the car. While the girls explored the deck.
“Let me unlock it, Meegan,” mom rattled the keys as she undid the bolt on the cabin door and pulled her head back with a frown when the door cracked open. “The place needs to be aired out.”
She was right. A combination of mothballs and old dust had given the small cabin a musty aroma. The girls got to work with surprising energy, opening windows, and airing out the blankets, while I went to check on the jet ski.
I’d bought the stand-up water bike when I was a teenager with money earned from a paper route. Growing up watching the older boys rip around on theirs, I bought saved for years to afford it. By the time I had it, the older guys had moved on, but I still spent several years riding all over the lake, learning to jump and dive it.
The bike was just as I’d left it, but it had been over a year and I was worried about the fuel. Hauling it out, I drained the fuel tank and refilled it, then got the engine running and burned up the last dregs of the old stuff. When it was purring like a champ, I tied it off to the dock and went back up to the cabin.
The girls had wasted no time in changing into their bikinis. I found all three laying out on the deck, soaking up the last rays of warmth before the shadows lengthened. It was hard not to stare when I walked past, especially at Cassie. The girl’s chest defied gravity even without a bra, and their heavy swell beneath the black material made my fingers twitch.
Maddy was wearing a tiny white bikini that did little to hide her tight little body. My sister was wearing something even smaller, but I forced myself not to look in her direction.
“Can you grab my water bottle inside?” Meegan asked me without picking her head up and I grunted an affirmative.
When I stepped inside, I found my stepmom sitting on the old rocking chair while something sizzled in the pan beside her. She arched an eyebrow at me when I grabbed the water bottle and I saw her eyes scan the teens laying just outside the windows.
“It’s quite the view,” she noted, with more than a touch of dryness in her voice.
When I glanced out the picture windows, the lake was a harsh glare and the mountains invisible behind it, but the sunbathing girls were on perfect display.
“I’m going to go for a ride.” I said, ignoring the blush that heated my cheeks and the sly smile that worked its way onto her thick lips. “How long til dinner’s ready?”
“It will be an hour at least,” she nodded. “Enjoy yourself and be careful… Don’t go too far and stay where I can see you.”
I rolled my eyes at being treated like a kid and grabbed my lifejacket.
“Thanks,” Meegan said, sitting up when my feet hit the deck.
She shaded her eyes and reached out with the other hand, taking the water bottle from me and drinking deep. I couldn’t help myself, as my eyes dipped down to take in her smooth stomach and long legs. She was smirking when she set the bottle down.
“Maddy, what were you saying about Paul?” Meegan’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she glanced at her friend.
“Nothing, god, Meegan, you’re such a brat!” Maddy’s face was scarlet, the red extending down her neck and chest, when she saw me looking, she darkened further and flipped onto her stomach.
“She was saying you look pretty stupid when your mouth hangs open like that,” Cassie said, dark eyes glaring at me and Meegan barked a laugh.
“Are you sure you’re twins?” I asked, “She got the brains, beauty, and charm while all you got were those.”
I snorted in derision as I nodded to her chest and Cassie’s jaw dropped in affront, one hand raising to cover her breasts, a hopeless task as they bulged out all sides of her bikini top. For a half second I thought I’d gone too far, then Meegan laughed even harder than she had the first time and even Maddy joined in.
Cassie scoffed at me and tossed her hair all over one side of her head, pretending to ignore me as I tugged off my shirt. I was about to pull on my life jacket when something heavy thunked from inside the cabin and I looked up. The glare was too bright to make out much, but I caught my stepmom standing quickly with her book in hand.
“I’m fine!” she called from inside.
Meegan and the others had turned to look too, but my sister only shook her head and turned back. I thought I felt eyes on my back, as I pulled on the jacket, but when I turned to look, she and Cassie were looking straight ahead, eyes hidden behind their glasses. The feeling didn’t leave me even when I climbed onto the jet ski and pushed off the dock.
The surface water was warm after the hot day, and I made my way to deeper waters with languid kicks. Holding my breath, I let it out in relief when the bike started up without issue and the jet of water pushed me along. Within a minute, I was up and cruising, exploring the inlets and coves on our corner of the lake.
Not much had changed in the last couple of years. One cabin had a new roof, and another was in the middle of remodeling, but the rest were a sleepy little community of retirees. I scouted the campgrounds and laughed when I saw how empty it was.
“Meegan and her friends won’t be happy,” I said to myself.
Knowing how much the girls were looking forward to trolling for boys. From what I saw, it was only a couple of families who looked to be packing up. It wasn’t until I saw the overgrown grass and rattlesnake warning signs that I guessed the ownership had abandoned it. The same had happened with most of the resorts in the area.
With all the fires over the past couple of years, the owners were selling out or waiting for insurance to buy them out. The community was dying and eventually would be gone. It was sad, but there wasn’t any industry out here and there were fewer and fewer boaters every year willing to trek their way up the mountains.
I had the water to myself and burnt up several gallons of gas, getting my balance back as I jumped my own wakes. When I’d judged an hour passed, I headed back to the dock and pushed the jet ski up onto the carpeted ramp I’d built one summer. With a healthy ache in my muscles, I hung my jacket to dry and grabbed a towel someone had set outside for me.
The cabin was bright with cheerful light and banter when I stepped in. The girls were laying on the bed, playing a board game while my mom was mixing a dressing for the salad.
“Set the table, would you, Paul?”
We gathered around the small dinner table and dug into the spaghetti and sauce. My mom isn’t the best cook, but she makes a great meat gravy and it was a happy, stuffed group that sat on the deck watching the last rays of sunlight disappear.




CHAPTER 4
  
T  he girls were going through social media withdrawals, having no cable, internet or cell service was a challenge for them. I loved the break from my phone and didn’t miss the incessant notifications that plagued me throughout the day. My stepmom didn’t even get a smart phone until the year before and she didn’t have any social media pages. Coming from a world where a girl’s beauty was a danger for her and her family, she didn’t understand why girls would flaunt it, and only for attention.
“You’ll learn as you get older,” she told my sister. “A man’s looks are less important than what’s inside his heart. Flash skin at the wrong time and even the sweetest man will become a monster.”
“Not all men are like that, mom,” Meegan rolled her eyes.
“Paul, isn’t,” Maddy flashed me a bright grin, and I stuffed my mouth with pasta to keep her from seeing my blush.
“Paul’s a good man,” my mom said with a stiff smile. “But he’s still a man. Tease him too much and you’ll learn the error of your ways… Unless that’s what you’re after.”
It was Maddy’s turn to bury her face in her pasta and I would have loved to hear more, but Cassie changed the topic. The girls were soon debating where they wanted to travel to, if they could go anywhere, while I ate in silence. My mom’s words disturbed me and I reached under the table to take her hand.
She stiffened, eyes cutting over to me, then relaxed, her fingers lacing into mine and gripping me tightly. My heart went out to her that her childhood had made her so suspicious and wary of men. I couldn’t deny there was truth to what she said, but I couldn’t see myself being such a monster as to take a woman without her consent. I couldn’t live with myself if I did that, no matter how much a girl had teased me.
We held hands throughout the rest of the meal, and she slowly returned to the conversation. The remote cast to her features softened, and she was soon laughing as my fingers rested on her thigh and hers on the back of my hand.
“Why don’t you build a fire while we clean up?” Mom smiled at me when dinner was over, patting my hand. “I brought marshmallows, chocolate, and graham crackers for dessert.”
“S’mores!” The girls cheered in unison as they leapt to clear the table.
The wood pile was coated in spiderwebs but it was dry. Chopping a log for kindling, I built a pyramid over a pile of newspaper and had a fire burning in a couple of minutes. The fire pit can put out a lot of heat, but I kept it small and pulled chairs around it in a circle.
“Look at the stars!” Cassie stopped and stared in awe at the sky, the bag of marshmallows dangling from her fingers as her jaw dropped.
“We never get this view in the city.” I shook my head sadly. “It’s one of my favorite things about coming up here.”
“Why have I never seen this before?” She shook her head and waved for her sister to join her. “Maddy come look.”
“It’s the light pollution,” Meegan informed her friend as she emerged with a tray bearing five clinking glasses. “Keeps everything but the brightest stars from shining through.”
“That’s sad,” Maddy said, accepting a drink from her friend with a pleased bob of her eyebrows. She took a deep drink and moaned in pleasure. “Mhmm daiquiris are my favorite.”
When Meegan pushed the tray towards me, I waved her off.
“I don’t like daiquiris.”
“Mom knows, she made you a scotch on the rocks, with one of the dusty old bottles.”
“The Glenlivet 21 year?” I sat up in interest and took the glass, smelling the sulfurous, smokey aroma and feeling my mouth water.
I sipped the whiskey while the girls drank down their cocktails and prepared the s’mores. Mom joined us with a glass of wine and watched as we made a mess of our hands with chocolate and burning marshmallow. The girls didn’t last long; the alcohol, causing all three to yawn soon after they started drinking.
They piled into the cabin and their sleeping bags while my stepmom and I stayed up watching the stars. We didn’t speak, but simply enjoyed being in each other’s company. The whiskey gave me a warm, fuzzy feeling and I could tell my mom was getting tipsy when she poured herself a third glass.
“That Maddy seems to be smitten with… hic… you,” Mom mused softly over the rim of her wineglass.
I couldn’t read her expression, but the tone of her voice was teasing, and I shook my head and smiled.
“She’s a flirt,” I shrugged. “If there was another guy here, she’d be flirting with him just as much.”
“I’m not so sure about that. You didn’t hear what the girls had to say when you left on your ride.” I glanced over with interest, but she shook her head and placed a finger over her lips. “I can’t give away their secrets.”
When I frowned in annoyance, she snorted in laughter and finished off her glass of wine. Rising, she grabbed the bottle and bent down to take my empty glass.
“You’re going to sleep out here?” There was a subtle purr to her voice that set my heart hammering and my gaze took in her hanging shirt as I nodded, revealing by the moonlight and what was swaying within. “Then goodnight baby, and sleep well.”
She bent forward and kissed my forehead, but I barely registered the contact. My eyes were locked on two perfect, heavy breasts swaying within her loose shirt. I only got that brief glance, but it was more skin than I’d ever seen from her and my shorts were tight about my waist. Moving in a daze, I set up my sleeping bag on a deck chair and crawled within, my mind filled with the image of the inner sloped pressed together and peaks of her puffy nipples which had just been visible.
Hand slipping within my shorts, I let my fantasies run wild as I dreamed of those perfect orbs hanging in front of my face. The next images to flash through my brain here Cassie’s, almost as large breasts and Maddy’s tight little body. My toes were curling just as my sister’s gorgeous face twisted in ecstasy surfaced and I sagged back into the deck chair as the release washed over me.
Bright sunlight woke me earlier than normal and I groaned in protest, but rolling over and covering my head did no good. Blinking around myself, it took a moment to remember where I was and I stretched before wrapping up my sleeping bag.




CHAPTER 5
  
M ornings at the cabin are a lazy affair and I knew Meegan and her friends would want to sleep in. My mom was up and put on a pot of coffee for us before I went out for a morning swim. A cup was waiting for me on the deck when I hauled myself out of the water and I found Cassie seated on one of the deck chairs, wrapped in a blanket, sipping another.
“You mom said you like a lot of cream,” she nodded to the cup and I nodded in approval when I lifted it and saw the creamy color.
“Looks perfect, thanks.”
“Aren’t you scared of swimming in that dark water?” She asked, shivering as she looked out at the lake. “Anything could come up and bite you.”
“Fish are more scared of you than you are of them,” I said. “If you’re not moving, a little bluegill might come up and nibble on your foot-,” I chuckled when Cassie gave an “eeww!” and shivered in revulsion. “But nothing’s going to take a bite out of you.”
“It’s creepy,” she shook her head.
“Have you ever caught a fish?”
“No,” she shook her head, and I caught a hint of interest in her eyes, quickly stifled behind a frown. “Fish are nasty.”
“There’s nothing quite like eating a fish you’ve caught, though, and it’s hard to be afraid of something after you’ve caught and killed it.”
“You’re such a boy,” she said, but her frown softened. “How hard is it?”
I knew I had her on the hook and rose to grab my pole from the side of the house. After cleaning off the cobwebs, Cassie would deign to hold it as I grabbed a spare and lead her down to the dock. For a spoiled beauty, I was surprised at how easily she got down onto her knees with me on the shoreline and dug through the mud for worms.
“You’re sure this is necessary?” She asked after shaking thick black mud off her arms. “It’s not a prank or something?”
“I’m not messing with you. These worms are what the fish hunt, you’ll see.”
She frowned back at me, but went right back to digging. After fifteen minutes, we had a small pail of worms and mud and I lead us back up to the dock. When we passed the house, Cassie glanced up and snorted in derision.
“What?” I asked.
“Nothing,” she said, but after a few seconds spoke up again. “Maddy’s the one who should be out here.” When I lifted my eyebrows in surprise at the comment, Cassie’s cheeks darkened. “She’s always wanted to try fishing.”
“She doesn’t strike me as the type,” I winked, to show her I was joking and Cassie barked a laugh, surprising me with its volume.
“You’re right. Maddy’s more the facial and manicure girl. I’ve always been awkward around that stuff.”
“Really?”
“My favorite thing in the world was soccer. Until…” her cheeks darkened further and her shoulders hunched, masking the heavy swell of her bust.
“You had to stop after…” she looked up at me, and I caught a hint of challenge, or maybe curiosity in her eyes and I chanced it, “The twins exploded.”
Cassie’s jaw dropped, and an outraged expression overcame her face, but it didn’t reach her eyes. She swatted me on the side and had to stifle a laugh.
“Shut up and yes,” she added with a smiling sigh. “They make running impossible.”
Hoping my mind wasn’t playing tricks on me about the growing comfort between us, I continued, “Ever thought about getting a breast reduction? I’ve heard it can be good for your back.”
“Hah!” Cassie barked a laugh and shook her head, staring down at her breasts and straightening her back so they thrust against the confines of her bikini and the tank-top over it. “I might not be able to sprint, but these girls are worth their weight in gold and I think Maddy would kill me if I did. She loves them more than I do.”
“What do you…” I swallowed around the sudden lump in my throat when Cassie hooked a finger into her tank top and pulled the material down, revealing the dark shadow between the large, firm breasts.
“Do you think I should get one… a reduction?”
I shook my head but tore my eyes away from the firm flesh and caught the smirk of satisfaction tugging at Cassie’s lips.
“Let’s hook one of those worms before the sunlight scares the fish away.”
Her smirk faltered and faded when I held the pail of mud and worms up to her, but she didn’t hesitate when I showed her how to weave a worm onto the hook. The girl was tougher than I’d first assumed, ignoring the worm guts on her fingers and the prick of the hook.
There was a limit to what she could take all at once and when she landed her first fish ten minutes later, the girl nearly dropped my pole into the lake and her screams woke up anyone who’d been trying to sleep in.
“Keep the drag tight,” I warned her, one hand guiding hers to the handle of the reel.
“Help me!” She shouted, stepping close and I moved behind her.
“Relax, you got it… just like that, keep reeling…”
Cassie leaned against me, her round ass pressing into my crotch in a way that made me painfully aware of her. Forcing my thoughts back to the task at hand, I guided her hands as she reeled in the fish, showing her how to increase the drag when it fought to keep the line from snapping.
When its tail slapped the surface only a few feet away from the dick, Cassie let out another woop of joy and I grabbed the net. She pulled it close as I netted it and held the three pounder aloft.
“Look at my fish!” She jumped in joy, pointed and waving up to the dock where our sister had come to observe. The pair waved back, then, bleary-eyed, stumbled back to bed.
“Very impressive,” I said, grinning back. “Now you get to gut and scale it.”
Her smile dropped, but once again, the girl proved tougher than I’d have guessed. She slit the fish open once I showed her what to do and didn’t flinch at pulling the guts free. When wasps came to inspect the entrails, she gave a start and nearly tipped into the water, forcing me to reach out and steady her.
“Careful where you’re putting your hand,” she arched an eyebrow down at my hand, which was pressed against the side of one firm breast, and I jerked it away as if it were on fire.
“Sorry,” I said, but Cassie chuckled in amusement.
“Most guys would’ve done that on purpose, just to catch a feel.” her dark eyes gave me a considering look. “But not you… You’re different, Paul.”
“I’m not that different.” I smiled, and let my eyes dip down to take in her breasts with an obvious leer.
Cassie gasped and swatted my arm again, but I noticed she didn’t cover herself and she removed the tank top as we continued fishing. She said it was because of the growing heat but there was a still a chill in the air and from the large dots pressed against the black fabric she was feeling it too.




CHAPTER 6
  
W e spent two hours on the dock, chatting and fishing. Each of us caught two lake trout, with her first being the largest. Two fish were enough for all of us, so we threw the last two back. Cassie was happy we didn’t kill the extras, and I let her release each back into the water. And couldn’t help smiling at the delighted expression on her face.
The girl wasn’t what I’d assumed from my brief interactions with her over the years. She was beautiful and stylish, but it was her sister who cared about clothes and did most of the shopping. It took a little while for her to open up, but Cassie loved sports and once I got her talking about football, she wouldn’t stop.
We spent the morning debating fantasy football strategies and betting odds for the coming season. She only played online because she could hide behind an anonymous screen name.
“I tried playing in a league at school, but the boys gave preferential drafts to the girls.” She hooked her fingers in the air. “Girls need all the help they can get. That’s what they said. Can you believe it?”
“What did you say back?”
“Nothing, but when the dude asked me out a week later, I told him I wouldn’t let him touch me if he was the last guy on earth.”
“That’s cruel.” I shook my head and frowned. “That’s right, when a man needs all the help he can get.”
Cassie’s face scrunched up as she stared up at me and when my expression cracked, she rolled her eyes.
“Your sense of humor’s as bad as my sisters.”
I laughed even harder at that and even Cassie joined in. Her dark eyes looked even more incredible when she was smiling and I was finding it difficult to leave her side, but eventually the sun was too warm to stand on the dock anymore. Hauling our fish up to the kitchen, my mom was suitably impressed with our catch and promised to grill it up for dinner.
Cassie joined the girls in getting changed while I jumped on the jet ski and went for a ride. It was a lazy afternoon on the lake and I didn’t have any plans. The heat was unbearable if you didn’t have the water on hand and when I returned to the cabin to find my mom sitting outside, beneath a wide-brimmed sunhat and loose long-sleeved dress, I shook my head in disbelief.
“You’re going to get heat stroke wearing that,” I said, hanging my life jacket and pushing the hair out of my eyes.
“It is rather warm,” she glanced around and frowned. “I was thinking of taking a dip, but I don’t want the neighbors leering.”
I glanced to either side and cocked an eyebrow. The neighbors weren’t visible from our dock, with trees reaching to the shore’s edge, and the lake was vacant. Mom saw my expression and pursed her lips, cheeks reddening as she closed her book.
“I’m particular about who sees me… in such a vulnerable state.”
“I can leave you alone for a while-.”
“No,” she said, quickly cutting me off, before continuing in a more normal tone. “I would prefer if you remained. I feel… safe with you.”
“Good,” I smiled and tried not to stare as she fiddled with the linen ties of her dress.
Lips pressing into a firm line, she seemed to reach a decision and with a quick flick of her wrists, released the ties. Shrugging her shoulders through the widened neck her pale blue eyes were locked on my face as the linen dress fell into a pool at her feet. I swallowed, then swallowed again as my traitorous eyes drank in the curves of her body.
My stepmom isn’t a small woman and her height masks a statuesque physique that men would go to war over. Cassie’s image wouldn’t leave my head until I gazed upon something far superior. Clad in a single piece bathing suit, there was no hiding the massive breasts that hung low and heavy on her chest, or the wide swell of her hips and perfect roundness of her ass.
An eyebrow cocked. She said nothing as she walked past me and down to the dock. When she started down the steps, I heard someone groan. It couldn’t have been me, I assured myself, but cringed when a chuckle of amusement escaped my mom and she turned to catch me staring at her backside.
“Be a dear and get me a towel, Paul?” Something danced deep in her eyes, and I nodded, not trusting myself to speak or to read what I hoped was there.
I had to tear my eyes away from her and couldn’t until I’d watched her long, slender limbs flash through the air in a smooth dive. There was something painfully erotic about seeing her naked arms and legs for the first time. I returned to find her swimming her way across our small inlet with long, elegant strokes.
I’d never seen my mom swim, but knew she’d loved it as a girl. When I joined the water polo team, she was more than supportive. Showing up to every match and even following my college team, where I was a bench rider. I’m a decent player, but most of our guys are on the Olympic team. It’s hard winning a starting spot against that kind of competition, but I loved the sport and knew I only had a couple more years to play.
“The water’s lovely,” she beamed up at me, floating on her back as she coasted towards the dock.
“What to try the jet ski?” I asked, pointing to the bike and for a moment I thought she might, but she shook her head.
“This is too peaceful.”
I threw her a lifejacket and pulled on mine, jumping in. We swam and floated around for half an hour, relaxing as the sun arched above us. While we were floating around, I noticed our feet and legs brush up against one another several times and instead of pushing away; she let the touch linger.
When we climbed out, I held her towel open, and she stepped into the circle of my arms and let hers circle my waist. I folded the towel about her shoulders and tried to think about baseball or anything other than what was pressing against my chest and crotch. Pushing dark hair out of her face, she smiled up at me.
“Thank you for making it so easy for me,” she smiled, her finger tips playing at the curly hairs on my chest. “I didn’t imagine I’d feel this comfortable around a man again.”
“Of course,” I said, and though I tried to ignore the feel of her, my body began to react.
My mom’s eyes widened, and my cheeks burned as I released her quickly and turned to flee inside. She followed me at a more sedate pace, drying her hair with the towel. I thought I saw a pleased smile on her face, but it was probably from the swim.
“I’m going to make sandwiches,” she called into the bathroom, where I was releasing myself. “Why don’t you take a shower before the girls get back?”
It was a good suggestion. The girls had a habit of using up all the hot water whenever they showered and even in the extreme heat, I still wanted a hot shower. The cabin’s shower is small and oddly designed. There are no shelves or space to put on, so all the soaps and shampoos have to sit on the counter.
When the water was running at the proper temp, I stepped in and rinsed the lake water and sweat from my body. Without a window, the only way to keep the bathroom from getting moldy was to keep the door cracked, but it was normal, and everyone knew to give you your privacy at the back of the cabin.




CHAPTER 7
  
I  assumed the coast was clear when I reached through the shower curtain to grab the shampoo, but froze in shock when I found my mom standing in the hallway outside the door. She had a bundle of sheets from her bed wrapped in her arms that she dropped when she saw me swing out of the shower. Before I could jerk back inside, her eyes dropped and a gasp escaped her throat.
“Paul your… It’s…!”
Mortified, I jerked back within the narrow shower and felt my face heat even more than it had earlier. My dick was still stiff from before and stood straight out from my body like a steel bar. I’d been hoping for it to relax, but no luck with her image so fresh in my mind.
“I’m so sorry, Paul… I didn’t mean to… I’ve violated your privacy.”
“It’s ok,” I said, cringing at the high-pitched tone of my voice.
The emotion in her voice was so heavy it had thickened her accent, and I could see her silhouette moving closer through the showers curtain. The shape of her body had me vibrating and I could feel the precum oozing out of me.
“I know you’re stressed… with school and having to be there for me and your sister… if there’s anything I can do for you… Anything at all…”
She left it hanging there, and I saw the fabric of the curtain shift as her fingers played against it. Everything inside me wanted to scream for her to reach through and grab me, but my better angels won out and I grunted a refusal.
“I’m ok… really… You don’t have to stress.”
“Ok then… just remember, baby… Mommy’s always here if you need her.”
I couldn’t help myself and before a minute had passed was blasting the tiled wall with a massive load of cum as I imagined my gorgeous stepmom’s hand caressing my cock. In my head danced images of her naked body as I groaned in pleasure. When I was soaping my hair, lightheaded from the intense release, I heard music playing from the kitchen and something I hadn’t heard in years, my mother singing.
It was an old Russian song with a somber refrain that she sang in a clear voice. At first I thought I was a sad song until I caught sight of the smile on her face as she sand and caught a few words I’d learned over the years.
“Molodoy chelovek…” I knew that meant young man and, “Lyuboc…” meant love. She was still singing as she laid a plate with a cut up sandwich out for me and a cold beer from the fridge.
The beer was a surprise, as was her nearness, as she sat with me to eat. My fears of awkwardness were gone as she chatted with me about my upcoming classes and her schedule at work. When she brought up the girls, and my morning with Cassie, my cheeks finally heated, and I buried my face in my plate.
“I always suspected her hard outer shell hid a soft spot within,” mom mused, winking at me. “I should know.”
“She’s tougher than I would have thought,” I said. “Didn’t flinch when gutting the fish.”
“Hmph, I wish your sister was as brave.”
“Meegan’s going to be just fine in life.”
“I’m not so sure,” mom shook her head and sank into her chair. “She’s spoiled, willful, and her priorities with men are all wrong. She could learn a thing or two from her friends. They at least seem to recognize a good man when they see one.”
Her pale blue eyes rested on me in a way that had me shifting in my seat. The silence stretched, and I felt her foot brush up my leg and watched her chest rise and fall, spots of color appearing in her cheeks. The moment was pregnant with tension, but the atmosphere was broken when the girls flew into the cabin.
“What’s for lunch? I’m starving,” Meegan asked, ignorant of the moment she’d spoiled.
Mom’s smile compressed into a thin line, and she rose to get the girls’ plates and sandwiches. They reported back from their excursion that the campgrounds were mostly empty. A rattlesnake infestation and lax ownership had caused the county to shut it down, and the only people staying there were trailers with what looked like meth-heads spilling out.
“It’s eerie,” Maddy said with a shiver.
“I don’t want you girls going anywhere near it then,” Mom frowned and muttered to herself about the property value decreasing because of the riffraff.
I was more concerned about crime, but suspected those who were camping in the abandoned grounds wanted as little attention brought down on them as possible. Cassie brought up warning the local sheriff, and I said they probably already knew, but it wasn’t a bad idea. The girls took on the project, and I jumped on my jet ski to kill a few hours on the lake.
When I came cruising by the cabin twenty minutes later, I spotted Maddy sitting on the dock and cruised close. The blonde waved me over and grabbed up a life jacket sitting nearby.
“Your mom said you could teach me how to ride.” her cheeks heated a merry pink and I grinned back.
“How strong of a swimmer are you?”
“Cassie and I were lifeguards for two years. You don’t have to worry about me drowning.”
“I was more worried if you could swim it down after you fall off,” I laughed.
The girl jumped in the water, and I let her take the handles of the bike.
“First you want to get a sense for the bike’s water balance.” I guided her hands to the throttle and made sure she had a good grip before letting her give it a bit of gas.
When the bike’s jet shot out the bottom, it tore her off the handles and the jet ski puttered a few yards ahead before dropping into an idle and circling in place. The blast of water shocked Maddy, who gave a loud guffaw when she glanced down at herself. Bobbing in the water behind her, I glanced down and saw the front of her bikini had been torn down, revealing her naked breasts beneath the life jacket.
“Now I see why you asked,” she said, before pulling herself through the water after the bike.
I swam alongside her, head up water polo style, and was surprised at the girl’s speed. She chased down the bike and, wiping the water from her face, puled herself back into place behind it.
“That’s your first lesson,” I grinned, slipping behind her. “How to recover the bike. Now all you need to learn is how to stand up.”
“That’s all?” Maddy rolled her eyes, but the grin didn’t leave her face. Nor, I noticed, did she bother putting her bikini top back into place.
I floated along behind her, one hand on either of hers as I showed her how to ride the bike at a few miles an hour while laying behind it. Maddy is tiny, so it was more of a struggle for her to shift the bike’s weight, but her athleticism helped.
It took a few attempts, cruising back and forth in the cove, for her to get the hang of it. Each was progressively more difficult for me, as I worried less about her hurting herself and became aware of the body laid out beneath me. Maddy doesn’t have her sister’s eye-catching rack but her tiny body is tight as a gymnast and the little ass that pushing against my growing stiffness was as distracting as her flirty grins.
“I think I’m getting the hang of it,” she said as I came stroking up to her. “I want to try standing up now.”
“Go for it,” I nodded. “Just remember what I told you about starting on your knees.”
“Would you… help me get started?”
The girl didn’t need the help anymore, but when that pale ass floated to the surface and she flashed me a dimpled grin over one shoulder I couldn’t refuse. Slipping behind her, I repeated my instructions on how to get your balance on your knees before climbing to your feet. As I did, Maddy managed to float herself back against me and rested the firm globes of her rear against the tent in my swim trunks.
“Ok,” she said, giving the bike a little throttle.
“I can ride with you the first time,” I said, not wanting to break contact with the naked, warm flesh of her legs against mine. “Show you how.”
“Please!”
I’d seen others do it when I was younger, but never had the chance myself. It had always been older boys teaching girls how to ride, and now I knew why. The best way to teach someone was probably to let them try themselves and fail, gaining water balance each time, but my young mind was distracted by the nubile teen stretched out in the water beneath me.
Manhandling myself up the Jetstream, I got a single knee on the back of the bike’s platform. The balance was difficult, especially when Maddy began climbing awkwardly beneath me onto the bike. The water jet nearly tore her off, but sticking my leg back out and using it like a rudder to angle the bike helped her stay on.
“I’m up!” Maddy’s head nearly cracked my jaw when she stood up suddenly, and only a quick shift of my hips kept us from toppling over.
The look on her face was priceless as I opened the throttle, and we shot across the water. Shot is a bit of an overstatement. With the two of us on the bike, it was a sluggish beast, but we could cruise, pushing a wall of water before the bow.
“Here, take the throttle,” I offered, letting her hand slip beneath mine.
Maddy stiffened for a second, then relaxed back into me as she tested, giving the bike more gas. She flashed a grin up at me, biting her bottom lip, eyes bright with joy, and I felt the same quiver in my guts I had earlier with her sister.
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W e cruised back and forth in the cove for a minute, as Maddy got a handle on the bike. Then I jumped off. Unfortunately, she couldn’t keep it balanced and fell, having to swim it down, but she had a sense of it now. After two more tries she was up on her own, wobbly but riding and from the open-mouthed grin stretching across her face, was having a blast.
The girl cruised back and forth in the cove for a few minutes, then rode by and I hopped back on. Maddy is tiny, so she was able to stand between me and the bikes handles without issue. Her weight didn’t slow us down much, and I gunned the motor once we were balanced and took off, loving the scream of delight Maddy let out.
I took her on a ride around my favorite haunts and even jumped the wake of a passing boat, careful to stay well clear of its prop. That caused Maddy to grab onto my arms and hold tight, her firm ass pressed against me. When I cruised past an empty cove with a sandy beach in the back, she pointed and I angled the jet ski over.
“Let’s go for a swim!” she flashed me an impish grin before letting go and diving into the water.
My eyes widened when she shed her life jacket, then the bikini top and bottoms beneath and threw the pile of garments onto the sand. Rolling onto her back, the blonde cocked an eyebrow at me.
“The water’s perfect… want to join me?”
I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the pink points of flesh breaking the water’s surface and beached the jet ski with a grunt. When I hesitated with my hand on the drawstring of my swimming trunks, Maddy rolled over so she had a better view and laughed at the blush on my cheeks.
“Is Paul shy?” She shook her head in mock wonder. “I never thought I’d see it.”
“Then you haven’t been paying attention,” I said, feeling the heat extend down my chest as I kicked my shorts off and onto the shore where they landed on Maddy’s jacket.
“Oh, I’ve been paying attention,” the girl said, and there was a purring quality to her voice that made me look over, which I regretted instantly.
Her large blue eyes were locked on the appendage swinging between my thighs and with a muttered oath, I sank into the water, letting the cool mud squish around my knees. She flashed me a wink, then rolled back onto her back and stroked lazily to deeper water. Her body elongated against the surface of the water and it was my turn to stare at the nubile form, my tongue drying until I realized my jaw was hanging open.
“You, Blake, and Owen owned our school before you graduated,” Maddy said, picking her head up and catching me staring as she tread in place. “Everyone paid attention to you three.”
“No, they didn’t,” I snorted a laugh and slowly swam out to join her. “I had friends, but I wasn’t super popular. I didn’t even play football.”
The blonde rolled her eyes before ducking under water and coming up close to me, sweeping her hair back to lie slick against her scalp. The look transformed the cute girl, giving me a peek at what she’d look like when fully matured and I found myself swallowing hard.
“Our football team’s never been good, plus those guys are a bunch of meatheads… And there’s something about a swimmer’s body that drives women crazy.”
“Oh, yeah?” I let a smile play across my lips, but inside I was panicked, wondering how far this would go. The cool water caressing my naked stiffness was pleasant, but I jumped when something brushed my kicking foot and Maddy’s smile grew crooked.
“Yea,” she husked, her movements slowing and head sinking until her chin rested on the lake’s surface. “A guy who takes care of the women in his life and is driven to succeed… That drives a girl crazy too… And…”
I had a ready quip on my lips but the thing that had brushed my leg materialized into the warm calf of a naked girl and I moved without thinking. My hand slipped around her waist, pulling her close, and her words cut off as her legs slipped around mine.
Our lips joined, and a shock passed through my system. Firm and hungry, her kisses awoke the butterflies in my stomach, and I was hard pressed to keep up above the water as she climbed atop me. My hands slipped up and down her back, one filling with firm, little cheeks, earning a moan of pleasure from Maddy, while the other gripped her neck.
Her hands slid along the side of my face, nails dragging through my hair before they slid down my body. The girl took as much time feeling up my shoulders, chest, and back as I did her ass and small, firm breasts. Maddy moved like an eel within my arms, slithering and sliding around until I felt something hot press against the underside of my cock, trapping it between our bodies.
I groaned in pleasure, but when I pulled her ass up and went to angle my hips so that heavenly warmth could encase my aching manhood, Maddy pulled herself tighter against me. The girls shook her head, small white teeth pressing into her bottom lip as an agonized expression overcame her face.
“I want it as bad as you,” she husked, lips playing against my ear as she pulled herself tightly against me, wetness grinding against my steel hard cock. “But I promised Cassie… oh goddamn, I want you!”
“Promised your sister… nghh… what?” The minx kept grinding herself against me, heedless of her own words as I felt the tight opening of her sex slip back and forth against the head of my cock.
The girl didn’t answer but pulled back, lips curling into a wicked smile before she bit her bottom lip once more and moaned in pleasure. My hand gripping her ass took charge, grinding her against me, and the blonde was putty in my hands. I wanted nothing more than to slip inside the teen, but the feel of her hard little clit rubbing on the underside of my dick while she gasped and shook in my arms was more than hot enough.
My legs and arms were aching with exhaustion, but nothing was going to break my concentration. I watched Maddy’s beautiful face closely as the waters lapped around us in small waves. The sounds of birds and wind in the trees were all that accompanied the blondes’ gentle gasps of pleasure and I watched the beautiful agony overcome her face with a swelling of pride. Her nails dug into my shoulder as she convulsed against me, small gasps escaping her mouth.
“Nhh! Mhmmfhhhnnn!” Eyes snapping open, she struggled to focus them on me, a beatific grin stretching her small mouth.
Then it was my turn to gasp as she shifted, and her warm hand slipped between our bodies. I’d been kicking closer towards the shore and my feet brushed up against the sandy bottom and I let it support me as my attention fixated on the gentle fingers stroking me.
“That was… unexpected,” Maddy husked into my ear. “I was supposed to be thanking you, naughty boy. God… I can feel it throbbing in my hand… You’re fucking huge!”
“Maddy,” I groaned, and the girl’s eyes widened as she heard the warning in my voice.
The waters sloshed around us faster as she increased the speed of her stroking, and I pulled her tight body against me, kissing her fiery lips as I felt my orgasm approaching. Her eyes flashed open, watching my expression with keen interest, lips parting in an ‘O’ of pleasure to match my own.
“Hey! What are you hoodlums doing out there?!”
I groaned in protest when Maddy jerked around, releasing my cock, and spotted a small cloud of curly white hair poking through the brush up from the shoreline.
“I’m calling the Sherriff!”
Maddy barked a laugh, then started running through the water towards the shore. The blonde flashed me an impish frown of apology and let out a giggle of delight when I leapt after her and the old woman gave a scream at the sight of my flopping manhood.
“What the fuck,” I growled as the woman shouted again.
“It’s not our lucky day!” Maddy was laughing as she grabbed up her suit and jacket, then dove back into the water.
The girl took special delight in watching me hop on one foot as I pulled my sandy trunks back on. The old woman’s shouts had mercifully died down, but my blush was back when I caught her frank stare. Then I had the bike back in the water and Maddy clinging to my back as we jet off.
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M y sides were splitting in laughter by the time I killed the engine and we coast to a stop. Maddy twisted beneath me, her bikini still in her hands, and gave me a pouty frown.
“That wasn’t very fair of Karen… I didn’t get to finish you.”
I groaned in protest when another voice was raised in greeting and the pair of us turned to see my mom waving from the decks railing. Maddy chuckled dryly and her fingers released their grip on my aching cock, carefully tucking it up into the waistband of my shorts before she hopped onto the bike and with a laugh took off.
Forced to swim after the girl, I watched her wobble her way towards the dock and caught her ankle just shy of the carpeted ramp. Maddy let out a yelp of surprise before toppling into the water, and I pushed the bike up onto the ramp with a grin.
“You’re a cruel woman,” I laughed, climbing free of the water.
“True,” Maddy grinned as she pulled herself up. “But you still want to go out with me tomorrow, don’t you?”
When I couldn’t deny it she chortled a laugh and slapped me on the shoulder as she passed, one hand tying the string on her bikini as she climbed the stairs, popping her slender hips and give me a delightful view of her rump swaying side to side. Pausing at the top, she threw a look back and her shoulders shook in laughter.
“Did you kids have… fun?”
I looked up and saw the flush to my mother’s face staring down at me from the balcony a second before the cool breeze registered on my crotch. Looking down, I was mortified to find my hardon was so strong it was pulling my shorts away from my body, angled down and sticking through the top by several inches.
With a muttered oath, I had the shorts up and bound in place as I climbed behind Maddy. She ran inside, but I hesitated when I felt my mom’s gaze upon me and turned to find her leaning against the railing, regarding me with an intense stare. Her eyes searched my face as I hunted for something to say, face unreadable.
“Dinner will be ready, shortly,” she said without a hint of inflection in her tone, all while her eyes remained locked upon the tent in my shorts that refused to deflate. “Why don’t you take a… cold shower while the girls and I clean up?”
“Good idea,” I said, relief washing over me when her wide mouth curled into a small smile, and she shook her head.
The girls were giggling in a corner and burst into laughter when I slipped into the cabin, and it was all I could do to walk with a casual swagger into the bathroom. I could feel my sister and Cassie’s eyes on me, though they were sly about it. While Maddy gave me a frank stare, a crooked grin dimpling one cheek.
As I stood beneath the falling water, I went over everything that had happened and tried to ignore my growing anxiety. One thing led to another, and before I knew it, my hormones had carried us away. I wasn’t certain what I felt about Maddy, and after our encounter, wasn’t sure how to act around her.
Did she expect us to hold hands at dinner? She had given no indications that was what she had in mind, and I didn’t think I could be so brazen in front of my mom. I wasn’t sure why that should be the case, but something about the thought made me uncomfortable and I left the shower wondering if I’d ruined our weekend.
“Hurry! You’re not the only one who wants to get rinsed off,” I jerked the curtain back when the door opened and Cassie pushed in, a towel wrapped around her torso and tied off halfway down her massive breasts, revealing a long dark line where they were pressed together.
The raven-haired beauty leaned against the vanity and cocked an eyebrow at me.
“You’re just gonna stand there?” I asked, and Cassie’s sour frown curled at the edges into a smirk, and she glanced from my towel hanging on the wall to where I stood behind the shower curtain. “At least pass me the towel.”
“This one?” She asked, pointing to the terry cloth wrapping her torso, “I think not.”
Grunting in annoyance, I threw back the shower curtain and reached for it. Cassie let out a little gasp, one hand rising to cover her open mouth as the other gripped the towel against her chest.
“Get a good look?” Cassie’s eye jerked up to mine at the acid in my tone and her pale cheeks heated a cherry red before she looked down in shame.
“Sorry,” she apologized, but there was an edge to the word and her eyes fell back down to the heavy appendage between my legs.
I stepped free of the shower and moved to sidle past her, but Cassie’s feet tangled with mine. Her hands brushed my naked chest, and she apologized again, the nails dragging across the muscles as her breath deepened. Dark lashes fluttered, and we stood frozen, connected by feet, knees, and hands brushing each other’s.
“Thank you,” she husked, but for what I couldn’t say, and the smirk tugging at her lips drew my attention until her wrist twisted and the terrycloth towel fell in a pile at her feet.
“Oop’s,” she winked up at me. “But I guess it’s only fair…”
The tall teen took her time turning towards the shower, white teeth pressing into her thick bottom lip in a way that reminded me of her twin. The light entering her darker eyes was the same I’d seen earlier, but the body my eyes drank in was dramatically different.
My fantasies were pale in comparison to Cassie’s naked body. Her pale skin was even paler beneath the towel, with stark tan lines marking the outline of her bikini. Breasts that seemed to defy gravity stood proudly on her chest, capped in pink nipples and standing close together it looked like an invisible bra supported their weight.
Someone let out a groan of agony when the raven-haired teen bent forward to turn on and test the water. Her rear-end swelled larger than her sisters, and my fingers ached to run along their perfect curves. Cassie looked back over her shoulder and the dangerous glitter from earlier was gone, replaced by a knowing smirk as she stepped beneath the waters.
“If your mom wouldn’t kill me, I’d let you join,” she flashed me a final wink, one hand running up her side to cup one massive breast, finger plucking at the nipple before the curtain jerked closed.
Her tinkling laughter merged with another groan of pain as I finished drying off and escaped the steamy room. I found the girls setting the table and my mom cutting into the lasagna. The smell of meat, gravy, and cheese filled the small cabin, and my stomach gave a loud rumble.
“We’re eating in twenty,” Meegan called back to me. “Would you pop the cork on the champagne? Maddy and I are too nervous.”
I rolled my eyes at my sister and took the proffered bottle. Maddy threw me a smile, but there wasn’t anything awkward in it and I breathed a sigh of relief as we all sat down to eat. Cassie joined us with her hair in a towel and another tied back around her torso. My mom cast an askance look at the busty teen but didn’t say anything, which surprised me.
“Maddy said you guys had a lovely time on the jet ski,” Meegan broached halfway through the meal, earning her a kick under the table from her friend and a frown from our mother. “I want a try. Will you take me out tomorrow?”
She batted her long lashes at me and I felt my stomach do a flip-flop before I saw the teasing glint in her eyes. It was my mom who surprised me when she responded.
“It did look fun… maybe we can all take a ride,” when my eyes widened. She blushed, ducking her head back down to her plate.
“Mom!?” Meegan laughed, “You’re going to get in the lake? Like in a bathing suit and everything?”
“I’m not a prude,” she replied with a withering look for her daughter, cheeks still a deep shade of red. “And it was reassuring how respectful your brother was with your friend.”
“Almost too respectful,” Maddy meant to whisper the words to herself, but they fell into a silence and every head turned to regard her.
The blonde’s cheeks darkened even more than my mom’s and she glanced up with a sickly expression. Cassie was the first to break out in laughter at her twin’s expense and the release of tension brought laughter from the rest of us, too. The champagne loosened us up, and the conversation flowed freely after that.




CHAPTER 10
  
W hen Meegan began quizzing me about girls I was interested in at school, Maddy, and Cassie listened with particular interest. Even my mom pressed me about the girls on the swim and water polo teams, narrowing in on what I liked and didn’t like about each.
“Typical boy,” Maddy frowned sourly after I’d admitted my celebrity crush. “You’re interested in big tits, a fat ass, and glossy hair.”
The blonde rolled her eyes at my sister while her twin stood on wobbly legs, the champagne having gotten to her. Cassie cocked one rounded hip to the side and flipped the bottom of her towel up, giving us all a flash of the bright pink panties beneath, before turning and twerking her ass a couple of times.
“Everyone loves a big ass,” the raven-haired teen wore a sly grin, gaze locked on my mom, who was staring at the girl’s ass peeking out the bottom of her towel, jaw hanging open.
“I guess mom does,” Meegan chortled, earning herself a sniff and a light smack on the arm from our mom.
“Don’t be crass,” she frowned, before turning a blushing smile on Cassie as she slipped back into her seat. “In Czech, when I was a girl, they prized the ballerinas. Tiny wisps that look more like girls than women,” she sniffed in distaste. “That’s one thing I love about the western and Latin cultures. They know how to appreciate a woman with curves.”
Meegan gave her mom a shocked smile and, picking up the bottle, topped off her glass.
“Things are getting interesting, now,” my sister flashed me a wink. “Tell Cassie about when you first came to the states, and they tried to get you to model.”
Meegan snorted in amusement into her glass as mom cast her a frosty glance, but the twins were interested, and the alcohol had loosened her tongue. Glancing at me, she patted her hair into place and adjusted the loose stole covering her figure. For such a small shift, the shift did dramatic things as it conformed to the figure of her body.
Cassie blinked in shock, having registered the same thing as me, and I saw her shoulders hunch around her inferior chest. The girl couldn’t help comparing herself to the older woman and from the envious glances she threw my mom’s way, she’d found plenty to covet.
“When I first arrived, I struggled to find work,” mom began. “I worked in a bakery but the owner’s wife… Well, she had issues with me.” The girls chuckled as mom took a deep drink of her champagne and looked off into the night, remembering. “A man came into the shop one morning and left his card with me. A photographer for a big magazine, he said he wanted to make me a model,” she laughed softly and shook her head.
“But he was only another, in a long line of men with ill intentions. When I arrived at his ‘studio’,” she made air quotes, “I found a bed and video cameras for a… a porn shoot.”
“You didn’t, did you?” Maddy asked with a scandalized grin, earning herself a frown from my mom.
“Of course not!” She pulled herself upright in her seat, smoothing the loose gown once more and letting us see the breathtaking sweep of her curves for a moment. “I’m not blind. I know what a sensation I might have caused, but I have too much respect for whatever man I give myself too.” her dark eyes flickered to me so quickly I thought I convinced myself I’d imagined it. “To ever let myself be used in such a way.”
“What a shame,” Maddy shook her head in mock sadness, ignoring the indignant, open-mouthed glare from my mom. “I’d pay to see you on screen.”
“Plenty might pay, but I choose who sees me,” she said, her chin rising imperiously before the bottom of her wine glass caught on a fold of her gown and it nearly toppled from her hands.
The girls were the first to burst into laughter and I followed, earning a sniff from my stepmom, who couldn’t hide her own grin. The conversation was more relaxed than it had been all weekend. We learned about the girl’s childhood and the difficulty of being fraternal twins.
As the outgoing one, certain thing had come easily to Maddy in everything but the classroom. While Cassie was a closet nerd, we were finding out. The dark-haired girl had interests that didn’t align with most of her popular friends, like watching anime and playing video games.
As the night wore on, Cassie and I bonded over these things, finding we’d watched many of the same series, and played the same titles. She wasn’t into first-person shooters like me, but we’d both gotten obsessed with the same fantasy line and spent a good twenty minutes talking about the impossible fights with bosses. All the while, Meegan listened with a curious little frown on her lips.
I kept glancing to the other side of the table where my mom and Maddy were huddled in conversation. My curiosity was burning the more I saw them whispering back and forth, but they gave nothing away. Even when the pair cast me a heated stare and Maddy said something that made my mom chortle in amusement and press a hand to her hot cheek, the sound didn’t reach me.
“Should we build a fire?” Cassie called across to her sister. “Or do you want to turn in for the night?”
“I could have another drink,” my mom said, earning a bark of laughter from Meegan, who rose to get another bottle.
The fire was roaring as we roasted marshmallows. The girls coated their hands in the sticky goo, making the mess even worse when they dug into the chocolate. The laughing trio were coated in sweet, sticky syrup before long and the champagne didn’t help. Before long they were licking it off their fingers, then each others when Maddy turned to clamp her lips over Meegan’s.
“Mhmm,” my sister moaned lasciviously, biting her bottom lip in mock pleasure as she turned to me.
“Meegan,” my mom warned with a frown, only for her daughter to laugh and grab her friend’s hand and lick the melted chocolate off obscenely, her tongue lapping at the tips of her fingers like they were a cock.
My mom’s eyes widened, but she said nothing as Cassie took up Meegan’s other hand and began sucking the fingers clean. What began as a joke quickly devolved into something close to a lesbian finger sucking fest. Maddy broke away, tearing her lips off my sister’s wrist as she jerked to her feet, pulling the other two with her.
The nubile blonde shot me a challenging look before turning and dragging my sister and hers back into the cabin. Meegan and Cassie said nothing, but my sister turned back and threw us a little wave, and Cassie’s eyes lingered on mine before the trio disappeared into the dark interior.
“Those girls,” my mom said with a shake of her head.
Her frowning lips curled into an amused grin a moment later when the girls’ voices reached us as they toppled into bed. We could hear laughter and shouts from the dark cabin, and the creak of the bed hinges, followed by a low sound that might have been a moan or two. I sat up then, and catching my mom watching me carefully, sank back down.
“Come and sit with me,” she patted the bench seat beside her on the dark side of the deck. “The stars are lovely tonight.”




CHAPTER 11
  
I  rose and joined her on the bench and was surprised when she cuddle up close to my side and hooked an arm into mine. Mom rested her head on my shoulder, as sounds reached us from inside the cabin that didn’t seem like the girls were getting ready for bed. The old bed springs were creaking, and I heard that low moan once more, followed by a sharp, hissing gasp that caused me to half turn my head.
“Try to ignore them,” mom patted my shoulder, and I caught her wide mouth curl into a smile in the dim moonlight. “Your sister and her friends are just having a little fun. Like girls do when they’re young and frustrated.”
“We’re all frustrated,” I grumbled softly, and mom glanced up, her smile widening as the arm hooked into mine pulled me even tighter against her side, causing me to stiffen when I felt something firm, yet soft press against me.
“Have I told you how proud I am of you?” She asked, causing me to blush and turn away in the darkness, but she reached up and turned me back to face her with a finger alongside my jaw. “You’ve grown into such a good, and handsome young man… The girls see it, even if they don’t have the wisdom to understand what they’re appreciating.”
A husky cry of pleasure from inside the cabin cause me to stiffen again but mom’s serious expression softened, and a smile grew on her lips once again. Only this time there was a heat to it that set my heart hammering in my chest and my sweats to stretch uncomfortably in the crotch.
“Even Cassie’s relaxed around you after only a day and Meegan didn’t think she’d ever get comfortable around a boy,” the finger lying alongside my jaw traced its way up, into my hair and around my ear to twirl the hair there, sending shivers of sensation down my spine. “But we need to make sure you stay in control with them… And you’re right on the edge.”
I opened my mouth to ask what she meant when she drew my hand over and into her lap. Releasing the grip on my forearm, I felt her fingertips work their way across my thigh until they brushed across the head of my cock, causing me to jump in surprise.
“What-,” my voice rose sharply in shock, but mom silenced me by pressing her fingers to my lips.
She glanced back towards the cabin and her smile turned crooked when another moan of pleasure reached us. Her fingers trailed my chest, tracing the edges of my muscles as she shifted even closer, trapping my arm between us.
“Those girls have no idea… How difficult it can be for a man to control himself around their young, sexy bodies… How hard…”
As she said the last word, her fingertips curled around the fabric covering my hardon, and I stiffened again when they caressed its length.
“Oh god,” I moaned softly, my eyes wide as I tried to catch up with what was happening.
“I know what you need, Paul… Don’t hate me… but I need this too,” her dark eyes searched my face as her fingers lightly stroked me over top the fabric of my sweats.
There was a question in her eyes and I nodded, unable to deny the ache in my balls or the storm of emotions swirling inside. Mom’s eyes softened and her lips curled into a motherly smile that felt out of place with what was happening until her warm fingers slipped within the waistband of my sweats and grasped my stiffness. Cool air caressed it and a small moan of pleasure escaped my mom’s mouth.
The reality of the situation, us sitting on the side of the deck, hidden in the darkness as she slowly stroked me with gentle fingers, was surreal, and it took me long seconds to relax.
“Oh god, mom… this is…”
“Please… let me take care of you,” she husked, hunching closer as her hand worked me slowly.
When the heavy swell of her breasts pressed into the arm trapped between us, I was broken out of my spell and turned to stare full into her face. My stepmom was panting, her eyes hooded and bottom lip trembling as she watched the pleasure was over my face. My own traced the lines of her gorgeous face and when they rested upon her lips, I leaned forward.
It was her turn to freeze as our lips met. The shy, motherly kiss melted in moments as her thick lips softened against mine. Her fiery tongue pushed into my mouth, and the hand jerking my stiffness renewed its work with more vigor. I was nearing the point of no return when mom suddenly pulled away from me and drew in a ragged breath, her hand stilling.
I blinked in confusion, stifling a groan of protest, and was rewarded a moment later. Mom drew in a ragged breath and, glancing towards the cabin one last time, stood before me. The fading firelight caught highlights in her dark hair, and I read the shy expression on her face, but my eyes were locked onto her fingers, working the buttons and laces of her gown free.
The fabric parted but didn’t fall and I caught a hint of pale flesh within that caused my stiff cock to throb. Her fingers trembled on the edge of the garment and she drew in a deep, nervous breath.
“You don’t have to,” I said softly, hating myself for voicing the words because all I wanted in the world was to see the treasures hidden beneath her gown.
“No… I must,” she breathed, letting the soft fabric slip off her shoulders and shaking her thick mane of hair back where it caught the moon’s light. “I’ve been afraid for so long, but I’ve finally found a man I trust, and love…” the gown slipped a few more inches and my breath caught when the dark line between her breasts appeared and I saw the pale flesh spilling over her arms.
“Tell me to go and we’ll never speak of this again… Or ask me to stay…”
I couldn’t deny her or myself and nodded.
“Stay,” I croaked out, and the rest of the world faded as her wide mouth stretched into a beatific smile.
Mom drew in a deep breath and when she let it out, the gown fell in a pool at her feet. My breath caught as my eyes took in her incredible body. A bra supported her massive breasts, but it strained against their weight without straps to support them. Matching panties covered her below, reaching up to her lower stomach, and she blushed, a hand covering the unsexy garment, but I stopped her by grabbing her wrist and ran a hand over the smooth swell of her stomach.
Mom shuddered at the contact, and I swallowed hard, looking up into her eyes, through the curves of her breasts and biting my lip, ran my hands up her sides. She watched my face carefully as my hands played along the curves of her body and I saw her smile deepen when the weight of her breasts filled my hands.
“Sit back,” she breathed, pushing gently on my chest before reaching down to pull my shirt up over my head.
It was difficult to sit back passively while my hands and lips wanted to explore her further, but I was too awed by the situation to argue. It was my turn to watch her face as she sank to her knees and her hands continued to caress my muscles.
“I’ve dreamed about this,” I breathed, and her eyes shot up to meet mine, lips pursing into a pleased smile before her fingers gathered on the waistband of my sweatpants and tugged them down.
“I have too… many… many nights… no more dreams… Only a mother who wants to take care of her boy… In every… way… possible.”
Her hands caressed me, working inwards as she leaned forward, breath warming the sensitive skin of my throbbing cock. Still in shock this was happening. I watched her lick her lips before bending forward to place a gentle kiss on the tip of my throbbing cock.
I groaned in pleasure and mom jerked upright, her massive breasts swaying in the moonlight as she glanced around. Content we were unobserved, her fingers slid around the base of me, and down the length before she bent back down and pressed another kiss to the underside.
“God, you’re huge,” she purred, her voice a sibilant whisper in the night, melting with the sound of her heavy breath as it warmed my balls.
I didn’t have a reply, and sat in awe as she ran her tongue up one side to swirl the head slowly. Having nothing to compare myself to, I’d always assumed I was average, but her words filled me with pride and I relaxed onto the bench seat and gave myself over to the pleasure of her touch.




CHAPTER 12
  
T  o say it was an odd experience would be mild, but it wasn’t awkward, which might have been the biggest shock. I was more comfortable with my stepmom than with anyone else in my life, friends included, and seeing joy break through her normally icy expression brought me even closer to her.
“Ngghhhh,” I groaned, my fingers sliding into her silky hair as her tongue curled around the underside and her thick lips encased the head.
Mom’s throat gave a happy purr as she sucked me into the fiery confines of her mouth. Then she bent to the task. Her fingers rose to circle my shaft, just before her lips, and I gasped again when she sucked hard. The intense pleasure was too much, too quickly, and I tried to stave my release off so I could relish the moment, but the sight of her, breasts shaking, and hips flaring beneath was too much.
“I’m cumming,” I hissed, and my mom gave a muffled moan of agreement, backing off but keeping a tight seal on the head with her lips.
Her eyes flashed in the night, locking onto mine as my body flexed, legs tense as the pleasure rushed through me. The world faded for a moment, my mind overcome with a white haze. When I came back to myself, I saw such a look of love and contentment on my mom’s face that the embarrassment and shame retreated the moments they awoke.
“Thank you,” I breathed, and she turned her head to press a wet kiss to my inner thigh before turning back to suck my cock clean.
The pleasure grew so intense it was almost painful, but she didn’t stop until every drop was lapped up. Then she rose, body magnificent in the night, and grabbed up her gown with one hand and reached for mine with her other. I rose on unsteady legs and let her draw me towards my cot. She cast a shy glance back at me, and hooking her fingers in mine, pulled me close.
Unable to help myself, I gathered a massive breast in hand and stared at the heavy firmness as my fingers caressed it. Mom gasped softly before purring into my ear.
“I want to do that again… and again… and again… until these,” her fingers grazed my sensitive balls, “are empty!”
“Fuck,” I groaned, unsure if I could stand that sublime torture without taking more of her perfect body.
I was drunk on champagne, love, and a sea of teenage lust and didn’t care who might listen as I stole another kiss, my hands exploring more and more of her body. In the distance thunder rumbled and a stray thought wondered where the moonlight had gone, but I ignored it as my hands found her soft ass and she shuddered a moan against me.
My mom’s hands were wandering as well, and when our legs bumped up against the cot, she shifted my weight beneath her. It was good she did, because my knee had worked its way between hers and from the wetness coating her thighs, her defenses were already weakened and my need was growing.
Light flashed in the night, illuminating everything for an instant.
The image of my mom’s hungry expression as she stared at my stiffening cock, and the sway of her heavy breasts, were etched into my vision for a moment. Then the sound returned to my ears and the crack of thunder registered.
“What was that?” Called a groggy voice from inside.
As if the lightning strike broke the spell of our intimacy, I watched my mom’s expression shift from lust-filled to horrified in an instant. She looked down at herself, then at me, and jerked her gown up and about herself. I thought she was flooded with regret and my insides curdled for a moment, but she threw my sweats at me and hissed in a near silent whisper.
“Quick, before your sister finds us!”
Only then did the thud of feet on wood reach me, and I stuffed my legs into the sweats, tearing the knees of both before jerking them in place. Not a moment before, Meegan and her friends piled out of the cabin to look around in fright. My mom rose on unsteady legs from the chair she’d thrown herself into, but only Cassie seemed to notice something was amiss and she cast a suspicious glance between the two of us and opened her mouth to say something.
We were saved by the sound of something snapping nearby, followed by an unmistakable crackling sound. A chill swept over me, and it had nothing to do with Cassie, or my stepmom. I was on my feet and moving in an instant, but the flames were quicker. Before I could reach the car, a golden glow was arching over the driveway, and I spotted brighter spots deeper in the forest where it had already spread.
“Paul!” my mom and sister shouted at the same time, their voices a perfect echo of one another and I raced back at the fear lacing their words.
When I got back onto the deck, the sky was light with the reflected glow of the fire. I couldn’t comprehend how quickly it was spreading, and found the girls pointing at flames that raced across the treetops above.
“What do we do!” Meegan shouted, when flaming branches toppled to the ground a few hundred feet away from the cabin.
“Turn on the hose,” Maddy shouted back, panic entering her voice. “We need water!”
“A fire hose wouldn’t stop this,” Cassie said before swearing softly, her dark eyes large as she covered her mouth from the growing smoke.
“She’s right,” I said.
Panic wouldn’t help right now and I couldn’t trust the roads to be clear or fire free. There was only one road down from the lake and if there was a forest fire, it would be blocked up with traffic. I caught my mom’s eyes and didn’t find the fear there I’d expected. She stared back at me with expectation and an unshakable confidence. Tearing my eyes from her, I looked around and decided quickly, shouting at the girls.
“The jet ski! We need to get onto the lake, quickly!”
“Let me get my phone,” Maddy called, angling to go back into the cabin, but my sister and mom grabbed her arms and dragged the smaller blonde after me down to the dock. “My stuff!”
“The cabin’s already on fire, Mads,” Cassie, who’d raced behind me, turned to her sister, grabbing her shoulders, and jerking her around to stare at the flames licking its roof. “We need to… cough, cough…. Get out of here!”
The smoke was thickening, and there was an acrid edge to it that curled the nostrils. As it thickened around us, I pushed the jet ski into the water and kicked the motor to life. There was a terrifying moment when it sputtered, before coming alive and I breathed a sigh of relief.
“Grab ahold,” I pulled Maddy to one side, ignoring the girl’s shout as she splashed into the cold water, and let Cassie grab onto the other side.
The raven-haired twin looked terrified, but she followed my instructions without question, as did Meegan, when I told her to grab onto the handlebars. I was coughing as I tied the lifejacket around mine and my mother’s waists, then pushed us out into deeper water. The motor struggled to pull out weight but with a little gas, and ignoring the spluttering of my sister as the jet struck her in the chest, we made got underway.
Balancing the bike while all the girls held on wasn’t easy and I couldn’t afford to stop it or we would sink, but I turned is near the center of the lake and we all picked out heads up and watched the cabin engulfed in flames. It wasn’t the only structure to go up, but watching my childhood memories destroyed before my eyes was a heartbreaking experience.
“What do we do now?” Maddy asked, shivering as she clung to the side of the jet ski.
“Paul will save us,” my mom and sister said at the same moment, craning their necks about my torso to smile at one another.
As I watched the shoreline catch fire, and the dirty glow stain the night, I had to wonder if their faith wasn’t misplaced. It was going to be a long night and an even longer weekend and if we were all going to survive; I needed to step up and be the man.
TO BE CONTINUED…
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