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ABOUT NATURE WALK


The first evening of my getaway from my monotonous road warrior routine was surprising, and it ended with me sharing a bed with an old classmate, Paige. Her wife, Leah, is next door in bed with my old girlfriend, Amy, and I have instructions not to wake them until noon.

The mountain air is calling, and the setting seems magical. As I stir from slumber, I encourage Paige to hike with me in the Cascade forest around the campground. I’m looking forward to exploring old haunts, including a lake where I spent part of my summers back in the day. As for the rest of the weekend, we’ll need to figure that out. I dread returning to my routine, but that’s not until Monday.

Until then, carpe diem is my motto as I spend time with the three lusty ladies.


Dedicated to those brave enough to dig into their past uncritically to find a key to life they let slip away.


Sex is part of nature. I go along with nature.

MARILYN MONROE


NATURE WALK


ONE
MORNING GLORY


Bird song mixes with soft slurping sounds as I open my eyes. My mind is dull, and parts of my body ache from yesterday’s activities. I feel a strong pull in my groin and reach down to adjust myself, only to feel the soft, short hair of Paige bobbing up and down. I toss the sheet off so I can watch my sexy bedmate do her magic.

“Insatiable,” I mutter as I grip the bedding tightly and just ride along as she works my cock to total hardness. She pulls off the tip, lapping at my slit, and peers up at me with her bright-blue eyes.

“Are you complaining?” Paige asks, then continues to lick along both sides of my cock without breaking eye contact.

“How many times did we fuck?” I mutter as my hips rock to push me deeper into her mouth.

I close my eyes and enjoy the sensations as I reflect on the night before. We fucked twice before the lights went out next door. The first time, we were the focus of our neighbors, Amy and Leigh, watching through their darkened window. When we finished, it was their turn to give us a show. Amy, my old high school flame, wore a strap-on and railed Paige’s wife, Leah. The sight was so fucking hot. Paige and I started at it again until all four of us came.

“Not enough,” Paige mutters, pulling off my cock and kissing the shiny crown. She rises on her knees while stroking my cock, shifting her hips to straddle me. “I don’t have much access to a cock in my daily life. Yours is so beautiful, and I’d hate to waste precious time.”

I grin as she settles herself, gripping her hips to help steady her as she grinds her hips down and drags her bare pussy along my shaft. She lowers and kisses me, and I thrust my tongue between her lips. Our bodies move as we chase the building passion. I smack her ass, and she hisses.

“You bruised something.” She grins but rises and fits my tip inside her tight, slick walls.

“Are you complaining?” I ask, moaning as she slides down my rock-hard shaft.

“Not at all.” Paige looks at me as she begins to rock her hips in a slow, steady beat. “It was only twice more after the lights went out.”

“It’s coming back to me.” I groan as my hips lift to meet her drops, and I grip her small tits with both hands, squeezing firmly and making Paige’s eyes darken. “The first time was my fault. My dick kept slipping between your ass cheeks. I couldn’t get to sleep while thinking of fucking you another time.”

“I’m hardly ever bothered by middle-of-the-night sex,” Paige huffs, moving faster. I can tell she’s pushing toward her peak, but I’m not close. “Ask Leah. Wait, don’t. She’ll complain about me being a nymphomaniac.”

I buck my hips and twist, making Paige shriek as she falls off to the side. I continue to twist and push her chest down on the mattress. I straddle her, my cock slick with her pussy juice, and trace my hands over her ass and hips. I poke one of the bruises I left on her hips and ass. Paige whines with the pressure but tries to lift her hips higher.

“I need your dick back inside me, Kurt.” Paige groans as I hold her down.

“Patience. Is Leah gonna get pissed from all my marks?” I settle one knee between her thighs, and she spreads her legs as I sink behind her. Gripping her hips, I smack her ass right in the center of a darkening circle. “Up on your knees.”

She scrambles to her knees, shaking her head. “Leah won’t mind. She’ll want her own collection of ‘Kurt-Darby-was-here marks.’” She keeps her shoulders down, turning to look over her shoulder at me. “Fuck me. Hard.”

I notch my cock in and slam it deep inside her. After four times in less than eight hours, Paige still likes it hard and rough. I grip her hips, thrusting into her as she angles her ass up as my hips smack into her. She moans loudly, and I feel her pussy clench around me as I keep a hard, fast pace.

“Fuck. You’re going… to make… meeeeee….”

I grip a fistful of her hair and pull her back as her body shakes. I slap my other hand over her mouth to quiet her. Our deal was to not wake up Leah and Amy until after midday. I hold her down, back arched, as I tug at her hair. My cock throbs in response to her gushing, and I slam in deep, releasing my load into her and jerking my hips as my balls tighten. She shudders as I keep plowing into her. When I stop and let go, she slumps down flat, her head turned to the side, and her lips curled in a manic smile.

“Fuck, you’re a good fucker, Kurt.”

I kiss the back of her head, then pull out of her and stand next to the bed. My cock slowly shrinks, but she eyes it, licking her lips. She crawls to the edge as I step closer and pulls my cock into her mouth, sucking and cleaning the cum and juices off my shaft. I tip my head back at the post-orgasm sensitivity. She pulls off and strokes my cock, and I have to force myself to step away.

“C’mon. A quick shower, then we’re hiking in the forest. I’m only here today and tomorrow, and I don’t want to miss out on hiking,” I say, helping her to her feet.

She wraps her arms around me, lifting to press her lips to mine. I enjoy the kiss, then smack her ass. She yelps and pouts before grinning and grabbing my softening cock.

“Okay, let’s clean up, then I’ll take you on a hike.”

“Good girl.” I grin as I walk behind her, enjoying how her hips rock back and forth.

I tell myself to calm down, or I’ll succumb to another rough round with her. She’s tireless, and I’m not in the same shape I was in high school. She leans against the side of the shower as the water heats up, and I lean and kiss her softly. She kisses me back, hugs me close, and rests her head on my chest.

I stand still, enjoying the feeling of her against me and marveling at yesterday’s turn of events. I didn’t expect to see Amy at the front desk. I didn’t know her friends from high school were coming. I don’t know what to say, so I squeeze her. When I relax, she walks into the shower. The hot spray stings my tired flesh as I join her.

I remind myself that we’re showering to get clean, but the look in Paige’s eyes tells me she will test my resolve.


TWO
HIKING


Our morning shower was a soothing conclusion to the intense night of playing with Paige. When we got out, she dried off and then quietly went next door to change into hiking clothes. Before drinking two large cups of water, I don my sneakers, shorts, and a tee shirt. I paused to stretch my arms, legs, and core with dynamic movement. I’m sore in places I haven’t felt in years, but it’s not unpleasant.

The crisp morning air chills me as I drop down the cabin steps. A sunny forecast keeps me from going back inside for a light jacket. Besides, we’ll be hiking along the hilly trails. I know I’ll warm up once we get moving. A creaking door draws my attention to Paige exiting her cabin. She is dressed similarly. A flannel shirt is unbuttoned over her tank top, and I can’t help seeing the outline of her nipples, implying she’s gone without a bra. Staring at her walking toward me, I can’t stop myself from focusing on her modest orbs bobbing under her top.

“I enjoy your focus, Kurt,” Paige says with a mischievous grin. “I also like it when you look in my eyes.”

“Can you blame me?” I ask, shifting my gaze to her eyes as she walks into my open arms. I hug her close, then drop my hands and squeeze her firm ass, eliciting a soft moan in my ear.

“We’re hiking, right?” Paige asks as she reluctantly backs away.

“Yeah, right,” I reply, taking her hand. “Which way to the trail?”

“Follow me.” Paige heads off around the loop away from the pool area and the lodge.

Gravel crunches under my feet as I hurry to catch up. She sets a quick pace, and I’m soon warm and starting to sweat. She looks over her shoulder and grins when she realizes I can’t keep her pace. She shakes her head as she pauses to wait for me.

“So this is a leisurely stroll,” Paige teases. She turns and matches my speed when I catch up but continues teasing. “You’ll have to kick it up a notch to reach a hiking pace.”

“Gimme a break,” I sigh. “I’m out of practice, and this is supposed to be a relaxing weekend.”

“It’s cool,” she says, taking my hand and weaving her fingers with mine. “I don’t mind going slower. It’s nice to be outside in nature.”

“And not ten thousand degrees, which is why I don’t get out much in Texas.” I look around at the towering pines and the soft carpet of needles. The sky beyond is blue with a few fluffy clouds. “I prefer this. I’d be more active if I didn’t live in a furnace.”

“I don’t know how you live there,” Paige says. “You should think about a change of scenery. If you travel so much, does it matter where you live?”

“I guess not. I just settled there when I started because DFW is such a large hub. I can get to either coast nonstop without much trouble.”

“That makes sense.” Paige pauses. “I don’t mean to hassle you, Kurt.”

“I don’t mind. I’ve been stuck in a rut and need to rethink things. Both you and Leah have helped me see that a change might be good.” I squeeze her fingers, smiling at her. “I live a very regimented lifestyle, and I’m not sure I want to continue with it.”

We pause as we walk, letting go of our hands, and I try to pick up my pace now that I’m warmed up. Paige matches my pace without saying anything, but talking at this pace isn’t easy. Paige looks ahead, then points at the rise we’re approaching.

“Past that ridge, the trail smooths out,” Paige says. “It’ll be pretty level until we get near the lake.”

As I scan the woods where the path weaves, another familiar feeling itches in the back of my mind. “I think I used to camp near here. My family used to camp up along the McKensie every summer.”

“Yeah, this lake is the headwaters for that river. It was formed by a volcanic explosion thousands of years ago.” She takes on a thoughtful tone as she explains. “It opened up an artesian spring and then dammed up the valley. The lake is crystal clear. You can see trees still on the bottom near the lodge.”

“Yeah, that’s familiar,” I agree. “The lake doesn’t allow motor boats, and the water is always freezing. Right?”

“Bingo.” Paige grins. “It’s not too far. The trail circles the lake and has a little place to picnic near the spring.”

“Sounds good,” I say, then pick up the pace again now that we have a goal.

As we hike, I think about the memories around the lake. My grandparents always camped in a camper in the back of a pickup truck, then in a large RV as they got older. Things get more familiar after we pass along a ridge that follows the shoreline of a narrow lake. The water is deep blue as we wind down some switchbacks to reach the lake’s level.

“There is the lodge I remember,” I say, slowing to catch my breath. “We’d rent cabins sometimes, but I mostly remember campers or tents.”

“Yeah, it’s a cool place,” Paige says. “The county maintains the lodge, and we know some people that can get us into the cabins during the off-season. It’s fun to rough it when there are ten feet of snow, and you’re stuck in a log cabin with only a fireplace for warmth.”

“You and I have very different definitions of fun.”

“C’mon, Kurt. You don’t want to be snowed in, trapped inside a cozy cabin with Leah and me?”

“When you put it like that…” I laugh.

The trail continues past the lodge and cabins and twists to the east. Paige points when we reach a fork in the path.

“Keep to the right,” Paige says. “The spring isn’t far now.”

We cross a sturdy, well-maintained log bridge that crosses a small creek that feeds into the lake. We’re back in the forest, and I lose track of where the lake is as we wind around the trees, walking on a red dusty trail.

“There.” She points to a bench along the side of the trail. “We can take a breather. I think we can get down to the level of the spring. The water is so pure and cold.”

“Why is the trail so red?” I ask, kicking the crunchy soil.

“It’s pumice,” Paige explains. “Crushed volcanic rocks. It’s all over the place.”

Lowering onto the bench, I wipe my brow and pan around. She’s right. The reddish and gray rocks lie scattered along both sides of the trail. Paige pulls a water bottle out of her pack.

“Don’t just sit there; help me fill the bottle.” Paige points to a break in the bushes on the other side of the trail. “It’s through there. It’s kinda frowned upon, but I’m thirsty.”


THREE
SPRING OF PASSION


Pressing my way into the small gap in the bushes, I start down the steep incline. Ahead of me is a clear pool of water, and I know it’s startlingly cold. I don’t want to fall and slide into the spring, so I carefully step down the crushed volcanic soil until I reach the thin gravel strip that edges into the water.

Paige is right behind me and grabs the back of my shirt. I brace myself, gripping a branch as I ease my way down. We have about two feet of level land along the water’s edge when both my feet are on the gravel.

“I don’t remember it being that steep,” Paige says as she crouches in the gravel and twists off the top of her bottle.

“Will we be able to get back up?” I ask, looking back the way we came. The trail is narrow, but branches line the path. “I guess we can pull ourselves up by the branches.”

“We’ll get back up,” Paige says, filling the bottle. She looks over her shoulder at me. “Are you in a hurry?”

The space we take up is small, but only along the trail. There is more room at the bottom by the icy, clear spring. I tilt my head, wondering why she asked the question. She stands up, smirks, and then holds out the bottle and offers it to me.

The outside of the bottle is cold and wet, but I lift it to my lips and take a careful sip. Then I tip the bottle up and drink the icy water. When I lower the bottle, Paige presses her chest against me and takes the water bottle. Her nipples are rigid, and I narrow my eyes at her. Without taking her eyes off me, she lifts the bottle to her lips and says, “Try it like this.”

She takes a swig, her cheeks puffing out, then presses her cold lips to mine. I open my mouth automatically, drink the cold water, then tangle my tongue with hers. Wrapping my hands around her waist, I tug her hips into me, my cock thickening as she grinds against me. We kiss until our mouths are warm, and then I grab the bottle and take a swig before pressing my lips to hers and sharing the icy water with her.

“Still in a hurry to walk back?” she asks, pushing her shorts down.

I swing around, checking the far side of the small creek we just drank from. It’s nothing but thick bushes. Twisting to examine the top of the bank we climbed down, I realize it’s much the same. We’re alone with no one around, and Paige is naked in front of me.

“Uh, no hurry at all,” I rasp as she spreads her shorts and flannel on the bank’s crushed rocks. I hurry to undo my shorts and push them down past my knees, fisting my cock and stroking. I’m amazed that I’m hard again after screwing her all night. “Will someone hear?”

She shakes her head, lowering onto her elbows with her round ass waving at me. “Not unless they walk past us; even then, they’d have to stop and listen carefully.”

I raise my eyebrow but listen to the sounds of nature. The creek flowing beside us, a breeze blowing through the trees, and many birds chirping in the branches around us are the only sounds I hear. When I focus back on Paige, she is on her knees, twisting to face me, her hands cupping her breasts and pulling on her nipples.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I say, dropping onto my knees on her discarded clothes.

Reaching for her, I pull her bare chest against me and resume kissing her. Her tongue is cold as I suck on the tip, savoring the bit of water from her last sip. Her hand grips my cock, and I shudder from her cold fingers wrapping around my shaft, but nothing can soften my erection.

The thought of public sex on a trail where anyone could walk by is like a shot of adrenaline. Our kiss is voracious as we tangle together. My hand slides up her back and grips a fistful of her hair, pulling her back.

“Don’t be loud,” I huff, twisting her around and pushing her to her elbows.

“You’re a bit slow sometimes,” she teases, looking back at me as I drag my crown through her drenched pussy lips. “Get you going, though, and fuck. I love how you take control.”

“Quiet,” I growl as I press my length into her. Her head drops to her forearms, and I can barely hear her whine at the sensation of me filling her tight channel.

“Oh god,” Paige whispers. “You stretch my pussy so good. I love it. Now fuck me, stud.”

I grip her hips, tipping the toes of my sneakers into the crunchy rocks for leverage, and pound into her with a hard thrust. The first punch slaps my thighs against her ass so hard it echoes off the far bank.

“Fuck,” I mutter as I slow my pace, working into her bit by bit until I find the right angle to fuck her hard without smacking so loudly against her firm ass. She presses back into my measured thrusts, meeting me halfway and moaning just loud enough for me to hear her over the sound of flowing water.

“Did you plan this?” I ask as I pan around, trying to hear if anyone is on the trail. “Admit it. You wanted to fuck me. Right. Here.”

“Fuck, yes, I did,” she confesses as she squeezes my cock with her inner muscles. “I can’t get enough of you. I was thinking about fucking you again as we hiked.”

“So fucking tight,” I grunt, increasing my pace now that we’re in sync and not slapping our bodies together. “Fuck, you’re such a horny slut for my cock.”

“Oh god,” she gasps, then presses back. “I don’t get enough cock, and I love how you fuck me. How you take control and put me in my place. You’re a fucking revelation, Kurt.”

She’s getting a bit loud, so I lean over her and clamp my hand over her mouth, pulling her head back until it’s on my shoulder. I keep railing into her; it feels so good, and I know I won’t last much longer. “You’re going to scream in my hand when you shatter, you sexy vixen. Now. Come for me.”

She grumbles into my fingers as her thighs shake, and her muffled scream echoes in our small alcove. Her release gushes around my cock as I ram deep inside her. I bury my mouth against her neck and roar into her flesh as I jet my hot cream into her. Jerking through the bliss of shooting into her clenching cunt, I empty my balls. I press my hips forward as my body releases, and she slumps forward until her head rests on the crushed rocks of the stream’s edge.

“Fuck,” she whispers and then tries to slow her breathing.

“Goddamn, that was good,” I reply before sitting back on my haunches and pulling my cock from inside her.

I lean over and grab her canteen. It has spilled across the rocky soil, so I lean and tip the opening into the cold stream, rinse it, and then fill the bottle. When I turn back, Paige sits cross-legged, watching me, and I hand her the bottle.

“You know why you’re sexy as fuck?” she asks.

I look down at my cock, then at her, and shrug. She laughs, then takes a sip from the bottle, holding it out to me.

“You look out for us, always trying to do the right thing, Kurt.”

I sip the cold water and then stand, pulling my shorts back up. “So this was the right thing? Fucking in the bushes?” I wink as she shifts to her feet and starts dressing.

“You know what I mean,” Paige says, pulling her shorts back on one leg at a time. “You’re a nice guy, and I just want you to know I think it’s sexy when you care for me. For all of us.”

I don’t know what to say, but I bend down to grab her flannel from the rocks and shake it before holding it out.

“See? Like that,” she grins, then pauses, looking up.

We crouch down as we hear voices above walking down the trail. Paige bites her lip, her face bright. She’s about to erupt in laughter, and I press my lips to hers so she doesn’t give us away.

We kiss and cuddle until the noises above fade down the trail, then start hauling ourselves back on the trail by the branches. I take her hand and pull her up the last bit, then hold it as I begin the trek back to Amy’s lodge. Paige leans and kisses my cheek, then squeezes my hand, and we go silent as we enjoy the hike, hand in hand.


FOUR
MORE


It’s nearly noon when we walk onto the circular drive around Amy’s lodge, our shoes crunching on the gravel and echoing in the quiet of the empty lot. On the hike back, we chatted about different topics while pressing the pace. The quiet of the trail was perfect, and Paige was fun to talk to. All three of the women are comfortable to be around and discuss life. I don’t feel any of the unsettling weirdness of an actual high school reunion.

“Should we check on Amy and Leah?” I ask as we approach our two cabins. “We can go to my cabin and fix brunch for them.”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

As we pass the walkway to Amy and Leah’s cabin, their door opens, and Amy steps out. She’s wearing a towel, and I remember that we didn’t plan for cabin swapping. She grins, quietly shutting the door before walking down the path toward us.

“I need to change,” she says, stating the obvious. “Paige, you want to come with me? You can help me with brunch.”

“Sure,” Paige says, letting go of my hand as Amy approaches me.

“Sleep okay?” I ask as she puts her arms around me. She nods, then lifts her head, and I lower to kiss her tenderly.

“It was nice to sleep in and not be up so early,” Amy says, grinning at me, then looking over at Paige before moving her gaze back at me. “Did you two enjoy your hike?”

“It was invigorating,” I say with a grin. “Paige took me to the spring by the lake with that lodge I used to camp at.”

“I know that place,” Amy says, grinning. I don’t say anything about how we slept or any of our activities. But I sense Amy understands that we didn’t only hold hands on the hike. “We should all do something together later today, the four of us. Right now, I’m hungry and itching to make some food. I’m used to working, so I’m not always aligned with days off.”

“Show me the way,” Paige says, then leans and kisses me. “Kurt is insatiable. He demanded so much from me last night and on the hike. I’m definitely up for food.”

“I don’t think I’m the insatiable one.”

“I was wondering if you took your time on your nature walk,” Amy grins and winks at me. “Glad you’re blowing off some steam, Kurt. Speaking of, you should go nudge Leah and get her moving.”

“She loves spending time in bed.” Paige laughs, then follows Amy as they walk toward the pool area to the main lodge.

I scratch the back of my head, watching them walk away. I wasn’t going to say anything, but Amy doesn’t seem jealous or concerned. It felt good to kiss her, and the morning hike, even without the public shenanigans, was a fantastic way to spend my weekend off.

I step up onto the wooden porch of Paige and Leah’s cabin and slide off my sneakers so I don’t make too much noise. Slowly turning the knob and pushing the door open, I step inside. My socks keep things silent, and I walk through their cabin and peek into the bedroom. Leah is curled on her side, arms around a pillow, eyes closed, and breathing steadily.

Her red curls are in a messy halo arrayed on her pillow, and a single sheet covers her lower half. One bare breast rests against the pillow, and I feel a zing of arousal while I watch her sleep.

“Don’t be a perv,” I scold myself and step closer to the bed, reaching for the edge of the sheet to pull it up over her side to cover her. Her eyes blink open, and her forehead creases, looking up at me as I move over her. Then she grins at me as her eyes widen.

“It’s afternoon. Time to wake up,” I adlib, letting go of the sheet.

“I know just how you can wake me up,” Leah says, tossing the sheet off her and grabbing the front of my t-shirt. “Watching you and Paige through the window last night was hot. Will you fuck me like that?”

Before I can answer, Leah kisses me. When I open my mouth to say something, she sweeps her tongue between my lips, and I moan in response. My cock thickens in my shorts as Leah kisses me with passion, and my body responds in kind. I cup and squeeze her breasts as we break from the kiss.

“Yes,” I growl as I climb into her bed.

“Too many clothes, Kurt,” she whines, pulling at my shirt but also kissing me again with hunger.

“Sorry,” I say, breaking the kiss, stripping off my shirt, and kicking off my hiking shorts and underwear.

My cock sways, and Leah stares at it as I slide back beside her. Her sudden eagerness surprises me, but I’m right there with her. Her body is a contrast to her wife’s, with softer curves and luscious, full breasts. I can’t help filling my hands with her pillowy mounds.

“I’m a bit sweaty from the hike,” I complain weakly, then lower my mouth to her breast, licking and sucking her stiff bud.

“I don’t care,” Leah says huskily, arching when I suck hard on her nipple. “Fuck, Kurt. I want your cock in my mouth. But damn, take your time….” She moans as her fingers comb through my hair, encouraging my breast worship.

When I rise, she moves her hands to my chest and pushes me hard enough to sprawl on my back. Her eyes flash as she grins wickedly, then moves down and kisses the top of my cock. She keeps her eyes on me as she circles my crown with her tongue, then sucks at the tip.

“Jesus, Leah,” I moan and hold myself up on my elbows, watching her bob up and down, licking and sucking my cock. “Fuck that feels good.”

She pulls her mouth off, stroking my shaft and spreading her drool. “I don’t get much practice. Tell me what you like.”

I’m about to say something when she reads my mind and pushes her mouth down, taking all of me into her mouth and throat. “That. I like that,” I pant, swiveling to reach for her ass as she keeps sucking me while on her knees.

We glance at each other, and Leah’s eyes widen as my hips pump. Pushing her thighs open, I cup her bare sex. Her pussy is drenched, and her thighs are sticky, but when I fit my fingers into her slit, I slide right in.

“Oh fuck,” Leah says and nods at me. “Do that while I suck you off. I want to taste your cum.”

Leah twists, and I lose sight of her eyes as she goes back to giving me a wild, wet blowjob. I smack the flat of my free hand against her ass, then squeeze to pull her ass cheeks apart while still fingering her with two of my fingers. Her hips roll as I circle them inside her, exploring until I find a spot that makes her moan around my cock. Keeping my fingertips there, I curl and waggle them as she moans louder.

“You first,” she moans as her hips cycle. “I don’t want to come until after you.”

I laugh because I’ve never gone first, but the thought of busting in her mouth becomes my central focus. I keep circling over her sensitive spot as the pressure builds in my core. She works her hand up and down my shaft as she sucks on my tip, staring at me from the corner of her eye. Her lust-filled gaze pushes me to the edge, and I pull away from her pussy to grab a fistful of her hair, then work my hips and fuck her mouth.

“Fuck, Leah. I’m close,” I growl.

She squeezes her fist tight and strokes my shaft. Keeping my crown between her lips while her tongue wags over the sensitive tip and my cock throbs. I grunt, trying to hold off the inevitable and prolong the sensation, but it’s too much. My balls tighten, and I feel the first pulse jetting into her mouth. I watch her eyes roll back, humming while I pump more thick cream into her hungry mouth.

Spent, I sprawl on my back with my hands flat on the bed, tilting my head to watch her suck until it gets too sensitive. She pulls off when I wince but keeps her fingers tight around my base. She smirks at me, then shifts to her knees.

“Can you keep going?” she asks, straddling my thighs and moving up until her pussy presses against my length.

“Oh fuck,” I say, and my cock throbs as she grinds along the length. “Yeah, keep doing that.”

We stare at each other while she squeezes my base and grinds her pussy up and down my shaft. I grin as my cock throbs, and her lips curl up when her fingers tighten. When she shifts and rises on her knees, I lean and push her off and onto her back. She squeals as I reverse and lower my mouth to her pussy. My cock is hard, and I’m not in danger of going soft.

As I taste her, she throws her head back, her hands gripping her breasts. Her pussy is drenched, and I lap at her slick juices, humming at her taste. Lifting my eyes to watch her knead her breasts while watching me.

“Tell me what you like,” I say, grinning as I swirl my tongue around her clit, then slide down and press it inside her. “I want to watch you come.”

“I want you inside me, Kurt.” Her eyes plead with me. “I want to come around that hard thick cock.”

“Your wish…” I say, pulling away and then climbing between her thighs. We stare at each other as I rise on my knees, grip my cock, fit the tip inside where my mouth just was, then press into her. Her eyes smolder into mine as I sink inside, feeling her stretch around my cock.

“Oh fuck, yes.” Leah says, curling her body forward and gripping my hips, “Hard, Kurt. Make me feel it.”

Jamming my hips to the hilt, I grip her hands and pull them over her head. I stroke into her with hard, steady punches of my hips. I hold her wrists down as I stare down at her, grunting as I fuck her hard. She wraps her calves around my thighs and pulls me into her. I lower and kiss her as we moan together, pushing and grinding ourselves frantically.

Leah breaks the kiss, arching her neck and back, squealing as I feel her pussy clenching around my cock in waves. I keep fucking her hard while holding her wrists down. She bucks her hips, meeting my strokes as we moan breathlessly.

“Kurt, fuck. Oh. God. Fuck!” she mutters, then squeals again, her body shaking as I push her into a wave of orgasms. “Don’t stop. Fuck… More!”

Since I just filled her mouth a few minutes ago, I’m not close to coming again, so I rut relentlessly. My lizard brain fires sensations through my nerves as I fuck her hard. Her eyes roll back, and I feel her channel ripple as she holds her breath and shakes. When she exhales, she stares up at me with eyes clouded with lust. Once again, her passionate stare pushes me over the edge, and I jam my hips forward and shoot streams of cum into her core. She moans again, her body tensing and then relaxing as her arms go limp.

I lean down and kiss her, resting weight on her and releasing her wrists. She wraps her arms around my shoulders as she kisses me back. We catch our breath between long, slow kisses as I slump over her. I hold her head in my hands, my thumbs running over her jaw as we enjoy the ripples of bliss.


FIVE
SYNCHRONICITY


Leah and I kiss slowly as we catch our breath, my cock softening inside her. I lift off of her, looking into her eyes as I swivel my hips and my cock slides free. When I roll on my back beside her, Leah sighs before twisting and curling to lick and suck my cock, humming as she cleans our combined juices with slow drags of her tongue. She stares at me as she pulls away, swallowing before sliding up and laying her head on my chest.

“Damn, I needed that,” she says as her fingers trace through my chest hair. “I love Paige, don’t get me wrong. But I need dick more than I let on.”

“Seems she feels the same way.” I grin, recalling the active night of sex in my cabin with her wife, then the nature walk to the rocky bank bordering the artesian spring. “You’re both insatiable.”

“You seem to be doing a good job of keeping up,” Leah says, then leans and kisses me. The kiss deepens again as we enjoy the warmth of our bodies. Even feeling sated, my cock throbs as Leah swirls her tongue against mine. She lifts from my lips, arching a brow as she looks between us. “See?”

“It’s been a while,” I admit, rubbing her warm skin, slick from sweat.

“I need to eat,” Leah says when her tummy grumbles. “But you’re making it difficult to leave the bed.”

“You’re not making it easy either.” I smile, and we kiss again. As good as it feels to kiss and bask in the moment’s bliss when my stomach growls, I break the kiss and roll to the side of the bed. “They went to the lodge to fix breakfast,” I say, pulling up my shorts. “C’mon. Let’s go get some grub.”

Leah grins as our eyes connect, but she pushes up, crossing her legs as she sits up. Her breasts bob as she shifts around, looking for her clothes. I watch her as she looks around, and it takes her a moment to remember we’re in her cabin. She laughs, then climbs out of bed and walks to the closet.

“You make it hard to concentrate,” she says with a laugh. “I forgot where I was.”

“We can take a quick shower?” I offer, even as I pull on my sneakers.

“I’ll just freshen up,” she says, looking over my shoulder as she enters the bathroom. “I don’t think anything we do in the shower together would be quick.”

“Fair,” I smirk as she closes the door then I hear the sink running.

I gather up my sweaty t-shirt and take a sniff. Raising my voice over the running water, I call out. “I’m going to change my shirt and be right back.”

“Okay! I’ll meet you outside?”

“Smart,” I call back.

I’m amazed at my stamina as I adjust my cock, responding to the thought of the buxom naked woman just behind the door. If I stay and watch her dress, we’ll never make it to the lodge and breakfast. I walk out and across the yard between our two cabins, shaking my head at the twist this weekend has given me.

I strip when I’m back in my bedroom, looking at the tangle of sheets from last night. I’ve given that bed a workout with Paige last night and Amy before they arrived. I strip the sheets and carry them to the lodge, remembering that Amy was doing laundry yesterday. I pull on fresh clothes, gather the bedding bundle under one arm, and go back outside.

Leah comes out, sees me carrying the sheets, and grins. “Oh, good idea. I’ll be right back.” She disappears inside, and it’s not long before she returns with her arms full of bed linens.

I grin and match her pace as we walk past the pool to the lodge.

Leah hums as we walk, and I recall the music as she smiles at me. “You remember the song?”

“The tune, not the name of it,” I say. “It’s familiar.”

“Kashmir,” Leah says and winks at me before continuing. “By Led Zeppelin, it gets stuck in my mind. I enjoy how it builds. It makes a nice tune for fucking.”

I nod as we continue humming, then I go quiet and look at her. “I didn’t expect any of this,” I confess. “I’m not quite sure what to say. You are all so cool about this.”

“You have been, too,” Leah says, bumping her shoulder against my side. “I can’t tell you how many guys end up being possessive jerks after a night of sex. “I like sex—a lot. But a dick isn’t changing my priorities in life. Although your dick might make me reconsider.”

I smirk, looking at her out of the corner of my eyes. “I’m not looking for anyone to change their priorities. Not when I’m so confused about mine. I live like a hermit most of the time. Living on the road, I’ve learned that messing around with one-night stands isn’t always fun. That seems counterintuitive, doesn’t it?”

“Sounds smart, if you ask me.” Leah keeps walking, and I jog up the deck steps to open the door to the lodge. “Sex can mess up your mind without the proper boundaries. Also, we’re not one-night stands, Kurt.”

I blink in surprise but nod as she passes by before following her inside. The door closes behind me with a bang. Paige pops around the corner and then smiles at us, seeing we’re carrying laundry.

“Oh, good idea!” she says, turning toward the kitchen. “Amy, they brought our sheets to wash.”

Glancing inside, I find Amy stirring something in a cast-iron skillet. She grins at me and then nods in the direction we were walking. “Just down the hall, second door on the right. You can use one scoop of detergent, and the machine can handle all that, no problem.”

Paige turns and leads us down the hall, holding the door open. Leah goes in first and drops the linens in an open washer, pressing them down to give me room to do the same. Paige scoops a cup of dry laundry detergent and dumps it on top while Leah finds the dial and fixes the settings. She presses a button when I close the lid, and the machine comes to life.

“Wow, we make a good team,” I say as we return to the kitchen.

“Yeah, it’s like we’re in each other’s heads,” Leah says, winking at me.

“Feels good,” I say softly. I don’t want this to end, I think to myself.

“Help me set the table,” Paige says, hooking my arm with her hand and breaking me out of my thoughts. “Leah can help Amy with what’s left to cook.”

I follow along into a large dining area, and one of the tables already has a tablecloth spread. “Find the plates and glasses, and I’ll get the silverware,” Paige says, pointing to some open shelves with stacks of dishes lined up beside rows of glasses.

We get it all put out without any confusion, and I’m struck by how in sync the four of us have become. Amy and Leah join us, carrying a platter of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, biscuits, and gravy. I find a chair as Amy sets out the eggs and scoops some onto my plate. Leah returns from the kitchen with a bowl of fresh fruit cut into pieces and some granola. Paige places pitchers of juice and milk on the table and then sits on one side of me. Amy settles into my other side, and Leah grins at me across the table.

“Dig in,” Amy says when we all pause. “I’m glad you’re all here. Especially you, Kurt.”

“I’m happy to be here, with such beautiful company.” A sense of peace and belonging settles in my gut as we all start serving ourselves. I can’t stop grinning at each of them as we enjoy our impromptu brunch.


SIX
PIVOT


I have to pinch myself to see if this is real—having brunch with three women from high school. I’ve had sex with each of them within the past twenty-four hours. The tape of each encounter spins in my mind as I enjoy the tasty breakfast Amy made for us. She rubs my thigh, and I turn to grin at her, and she blushes. When I glance at Paige across from me, her toes run up my shin under the table. Leah reaches to touch my hand and gets my attention as well.

“When do you have to return to work on Monday?” she asks.

I have to think about it more than I usually would. Work is usually the only thing on my mind. But I’ve barely considered it since I checked into Amy’s lodge. I chew on the mouthful of delicious food as I stitch my mind back into the real world.

“Class starts at nine a.m. on Monday back in Eugene. I booked my cabin through Sunday night and already have a hotel near the customer’s site. I was planning on getting up early and driving in the morning.” Even as I say it, I wish I could extend my time with these surprising women. But I remind myself that this was a planned weekend getaway, and I have a real job I need to attend to. The heaviness of that thought weighs on me, but I plaster on a smile. “What about you and Paige? When are you going back?”

“Initially, we were planning on heading back Sunday afternoon,” Paige answers for Leah. She tilts her head toward her wife before locking eyes with me. “But I can be persuaded to go back early Monday. What do you think, babe?”

“I don’t have to be back until Tuesday,” Leah says, squeezing my hand. “But we need to check if Amy has a free cabin for Sunday night.”

We turn to Amy, and she smiles as her eyes flick between us. “The first check-in is Monday afternoon, so you’re okay staying another night. I’ll have only your two cabins to prepare, which is easy. My staff will be back Monday morning.”

“Would it help if you only had one cabin to prep?” Paige asks as her foot slides up between my thighs and taps on my groin. “We can share Kurt’s room if it’s okay with him.” She looks at me, then bites her bottom lip as her toes make contact with my stiffening cock.

I’m speechless and have to close my eyes when I feel the gentle pressure of her toes running up and down my cock. Even trying to mask my arousal fails as a moan escapes my lips. I gently push her foot away, then grab my fork.

“The three of you are welcome to stay with me Sunday night if you help me clean your cabins before you leave,” Amy offers with a grin. “Would that be alright with you, Kurt? We don’t want to make any assumptions.”

“I would question my sanity if I refused.” I laugh, feeling at home with each woman sharing the table.

As we dig into the meal Amy and Paige prepared, the conversation goes quiet. Nailing down the plan for Sunday night is exciting but also highlights how soon this magical weekend will end. The struggle of business travel, fighting through airport crowds, new hotels every week, and the gaping lack of adult companionship percolate in the back of my mind. I dread the return to my mundane life, but I can’t change what needs to happen on Monday.

“I’m thinking about making this trip my last one,” I blurt out after taking a bite of toast. “Y’all have shown me the disadvantages of my road-warrior lifestyle.”

“You need to do what is right for you.” Amy squeezes my thigh. “I know we all have enjoyed having you stay with us, but don’t let that distract you from your responsibilities. We can schedule another reunion in a few months. What do you think?” She turns to Leah and Paige.

“First boo for leaving,” Paige smirks. “But yay to another reunion. I hate that Kurt has to leave, but planning another reunion takes out the sting.”

“I’m always down for fun weekends,” Leah adds. “But I want to know more about your thoughts, Kurt. Do you really want to quit your job and relocate? You know how cold and gloomy it is in the fall and winter.”

I finish chewing and take a sip of coffee. My mind is racing with the opportunity to change my lifestyle, but am I moving too fast? Maybe I’m making a hasty assumption, thinking they’d want me to be part of their lives.

“I’ll be honest with you,” I start, then wipe my mouth with a napkin. “I hadn’t given it much thought until this weekend with you all. I need to change for me, and you’ve helped me see that I have the second half of my life ahead of me. I don’t want to spend it flying on airplanes and staying in empty hotel rooms.”

“That’s sounds sane to me,” Leah says. “I don’t want to assume that you quitting your job means moving to Oregon.”

“That’s what I’m considering,” I admit, shrugging. “I don’t want to assume anything about what’s happened here. I don’t know how that would work if I lived close.”

“None of us do,” Amy says, taking my hand. “We’re open to exploring it, though. Right?”

“Bingo,” Paige says, joining her hand with Amy’s. “We live in a pretty liberal town, and polyamory is accepted if not embraced. Having you near and part of our life would be incredible. Right, Leah?”

“Right,” Leah says, then leans and places her hand on the pile while kissing my cheek. “We can make it work. We all seem open to whatever happens. The question is, can you handle a harem after living solo for so long?”

“Never liked solo,” I say, dropping my other hand onto their joined hands. “I’m willing to risk it, and I can start by sending my resignation letter.”

The girls smile as they pick up the thread I’ve started and discuss plans. I need to untangle my life in Texas and find a place to call my own. As we examine the drastic changes, I realize that none are as complex as my initial thoughts. The most challenging part is getting out of my rut because it’s no longer comforting. The presence of the three women around the table discussing my future is much more reassuring than my isolated past.


SEVEN
PLANS FOR THE DAY


After the conversation quiets, I collect the plates and return them to the kitchen, starting the hot water running in the sink. The girls are still talking in the other room, but their happy tones encourage me to do something for them. Taking care of the dishes is the least I can do to repay their support and encouragement.

“Do you remember Kitchen Patrol back in outdoor school?” Amy says, coming up behind me and laying her head on my back, her hands running up and down my sides.

“I do remember.” I smile, keeping my hands busy by scraping the food scraps into the sink. “We just had to supervise the kids for that, though. I liked that our two groups were teamed up for the various duties. It meant more time with you.”

“It was a bit frustrating, though.” Amy leans her chin on my shoulder. “I couldn’t stop fantasizing about what we could do alone in this kitchen. How often did you think of me? I mean, when we were counselors here?”

“Constantly. It wasn’t all sexual fantasies, though. You were my favorite person then. I daydreamed about being a couple as much as I fantasized about sex with you.”

“Mmm, happy memories,” she says, then pauses to tighten her arms around my waist, then softly whispers in my ear. “Could we do something together today, just you and me?”

“Like what?” I ask, remembering my morning alone with Paige.

“We could rent a rowboat on the lake you walked around? I’d like to see the spring you and Paige visited.” Amy’s eyes widen, and her cheeks blush before she shrugs. “I want to be outside, and I want to be alone with you. All this talk about you moving here has my head spinning.”

“I used to love rowing those boats when I vacationed with my family. It sounds like fun. Will Paige and Leah be okay with us having a date?

Amy steps back, then turns and leans against the counter, smiling at me while I continue the chore. “If you move here, you should consider dating each of us. Even being your harem girls, we all need some face time alone with you.”

I nod and then focus on the dish in my hand, scrubbing it and placing it in the sink behind Amy. She turns and picks up the plate, rinsing it in the hot water, then putting it on a dish rack to dry. “It will be an adjustment. I’ve hardly even been in a relationship,” I admit. “Now I’m in three that are combined into one. I hope I don’t fuck it up. But to answer your concern, I agree with you. Each of you deserves my focused attention. Have you ever done this before?”

“Been a harem girl?” Amy laughs. “No. I never even considered it until now. I’m more like you than you know. After my divorce, the last thing I wanted was to be tied into a monogamous relationship. I took time for myself and explored some of the dating apps. In the end, I focused more on running this business. I thought I was satisfied until you walked into reception.”

“Now you’re not satisfied?” I asked, handing her another dish.

She slides the dish into the hot water and then takes my hand. “It’s not that. I just never expected you to be here. I have to admit that you’ve been on my mind over the years. I often question what my life would be like if we’d stayed together. At the same time, I’ve grown closer to Leah and Paige, but we never crossed that line until last night.”

“Yeah, that’s a lot like me. I stayed single because it seemed too complicated to maintain a relationship while always traveling. How I feel around you, all of you, has me rethinking that maybe I need complications in my life.” I finish the last dish and slide it into the sink with the others. “I know it will take work, and I’ll have to deal with feelings more than ever. But you’re worth that to me.”

Her eyes grow large as they shift focus between mine. When she breaks into a slight grin, I join her. Shaking the water off my hands, I turn and wrap her in a hug. Words drift out of my mind as I relax in our embrace. The scent of her hair and the warmth of her body against mine remind me of our natural chemistry together, and I can’t help the feeling of arousal that wells up inside me.

Amy tilts her head up, and I lower my lips to kiss her lightly. She slides her tongue along my lips, then pulls away from the kiss, and we spend a few moments just looking at each other.

“Are we crazy?” she asks, then shakes her head. “I know it feels fast, but it feels so good to be in your arms. I don’t want it to be just good sex between us. I want you in my life. I can’t ask you to pick up and move here to be with us.”

“You didn’t,” I say and kiss her forehead. “I feel the same way, though. The sudden shift is different, but being with you, talking with each of you—it feels much more right than trip after trip on the road.”

“Okay.” Amy smiles and turns back to the sink. “Let’s finish up, then we can go.”

“Where are you going?” Paige asks as she and Leah enter the kitchen.

“I want to take Amy out on a rowboat on the lake we hiked around this morning,” I say, smiling at the pair.

“That sounds fun. We’ll finish the cleanup,” Leah offers. “You two have fun on the lake. Paige and I will be fine by ourselves. We need to take some time for us, you know?”

“Thank you, and I know what you mean,” I say, shrugging. “I mean, I don’t know, but I understand. My new plans have impacted yours, and you need to work through what that means.”

“We are legally married, that’s true,” Leah says, turning and pushing Amy and me toward the main room in the lodge. “More than that, though, we’re partners. We’ve always worked things out to benefit us both. I don’t see that changing, only expanding to include new partners.”

“She’s the practical one,” Paige teases with a grin. “But that’s why we work; she balances out my impulsive wildness while I keep her life exciting.”

“No argument from me.” Leah wraps her up tightly and looks at Amy and me. “Go on and enjoy the afternoon. We’ll talk and then start on dinner. I’m sure I can find something to fix.”

“Everything is either in the cooler or the pantry,” Amy says, pointing around the kitchen, and Leah nods.

“I need to shower quickly, but I can meet you at my cabin. We can take my rental.”

“Perfect. I need to freshen up some, too,” Amy grins, beaming at me. “Thirty minutes?”

I nod, then head toward the cabins as Amy climbs the stairs to her bedroom. I enter the bright sunshine and blue skies and return to my cabin. I note that I’ll need to return fresh sheets later, but I quickly strip and toss my clothes in my suitcase. As I start the shower, I realize I’m grinning as I wash off the sweat from the hike.


EIGHT
FATE


I’m leaning against the side of the rental, wearing a polo shirt and shorts. My initial plans were to relax in my cozy cabin alone and enjoy the weekend without any responsibilities. Chuckling at myself, I realize that changed the moment I saw Amy at the front desk yesterday. I still don’t have any set plans, but after listening to the three women, I accept that my life needs to change. The last thing I want is another empty day of avoiding my humdrum workaholic lifestyle.

“Oh gosh, I hope I didn’t take too long,” Amy exclaims as she hurries down the path from the lodge.

She’s wearing an unbuttoned plaid shirt with rolled-up sleeves over a snug, forest-green t-shirt. I can’t help but enjoy the way her full breasts stretch the material as they bounce, unhindered by a bra. Her cargo shorts show enough of her legs to remind me how they felt around my hips as we enjoyed our unexpected reunion yesterday.

“I’m not in any hurry, for once.” I grin as she slings her arms around me, pressing her full breasts into my chest. Wrapping her in my arms, I feel a sense of belonging as we kiss lightly, then with passion as we both respond to our arousing chemistry. Pulling away, I look into her eyes, which are dark with need. “Are we still going to the lake?”

“Right,” she breathes and taps my chest. “Yes. I want to spend time with you in nature.”

“It’s so beautiful here,” I say staring at her as she winks and walks around to the other side of my car. “I guess I picked a nice weekend.”

She laughs, her red curls bouncing as we slide into the car together. I close the doors before tapping my pocket, checking for the rental fob, and pressing the button to start the engine. Turning down the radio, I grin at Amy as a song from the eighties plays on the satellite radio station.

“I remember that song,” Amy says, bopping her head to the rock music I was listening to on my drive up from the valley. She leans and kisses my cheek, her hand rubbing my chest. “Scorpions, right?”

“That’s right!” I nod and turn to look out the rear window and back out of my parking space. “I remember listening to this sitting outside my stepdad’s mobile home by the river. We had our first date the night before.”

“The drive-in? Oh, gosh, I don’t even remember what movie was playing. That tracks, though. You were also a borderline headbanger.”

“I’ve evolved and enjoy many types of music, but this channel brings back many memories. This song is a happy memory.”

“Not all of them are happy?” Amy asks, sensing the frown I try to mask.

“My senior year of high school wasn’t the best.” I nod, turning to give her a wry smile. “You left, and my friends ghosted me. It was hard initially, but I learned I was responsible for my happiness and no one else.”

The car is quiet, and I process my solitude since high school while listening to Rock Me Like a Hurricane. Amy runs her hand down my arm before resting it on the console between us. She twists my wrist and then entwines her fingers with mine, allowing the quiet to pass without getting weird.

“That must have been hard,” Amy says. “I know when I divorced, I thought I’d never fall in love again. I guess I forgot that I was before I met him.”

“Oh?” I ask as we listen to the muted rock song I’ve always associated with her.

“Yes.” Amy squeezes my hand. “I was too young to recognize what I felt for you back then, but now I realize I was in love. I never told you that, and I should have.”

“Yeah,” I agree quietly. “We got close so fast, and we had sex so soon, and then you were gone. I don’t think I’ve ever known what love is.”

The song changes, and I grin as Foreigner’s “I Want To Know What Love Is” starts playing, and I have to laugh. Amy joins in and squeezes my hand.

“Take the next left.” Amy interrupts the trip down memory lane and points to a small sign. “The entrance sneaks up on you, and it’s steep until you reach the lodge.” I feel her looking at me before she responds. “I don’t believe in coincidence. I believe in fate.”

“Fate? I didn’t think you were still religious.”

“I’m not, or at least not organized. I believe the universe isn’t random and that our paths through life are meant to help our souls grow and learn. How else do you explain this?” she asks, letting go of my hand to wave between us. “I think the universe is giving us another chance.”

“That explains us, but what about Leah and Paige?” I ask, still weighing my surprisingly deep bond with Amy and how it’s mirrored with her friends.

“The three of us fit,” Amy confesses. “They were there for me when my marriage ended. They supported me and shared parts of their lives with me. We grew closer. Culture is changing fast, and I know what we’re exploring would have been suppressed thirty years ago.”

I follow the narrow road that switchbacks down a steep incline, then drive into a gravel parking lot that pulls more memories into my mind. I shake my head as I reflect on the past yet again.

“This hasn’t changed,” I say, looking at the lodge on the bank of the lake on one side and a row of tiny cabins on the other. I point at the rowboats floating against the dock extending along the lodge’s side. “Those boats have been here forever. I have photos of my grandparents in those boats when they courted. It had to be in the thirties.“

“See?” Amy smiles. “Fate!”

When we get out, I tap my pocket, feel my wallet, and click the fob to lock the door.

“Fate? How?” I ask as we hold hands like we’ve done this for years.

“Your grandparents were married a long time, Kurt. They had a special relationship. I saw them here and there around the lake. They recognized me from our short time together. They’re gone now, and I went to their funeral. But before they died, they left part of their inheritance to support this community, including my campground.”

“I didn’t know that,” I admit. “When I left, I stopped noticing what was happening here. My mom kept trying to get me to visit all the time. When she died, I regretted that I distanced myself. All of this brings back how vital family was back then.”

“Don’t you feel the ripples of fate?” Amy asks, leaning against my side as she lets go of my hand and wraps her arm around my waist. “I don’t know what the universe taught you while you wandered in solitude. I think it’s prepared you for a better life, right?”

I wrap my arm around her, pull her body against my side, and smile. “You’ve always had a different perspective. I appreciate what you are saying, but fate? I’ll keep an open mind, but I don’t think I’m that important to the universe.”


NINE
PEACEFUL PORTAL


Amy squeezes my side but lets the conversation drop as I open the door for her. As I walk in behind her, another barrage of memories engulfs me. A long countertop extends along the side, with fishing gear, a register, and a sign offering “Fresh Bait.” Tables are scattered in the small, open space; some line the window overlooking the rowboats bobbing in the water. A lunch counter is opposite, with a small kitchen area behind it.

“I’ll get the boat,” Amy says, “It was my idea.”

I nod and smile as my mind processes the familiar space that feels like it’s always been a part of my life, even if I haven’t visited in thirty years. It feels like coming home—if I had a home and not a cramped apartment where I hardly ever spend the night. The bait sign reminds me of walking around my grandparents’ house, a red rag wrapped over a flashlight, hunting for nightcrawlers. We’d find as many as possible and stuff them in a Tupperware container with fresh dirt to keep them fresh as we rode up the mountains to this idyllic lake.

My grandparents fill my thoughts as I link hunting for nightcrawlers with their warm home, where my siblings and cousins would play cards on the living room carpet. I glance at the small, wood-burning stove in the corner; even on this summer day, it reminds me of cold mornings when the only heat my mother used came from logs chopped from evergreen trees. The scent of hamburgers frying on the flattop grill and the savory scent of frying potatoes almost has my mouth watering.

“Let’s go,” Amy says, slipping her arm through mine. “We have boat 86. That’s the year you graduated, isn’t it?”

I look down at her and nod, then grin at the odd coincidence, but I know Amy’s thinking it’s fate. I open my mind to the possibility as I hold the door to the dock open for her. She points to a stack of life jackets in a wooden bin along the lodge’s wall.

“Grab two,” Amy says. “We don’t have to wear them, but we have to have them in the boat with us.”

I grab two bright-orange vests, hooking my arm through the open necks. Amy is down the stairs, and I follow behind. Looking at the few boats floating in the water around the lodge, I look to the right and see the lake extending into the distance. As I climb down the steps, the wooden dock creaks under my weight, gently rocking as I follow her down the pier to the left. This side of the lake is smaller but no less picturesque. Across the lake, I see the tiny stream cascading from the stream leading to the spring Paige and I visited earlier.

I stop behind Amy as she unchains the boat from the dock. I toss the life jackets into the rowboat and grip the prow to hold it steady as she steps into it. I wait until she sits on the bench near the back of the boat, then push it off the dock and climb over the bow as Amy grabs the oars and pulls us further into the lake.

“Wow,” I say as I sit opposite her and reach to take the oars from her. “Strong memories or Deja Vu.” I blink at her. “We never came here in high school, did we?”

“Nope.” Amy grins, leaning back and resting her elbows on the bench behind her. “We were over before we got to do anything fun. Well, besides getting naked as horny teenagers.”

I smirk and look in either direction. “Which way should we go?” I ask as I admire her body extending across the small benches of the wooden boat. My eyes are drawn to her breasts and then to her eyes as she smirks back. “Let’s see if the water is high enough to make a run at the spring.”

“I remember they didn’t allow boats up there,” I say, turning the boat around to point the bow toward the small stream. “Tell me when I’m lined up.”

Amy nods, then sits up, looking past me. “Okay, go.”

I pull firmly on the oars, and the boat accelerates across the surface of the crystal-clear lake. I need to row hard to build up enough momentum to get past the small rapids that guard the entrance to the stream flowing from the spring. Amy keeps me in line until I pick a point on the shore to keep my bearing straight as I row.

“Yeah, that’s it.” Amy encourages, then leans forward. “You’ll have to swing around to grab the branches if we stall. I’ll take over.”

I squint at her, remembering rowing up this stream as a teenager with my sister urging me to break the rules and enter the spring. “You’ve done this before?”

“Paige loves this place.” Amy grins. “She says it’s like a portal to another place and time. Being near it calms the noise in her head.”

My mind flashes to earlier this morning and the muffled sounds Paige made as we had sex on the bank further up the stream. The sounds of the small rapids get louder as I shake my head to break the naughty rumination cycling in my mind.

“Hard, Kurt!” Amy hisses so she doesn’t yell and draw attention to us rowing into the protected spring. “Row harder.”

I hear the rocks scrape along the bottom of the boat, and our speed slows, but I keep rowing. Amy leans to one side and reaches past me, grabbing an overhanging branch and pulling us past the rapids. In two more pulls, we pass the rocks and slow into the gentle current flowing from the ancient spring.

“Follow the stream until we reach the spring,” she says, looking over the boat’s edge into the clear water. I glance at the stream, seeing rocks and petrified tree trunks scattered across the bottom. “You know it’s deeper than it looks. Something about light refracting or something.”

“Yeah,” I say, rowing in the quiet of the isolated area surrounding us. Even the birds seem to grow quiet as we slide up into the circular pool of the main spring.

“I can see why Paige loves this place.” I stop rowing and then pull the oars into the boat and coast. “It’s timeless, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” Amy whispers, then looks at me with mischief. “There is an old legend about this place.”

“Oh? I only remember it being peaceful. I’ve never heard any stories about it.”

“It aligns with Paige’s weird portal idea.” Amy pulls off her button-down top, and I tilt my head. “When two people fuck within the portal, they bond for life.”

She pulls her top off and then unsnaps her front clasp, and her breasts pop free. I think back to Paige and me fucking along the bank. I believe Amy already knows, but I want to be honest.

“Paige and I did it here this morning,” I say quietly as I pull my polo shirt off.

“I know.” Amy grins, pushing the two life jackets to the bottom of the boat before pushing her shorts down. “That’s why I want you to fuck me right now, Kurt. I want whatever mystical bond Paige believes in. I want that with you.”


TEN
CONSUMMATION


I scan the bushes and trees along the banks as I shove my shorts down, releasing my hardening cock. Amy sinks to her knees on the lifejacket, crawls closer, and grips my cock, looking up at me. I moan as she takes me into her mouth, and my mind flashes to her on her knees in my cabin yesterday.

“Will people see us?” I ask, combing my fingers through her hair with a soft moan as she swirls her tongue around my crown. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.

Amy pulls off, stroking me with one hand. “We’ll be quiet. But I need you, Kurt. I love sharing you with them, but it’s my turn.”

She sinks lower, swallowing when I hit the back of her throat, and I cycle through the last day. I’d arrived about this time yesterday, and Amy and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other. When Leah and Paige arrived, that same obsessive feeling rippled in my consciousness as I spent the night with Paige. After my hike with Paige to this magical spring, I woke Leah up with the same insistence.

Amy pulls off my cock, and I drop my eyes to look at her. Her eyes grow dark as she reclines back and spreads her legs. She pets her pink pussy, spreading herself open in front of my eyes, and my core clenches with the now-familiar need.

“I’m going to have to bring Leah up here, aren’t I?” I growl, dropping to my knees to kiss Amy passionately.

Amy nods as her hands drop to my hips. “I need you inside me, Kurt. Please.”

I focus on the beautiful woman below me, shifting in the rocking boat as her hand guides me into her center. I blink at her as my focus narrows to her eyes. I feel a chill work its way up my spine as I slide deep inside her, and we both shiver and moan as our bodies join.

“Shhhhh,” Amy hisses as her hips roll, pushing her pussy deeper down my shaft. Her hands lift around my neck, and she breathes against my ear. “You feel so good, Kurt. It’s like you have a magic dick. Oh my god, yes.” Her whispers fire my desire, and I nip under her ear.

“You have a magic pussy,” I growl as I rock my hips into her. Songs of birds grow louder as passion builds between us. I push up and stare down into Amy’s eyes as I slowly fuck her. I’m caught between the sensual building of heat between us and the need to succumb to the call of nature and fuck her ferally until I fill her with my seed. “Fuck, Amy.”

She nods, staring at me. When her eyes drift and close, I feel her pussy clamping rhythmically around me. Covering her mouth with mine, I drive my tongue between her lips as my hips buck insistently. She whines against my lips, but our kiss muffles our primal ardor. Our bodies jerk in tandem as I erupt into her, and her pussy tightens like a fist around my cock. I buck into her, blasting my hot seed into her until I slow to a stop.

Breaking the kiss, I lower my mouth and kiss along her throat. Amy sighs with bliss as her hands run down my back, squeeze my ass, and grind herself along my still-hard shaft. I moan at the feeling of complete harmony as my hips rock with her, lowering my mouth to her breast and sucking her hard nipple.

Her hands cup behind my head as I suck her nipples, and I shift into her. I lap between her nipples, sucking hard before moving to the other one. Need builds inside me as I rock into her, but she pushes against my chest.

“More,” she breathes, even as she pushes me off her. She disentangles from me, then twists around, her knees on the life jacket as she leans over the bench seat. “Hard, Kurt. I want you to claim me. Make me yours.”

My entire being is focused on the passionate redhead bent over in front of me, and, with a stroke along my shaft, I kneel between her spread knees. My cock is slick with her release, and it feels like an iron spike as I shift forward and the boat rocks. I slide into her with a firm stroke. When she arches back, pushing herself into me, I growl.

“Fuck, yes,” I hiss. “You’re mine. You, Paige, and Leah. My harem girls.” I ram into her, the passion filling me with a need to claim her in this majestic place. The quiet of the forest surrounds us as I grip her hips and punch my dick into her depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Amy hisses. “We’re yours. Can you feel it, baby?”

I grunt as an odd sense of peace fills me even while I rut into her like a beast. We’re connecting at a deeper level. A primal demand to capture her and make her mine echoes in my thoughts. Her cries of passion grow louder. I growl loudly, hearing our passionate cries echo in the natural amphitheater.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I snarl, my mind awash with the sense that this was preordained. This was always where I was meant to be. Amy, Leah, and Paige are mine. As I power my hips into Amy, I feel her pussy squeeze me. “I feel it, Amy. Mine.” I grunt as I slam in deep and release more of my seed into her, claiming her with my very essence.

I slump over her as we finish, and her body softly shifts under me. I pull away, twisting to sit across the bottom of the boat and pulling Amy into my lap. She turns, staring into my eyes with awe as I kiss her passionately.

“Mine. This is where I belong. You are where I belong.”

We kiss for a long time while I hold her against my chest. We’re completely naked in the quiet peace of nature. I feel my mind expanding, like the universe is pouring inside me, and I feel a sense of tranquility envelop me. I comb through Amy’s damp hair as we focus on each other’s eyes.

“I love you,” I say, pressing my lips to hers. She kisses back, her arms tight around my neck, and nods but cannot break our kiss. My mind spins as I consider my proclamation. I can’t retract my words, and I realize I don’t want to

When we finally pull apart, Amy searches my eyes before nodding. “I love you too, Kurt. I can’t explain how close I feel to you right now, except that I’ve always loved you.”


ELEVEN
NEW QUEST


By the time Amy and I untangle, the boat is under a canopy of bushes and aground in the soft gravel along the water’s edge. It’s like nature is protecting us in the sanctity of this ancient spring. We watch each other as we dress. It feels like I need to keep checking to ensure a new reality. Amy blushes as she pulls on her top, then leans to kiss me tenderly.

“So, that happened.” Amy grins as her thumb sweeps across my bottom lip.

“Uh-huh,” I agree, unable to find words to speak.

“What I like about you, Kurt, is how expressive you are with words,” Amy smirks.

I grin, and everything snaps back to normal.

I laugh and slide back onto the bench to row us out of the spring. Amy pushes us away from our little branch grotto, and we drift into the slight current. Checking behind me, I align the prow with the stream exit, then row slowly back to the lake. Amy guides me with hand signals, and I’m struck by how naturally we communicate.

I look around as the boat accelerates into the rapids and slides into the lake. Under the rowboat hull, prehistoric tree trunks spring from the bottom. I recall the history of the lake I’d heard from my grandparents.

“Do you know how this lake formed?” I ask as I slowly stroke back to the docks.

“Mmmhm,” Amy grins as she looks past me to the dock, keeping us on course. “I want you to tell me, though.”

I grin and look around at the Douglas Fir forest surrounding the lake, taking in the beauty that has sprung up around the destruction that formed this natural lake.

“Three thousand years ago, this was all forest,” I start and nod to the submerged trunks. “Those stood when the mountain erupted, and lava flowed through the wilderness. When the molten rock met the river’s cold water flowing from the spring, it cooled rapidly, damming up the river with molten rock.”

Amy smiles and nods at me to continue.

“The valley below us is 120 feet below the surface, and the water backed up until it breached the volcanic rock dam. Then, the river continued as if nothing had happened. The natural flow of clear water supports the ecosystems of this part of the Cascade Mountains. Was it fate?”

I can’t help asking, and Amy smirks and nods, leaning forward. “This lake is a source of something mystical. Even volcanoes can’t ruin it. It is the source of water that feeds countless flora and fauna. I remember that from outdoor school science. I believe it’s more than natural, but I can’t explain it. My gut tightens when I’m here. Even more when I’m here with you.”

I nod quietly and can’t refute her—not when my gut does the same now—and I’m aware of the pull that seems to bind together as I open my mind to the possibilities. We coast through the crystal-clear water, and then I reverse row to slow us as we approach the dock. Without any word, I pass the oars back to Amy, twist and climb to the prow, then lean and grip the dock as the boat slows to a stop. I climb over the edge and keep ahold of the boat as I step onto the pier. Amy ships the oars, grabs the lifejackets, and climbs beside me.

“We’d better get back,” Amy says, walking toward the lodge. “We only have a few hours until sundown.”

“What happens at sundown?” I hurry to catch up with her.

“Probably nothing,” Amy admits, tossing the lifejackets into the bin by the lodge. She opens the door, and we walk across the near-empty lodge to check out at the register. It’s not until we’re back in the car that Amy picks up the conversation.

“I don’t want to sound too weird. I know this area has some strange and ancient traditions.”

“I won’t judge,” I say with a grin, then focus on steering my car up the switchback incline. “Not after what we just experienced.”

“Right,” Amy says and takes a deep breath. “You need to join with Leah before sundown. We need to stay together as one whole. Without her in the circle, I’m afraid we might break apart.”

“Does Leah know about this?” I ask, reaching for her hand after exiting the park and driving down the highway back to her lodge.

“Yes. It was her idea. Or at least she and Paige wanted to try it,” Amy admits, squeezing my hand. “I didn’t think much about it until the two of you returned from your nature hike. After what we just experienced, we have to include Leah. I’d feel horrible if we ran out of time and some ancient curse broke Paige and her apart.”

“We won’t let that happen.” My voice sounds sure and determined, and I realize I have a quest to complete. I didn’t know I would be on a quest when I drove up the mountain yesterday, but now my tightening gut convinces me of the urgency.

“Do you remember sitting in your cabin for lunch yesterday?” Amy says, and I nod. “Well, I told Leah what happened between you and me earlier. I couldn’t keep that secret.”

“Go on,” I say to show I’m listening as I drive.

“Well, she looked at me oddly, then glanced at you talking to Paige. When she turned back at me, her eyes sparkled. She said she and Paige considered finding a male partner to have a baby with. Then she asked if I’d be okay if you were the guy.”

“What did you say?”

“I have to say, I was all for it. I know how badly Leah wants to have a child. I’d do anything for her after the way she cared for me after the divorce.”

I nod, thoughts cycling in my mind. I never thought I’d have children. Even though I didn’t see it happening, I never took steps to ensure I would never be a father. I glance at Amy, and she’s chewing her lip nervously.

“I know it’s a lot, but what do you think.”

“I think we don’t have a long time until sundown.”

I pull into Amy’s campground and quickly park at her lodge. Paige and Amy appear on the porch and wave at us.

“Did you tell him?” Leah asks, her eyes shifting nervously.

“Yes,” I say and smile at her. Her eyes lock on mine, widening as the moment expands.

“And?” she asks, holding her hands out.

“And I think we’re burning daylight.” I grin as she leaps down the steps into my arms. “Do we all want to go together?”

“We have to,” Leah says, holding both of my hands. “I’ll tell you on the way. Come on, girls!”

The four of us pile into my rental, and I quickly reverse and drive out of Amy’s campground. Destiny awaits, and my gut tightens at what fate has in store for us. I hold Leah’s hand as I drive with one hand. Amy and Paige reach and squeeze my shoulder, showing we’re united. My future, for once, is uncertain. I don’t know what tomorrow will bring. But with these three women, I’m ready for it.
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SNEAK PEEK - FOREST FATE

Chapter 1 - Lore and Legends

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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