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Chapter one
Across the Lake


Joe held Darcy's hand as she stepped gracefully off the dock and into her kayak. She didn't need his hand for support — she had practiced this maneuver many times since the kayak's maiden voyage a couple of months ago — but she appreciated the feel of his fingers around hers.

"Have supper ready for me when I get back," she said after she settled into the cockpit. "I'm going to be famished if everything goes as planned."

Joe knelt on the dock and bent down to kiss Darcy's lips and hand her the paddle.

"Gnocchi and pesto," he said, "and that Sauvignon Blanc we bought on the way up."

"Perfect," she said, pushing off from the dock with the tip of the paddle and steering in a wide arc so she faced Joe, a few feet out into the lake. "I'll bring dessert — you'd better be hungry for it!"

"You know I will be," he said with a laugh. "Your dessert is always my favorite part of these dinners."

"I love you, Joe!" she called as she spun the kayak and aimed it across the lake.

"I love you more!" he called back, standing to watch her cut a smooth, straight line across Lake Makanogin's deep water.

Researching the kayak had been Darcy's hobby all winter — thinking about paddling out on the lake had helped to keep the dark and cold at bay. The lake was thick with ice, and the cabin was buttoned up tight for the season, but she could imagine the warm sun, cool breeze, and still water that would be waiting for her. She could also imagine the freedom; winter was so isolating, trapping her inside, making her world small and dark and cold. The kayak represented open water and endless possibilities: from Lake Makanogin she could do a short portage to little Lake Nakanawidah, or a longer portage to Cut Lake. Or she could explore Makongin's little inlets and bays, weave a line among the islets that dotted the north end, follow diving loons across the smooth lake surface, cruise past the summer camp on the eastern shore and watch the campers trying to keep their little sailboats from tipping over.

The kayak she settled on was a little longer than Joe had expected, and a little pricier, and he wasn't sure it would fit on the car or in the shed at the cabin. But when Darcy started to explain the technical specs of the hull, and the benefits of this particular keel design, he laughed and said, "You know what you want, I'll figure out how to make it fit."

Joe was always very good at figuring out how to make things fit once Darcy had settled on what she wanted. She liked leaving the logistics up to him while she came up with the vision of her desires. This weekend was a perfect example: Joe had figured out how to mount her kayak on the car, with extra cables to keep it snug despite its stern and bow extending far past the bumpers. He found a cabin across the lake from theirs that Frank and Sue could rent — it wasn't on any of the weekend rental services, but he made some calls to real estate agents and contractors, tracing threads and following leads until he found an owner who was willing to take cash and ask few questions in exchange for the key. He planned a menu around all the things Darcy wanted to do, giving it as much planning as an Olympic team's nutritionist preparing to feed hungry athletes. Darcy supposed that she had planned an athletic weekend for herself — and for Joe, if all went according to her desires — a mixed doubles competition in which she hoped everyone would take home the gold.

Her paddle blades cut smoothly through the water, and she settled into a steady rhythm. She wasn't in a rush to arrive at Frank and Sue's rental — they weren't expecting her for almost an hour still, and she wanted to spend some time on the lake with her boat. So far she had only used it on city lakes, which were smaller and calmer and more crowded than Makanogin. This boat was designed for a lake like Makanogin, or even bigger, able to take on waves and winds that would swamp the usual craft on the park ponds. There were dark clouds over the trees on the lake's south shore, and a stiff breeze was starting to ripple the surface; she hoped for a little weather before she got to her destination so she could put her boat through its paces.

When she was about a hundred yards out from the dock, Darcy glanced back over her shoulder. Joe was on the shore now, moving deck chairs and tidying deadfall. She shrugged off her life jacket and tucked it over her knees in the cockpit: Joe was insistent that she wear the jacket, but she hated how it cut into her armpits when she dug the paddle blade deep into the water. Feeling unburdened, she turned the bow into the wind that was blowing up from the south and powered her way into the chop, her heart cheered by the rise and fall of the boat cresting the waves being thrown up by the wind.

Joe stood on the dock for a few minutes after Darcy launched her kayak across the lake. He remembered the first time he had sent her off like this — not to meet Frank; Frank had come into their lives about six months after that first night. They had both been beside themselves with worry and anticipation, alternately unable to keep their hands off each other and unable to be in the same room together. Darcy had left that evening in her little blue hatchback, not her new kayak, but he had held her hand just the same as she climbed into the driver's seat.

"I'll be back," she had whispered. "I promise."

Of course, part of Joe didn't believe her; why would she come back? She was disappearing into a vast, unknowable world of passion and delight; what cords could possibly bind her to the mundane day to day that Joe represented? He had spent the evening pacing around the house, in an impossible state of despair and arousal, and when she did return — miracle of miracles! — black hair tousled and eyes sparkling with a wicked light, he had taken her in the living room before she had even had a chance to say one word about her adventure. When she had told him all the details, when they were lying sweaty and panting on the living room carpet, he had taken her again, even more passionately than the first time.

Now he felt none of that despair, watching Darcy's kayak glide smoothly across Lake Makanogin. He did, though, feel delight, and anticipation. Darcy had visited Frank many times in the last two years and always returned energized. This time was different, though; this time, if things went according to plan, Darcy would be bringing Frank back across the lake. In a little while he would go back to the cabin and start preparing a dinner for four; he would wait to set the table — he didn't want to jinx the plan — but he was almost certain that Darcy would be able to follow through.

Meanwhile, he wanted to set out the beach chairs and tidy up some branches that had come down in the first big storm of the summer a week or so before. As he stepped off the dock and onto the little strip of sand, he felt his phone buzz in his pocket.

"URGENT," said the text when he opened it, "STORM WATCH ISSUED FOR WASCONAWAY, ZENITH, POINTS NORTH - HIGH WINDS, LIGHTNING, POSSIBLE HAIL"

There was a link in the text, and when Joe tapped it, it opened a map with an animation from weather radar. It showed a blob with blue on its northern edge shading toward red in south, marching slowly toward the top of his phone. The map showed the towns of Wasconaway and Zenith, which they had passed on their way to the cabin, and the distinctive shapes of Makanogin, Nakanawidah, and Cut Lake. In the final frame of the animation, the blob had already devoured Wasconaway, and its furthest edge was just touching the shore of Makanogin.

Joe turned to look southward and saw that the sky was getting dark. He felt the breeze pick up, cooler and wetter than the warm, dry breeze that had been blowing from the west when they got to the lake, and smelled the pungent scent of approaching rain.

"Hey baby," he typed into a text for Darcy, "storm is coming up; looks like it will hit after you land but keep an eye on it — don't try to come back if it looks bad; let me know when you get there"

He hit send, even though he knew that Darcy's phone was nestled in her dry bag and tucked into the hold in the kayak's stern. She might hear the ding of the text arriving, but it was just as likely that she wouldn't be aware of it until she had arrived at Frank and Sue's cabin. Darcy was smart, and knew to sit out a storm and stay off the lake, but he wanted to be sure she knew he was aware of the risk and would accept her inevitable delay.

The first drops of rain bounced against his shoulders shortly after he sent the text, and Joe hurried to finish gathering sticks and went into the cabin to start dinner.

When the first drops of rain struck the bow of the kayak, Darcy turned the craft to a stop with a long arc of her paddle. She reached under the lip of the cockpit and found the rolled spray skirt. When she was designing her dream kayak over the winter, she had researched hand-stitched sealskin skirts made in Nunavut by traditional craftspeople; and it was still a little dream of hers to get one, though they weren't cheap. Instead, she had opted for a lightweight neoprene skirt that hooked into the cockpit and was easy to pull out and snap into place while on the water — less romantic, but more practical.

Skirt in place, Darcy looked over her shoulder at the approaching clouds. She guessed that the rain she saw over the trees would hit the lake in about twenty minutes, maybe sooner; it didn't look like hard rain yet, but she could feel the wind picking up and decided that it would be best to focus on getting to Frank's place and leave the exploring for another night. She spun the kayak back onto its original course and paddled forcefully, but not frantically, toward the dock that she could see in the distance.

Frank was sitting out on the end of the dock when she approached, dangling his feet over the water and watching her approach with an expectant smile. He raised a hand in greeting, and Darcy lifted her paddle over her head in reply.

"Ahoy!" Frank called, rising to his feet. Darcy felt her heart beat a little faster. Until now, she had always met Frank in the city — sometimes at his house, sometimes at hers, but most often at the old Rest-a-While Motor Lodge on the edge of town, a place where you could rent by the hour with no questions or odd looks from the desk clerk. Seeing him here at the lake, so far removed from their routine, gave her a tingling sensation that ran from her toes to the top of her head.

"Ahoy yourself!" she called back. She paddled a little closer, then paused about fifty feet from the dock and gave him a grin. And with a sudden swing of her torso, she rolled the kayak over in the way she had been practicing on the park lakes at home, and came up gasping and laughing, water dripping from her hair and pouring off the hull.

The real reason Darcy wanted the spray skirt wasn't to stay dry during a rainstorm; it was to show off for Frank — she had imagined this moment many times over the winter, when she and Joe were just starting to plan this fantasy weekend. As soon as the city lakes were warm enough in the spring, she had been out practicing, wearing a wet suit, until she could execute the maneuver with grace and power. And as she rolled to the surface and saw the look of surprise and delight on Frank's face, she felt the first piece of her fantasy puzzle snap into place.

Frank was laughing and clapping while Darcy paddled the last few strokes to the dock and held up her hand when she came to a stop. Frank bent down and helped her climb out of the cockpit, not nearly as gracefully as she had climbed in; she fell giggling into his arm, and he smoothed back her soaking hair with his hand and kissed her mouth, softly at first and then urgently, his tongue searching for hers.

The sky opened in a deluge of rain just as their tongues met.

The water on the stove had just started to boil when the first heavy raindrops tapped against the kitchen window. Joe dropped the gnocchi into the pot, gave them a stir with a wooden spoon, and went to the window over the sink. Outside, the sky had turned a cold, steely gray, and rain was pounding against the surface of the lake.

He glanced at his watch. According to the original schedule, Darcy should be just about to arrive at Frank's cabin; if she had seen the approaching storm she might already be there. But what if she hadn't? Could she have been blown off course, trapped on the wrong end of the lake while playing in her new kayak, fighting now against waves and wind to find a safe harbor? Thunder rumbled in the distance.

"Hey baby," Joe texted, "hope you're off the water! Text me when you can"

The butterflies in his belly now weren't that different from what he had felt the first few times Darcy had given him a kiss on the lips, climbed into her hatchback, and promised to come back with stories to tell. While they did their best to vet her visits — Joe had become quite the internet sleuth, and had nixed a couple of the men she selected early on, before she got good at reading more subtle warning signs herself — there were still so many things that could go wrong on her adventures. Of course, he trusted her to be smart — Darcy liked to push the boundaries and step over the line, but she didn't take unnecessary risks. But sometimes circumstances could overwhelm the smartest, bravest person in the blink of an eye.

The sizzling sound of the pot boiling over pulled Joe's attention back to the stove. He turned down the burner and gave the bubbling pot a stir; the gnocchi were floating to the top now, glistening brightly, so he grabbed a dish towel off the counter and poured the pot into the colander in the sink. Steam rose up, fogging the window; he caught a flash of lightning through the mist, and a second later thunder rumbled across the lake. The hair on the back of his neck stood up, but he wasn't sure if it was from the electric charge in the air or his worry about whether Darcy had landed yet.

Darcy and Frank laughed as they struggled to pull her kayak off the water and up the sloping hill toward the cabin. The rain was coming down harder now, mixed with icy shards just on the edge of being hail, and the wind was starting to whip the water on the lake into a froth of whitecaps. She reached into the compartment on the stern to pull out her dry bag, top rolled and clasped tight, and then turned the craft upside down on the grass. They sprinted up the steps of the cabin's back porch, the storm at their heels.

"Holy fuck!" Darcy shrieked when the screen door slammed behind them. She wrapped her arms around Frank's neck and pulled him down for a long, hard kiss. His hands moved from her waist to her ass, and when she pressed her belly against him, she could feel his stiff erection through his pants.

"That weather came up fast," Frank said when he pulled away.

"So did this," Darcy said, putting a finger against the bulge at his crotch. Frank pinched her ass and laughed.

"Let me grab you a towel, and give you the grand tour of the rental," he said, stepping back and taking her hands. "Then we'll go find Sue."

"I just need to check in with Joe real quick," she said, unbuckling her dry bag and reaching inside for her phone. She smiled when she saw Joe's messages — he hid the degree of his concern well, but not the concern itself.

"Safe ashore," she replied to his last text. "Not sure if the storm will blow over before supper will let you know when we're on our way over the lake"


Chapter two
Unwrapping the Gift


Darcy stood by the large windows in the living room overlooking the lake, watching the storm rage. She had expected to see the lights of her own cabin glowing on the other side, but there was nothing but darkness. Joe hadn't responded to her last text, but she imagined he was safe and dry in their kitchen, probably putting away the dinner he was planning — the way the rain was coming down, she didn't think she'd be going home in time to eat, no matter how things turned out here.

Frank returned with a large blue beach towel, which he wrapped around her shoulders. He hugged her tight and rested his chin on her shoulder. Darcy held his arms and shivered; the rain and lake water had soaked her to the skin.

"Your timing was impeccable," Frank whispered in her ear. "I was watching the weather radar all afternoon, I was afraid you might bail on us."

She turned her head to kiss his chin; he pulled her tighter.

"I've been looking forward to this for weeks," she said. "It would take more than a stupid rain storm to keep me away."

"Sue said more or less the same thing," Frank said. "She's been a bundle of nerves all day."

"So, when do I get to meet her?"

"As soon as we get you out of these wet things," Frank said with a laugh.

His fingers slipped from her ribs and along her soaked shirt to the buttons of her shorts. He pulled them open, one button at a time, and Darcy wiggled her hips to help him slide the sopping fabric off. The shorts clung as he pulled, bringing her bikini bottom with them, everything falling around her ankles once he'd cleared her knees. She tugged her paddling shoes off with her toes and kicked the shorts away.

Darcy lifted her arms, letting the towel on her shoulders slip free. Frank tugged at the hem of her shirt, struggling a little to pull it off; the thin material clung to Darcy's wet skin. It finally fell with a splash onto the floor, and he bent to kiss her naked shoulder and run a tongue along the top ridges of her spine. Darcy sighed and pushed her ass back, feeling Frank's cock through his shorts.

He found the tie to her bikini top and quickly freed her breasts. His fingers tugged at her nipples, and his palms cupped her tits; his hands felt warm and soft, and Darcy leaned her head back, seeking a kiss. She found one, and then another, Frank's tongue working over her lips and teeth while he gently massaged her breasts.

"Sue will be annoyed if we get started with her," Frank said, lips against Darcy's.

"I don't want to be annoying," Darcy said. She reached behind her and ran a finger along the length of his cock, feeling it twitch in his shorts. "But I do want to get started."

Frank wrapped her in the towel, and Darcy secured it with a tuck between her breasts. He disappeared down a hallway beside the open kitchen, and returned with a second, smaller towel, which he used to tousle Darcy's soaking hair.

She bound the towel around her head in a loose turban and watched Frank gather up her discarded clothing and disappear down the hallway again. Like Joe, Frank was good at the logistics end: he always secured the room for their meetings, arranged the bed, made sure there were good towels — not the threadbare rags the Rest-a-While provided — for a shower before and after, if that's what Darcy wanted. Sometimes she liked to return to Joe with Frank's smell still clinging to her; Joe liked it, too, and bathing her — with a loofa, with a soapy cloth, with his tongue — was a regular ritual of her return. Frank, she realized, never showered when they were through; she wondered if that was something Sue had requested.

"Shall we?" Frank said when he returned, presumably from hanging her wet clothes in the bathroom. He extended a hand.

Darcy took it; she felt his fingers shaking despite his best efforts to control them. She shivered, too, this time in anticipation rather than from the cold.

"Let's," she said, and let him lead her up a short flight of stairs, his hand tight on hers.

The cabin's upstairs was a single large bedroom, with skylights in the ceiling and large windows all around. There was a bed in the middle of the room — quilt pulled down, pillows piled high, it seemed to beckon to collapse into its soft warmth. Frank led her past the bed to a sliding glass door, which he pulled open, letting the sound of the raging storm invade the quiet of the bedroom.

On the other side of the door was a small porch, screened in and enclosed with wooden storm windows that were rattling in the wind; rain was pooling in one corner of the porch, where the windows weren't up to the task. In the opposite corner was a green armchair, where a woman was lounging under a crook necked lamp with a book on her lap. Shadows obscured her face and shoulders; Darcy could see her bare, shapely legs below a blue skirt, and bare feet propped on an ottoman, pink nail polish glittering in the dim light.

"Look what I found out in the storm," Frank said, standing behind Darcy with his hands on her shoulder. Darcy smiled, feeling suddenly exposed in nothing but towels.

"You're absolutely soaked!" the woman said with a laugh. "I was watching you come in; that was quite an impressive roll."

"I've been practicing," Darcy said. "I'm a little bit of a showoff."

"So I've heard," the woman said. Darcy felt heat rise in her cheeks; Frank rarely said anything about his wife, and she had no idea what stories about her had made their way home. There were some things about Frank that she had never told Joe, but they were few.

The woman set her book on the ottoman and stood, smoothing her skirt. When she stepped closer, Darcy got a better look at her: blonde and curvy, with pouting red lips and a button nose, quite a contrast to Darcy's lean shape, sharp features, and dark hair. Darcy wondered if Frank had originally responded to her poke on the hookup app because she diverged so much from his wife.

"I'm Sue," she said, extending a hand. Darcy took it; Sue had a firm handshake, and stood a couple of inches above her — Darcy suddenly felt more than a little intimidated. She understood, though, why Frank always returned to Sue — a tingle shot through her when she took Sue's hand.

"I'm so glad to finally meet you," Darcy said. She started to release Sue's hand, but Sue held on and stepped closer, sliding her hand up to Darcy's elbow, and leaned in for a kiss that turned the tingle into a shudder.

Frank stepped up behind Darcy, sandwiching her between them. He kissed Darcy's neck, then Sue's lips, his hands sliding up and down Darcy's flanks over her towel. Sue pressed her soft breasts against Darcy while kissing Frank over Darcy's shoulder, and Darcy let herself relax against Sue.

"How do you want to do this?" Frank asked.

"Naked," Sue said with a laugh, tugging at the tuck in Darcy's towel.

As Sue and Frank led Darcy to the bed, each holding a hand, Darcy thought back to the message from Frank that had eventually led to this encounter. Two months ago, when it was still too cold to swim in the lakes and Darcy was practicing her kayak rolls in a wet suit, she had received a text from Frank:

"Sue thinks you should be my birthday gift this year"

Darcy thought that was cute, and interesting; Frank seldom talked about Sue, except to let her know that Sue was very aware of his encounters with Darcy, and very supportive. It sounded a lot like the deal that Darcy had with Joe: Frank was allowed to visit a few beds — Darcy wasn't sure how many, but she was fairly sure hers wasn't Frank's only outside dalliance — so long as he brought back stories to share with Sue. Sue had expressed little or no interest in roaming herself, though Frank admitted that he wouldn't mind if she stepped out now and then.

"Is she going to wrap me up?" Darcy replied.

"I think she'd rather unwrap you."

"I think I might be interested in that."

"Doesn't Joe have a birthday in June too?"

"Yes, late June."

"What would you say to a group gift"

Darcy's brain had almost shorted out with the images that conjured. Even after years of meeting with Frank, and others, Joe was demanding with his questions when Darcy returned, almost exhaustingly so. "Was it like this?" he would ask, "Did he do it like this?" If a new technique had been tried, a new toy or position introduced, Joe wanted to try it himself. Even if Darcy insisted that the experiment hadn't been a success, Joe wanted to know why, and wanted to see what lessons could be learned to improve on it. What if instead of asking, Joe could actually be there to watch? And offer suggestions? And jump into the action himself?

"I'll have to ask Joe," Darcy replied, "but I'd be up for it myself."

"Sue is definitely game to share you with me," Frank texted, "but I'm curious what she might say to bringing Joe into play."

And here she was at last, being unwrapped exactly as Frank had suggested Sue wanted to do. Sue sat on the bed and licked her lips while Frank stood behind Darcy, his hands on her shoulders and his lips on her neck. Darcy shivered at Frank's touch, but also at Sue's look — it was a ravenously hungry look, and Darcy knew she was the main course on the menu.

"Let's see what you've got under that towel," Sue said in husky voice. She reached up to untuck the loose fold that was all that held Darcy's towel in place. Darcy raised her arms and let the towel fall.

"Beautiful," Sue whispered, running her hands up Darcy's taught belly and under her breasts. "I see why Frank keeps going back for more."

She leaned forward and licked a circle around Darcy's bellybutton, making Darcy giggle with the ticklishness but also gasp with the sensuousness. Frank nipped at her neck and brought his hands up to circle her nipples, which were growing almost painfully stiff.

Sue unbuttoned her own shirt and slid it off her shoulders, revealing a black bra that seemed to strain at the effort of holding her full, round breasts. Darcy reached a finger out to trace a line across the lace trim and then around the swell of Sue's breasts, one at a time, and she smiled when she saw Sue's nipples rising at the attention. With a wiggle of her hips, Sue slid her skirt down and off, revealing matching panties with a lace window that shrouded a lush bush as blonde as the hair on Sue's head. She lay back on the bed, resting on her elbows, with a sparkle in her eyes that dared Darcy to join her.

And Darcy was never one to pass up a dare.

Pulling away from Frank's hands on her shoulders, Darcy climbed onto the bed and straddled Sue's legs. She bent down, hands on either side of Sue's waist, and licked a long, slow line from Sue's belly to the little black ribbon between her breasts. She was softer in the middle than Darcy, and her flesh gave way to Darcy's tongue like Lake Makanogin's waters gave way to her kayak's hull. Soft, downy hairs, so blonde they were almost white, tickled against Darcy's tongue on her leisurely travel up Sue's body.

When she reached Sue's head, Sue lay back on the bed and pulled Darcy down on top of her, hands roaming over Darcy's bare back. Darcy found Sue's mouth with hers and kissed her, firmly, opening her mouth to invite Sue's tongue inside. Sue took the invitation eagerly — it occurred to Darcy that Sue was no stranger to kissing women — and used her fingers in Darcy's short black hair to pull her face closer.

Darcy felt a palm slide from the back of her thigh and over the curve of her buttocks. She reluctantly pulled her mouth away from Sue's to look over her shoulder, and saw that while she and Sue were kissing, Frank had undressed and was standing behind her with a broad smile and a hard cock. His shaft curved a bit to the left and stood straight out from his tangle of brown pubic hair; his balls were tight against his groin.

"I think the birthday boy should join us down here," Sue said, her hand joining Frank's on Darcy's ass. "I've unwrapped your toy, and now you can play with it."

"I think the toy wants to do a little playing first," Darcy said, half turning so she could reach a hand behind her and trace a single finger up from the base of Frank's cock and in a lazy circle around the weeping tip.

Frank slid himself onto the bed and lay beside Sue, taking her in his arms for a deep kiss. Darcy watched their tongues tangling in the space between their lips and then slid down Sue's body to where Frank's cock pressed against her thigh. She darted her tongue out to taste the shiny liquid shimmering on the purple glans, circled the crown with a gentle lick, and drew a line from head to base and back before taking his cock into her mouth.

Darcy watched husband and wife kissing while suckling gently on Frank's penis. Frank had cupped one of Sue's breasts in his palm and was teasing the edge of her bra with a finger. She wondered what their private time was like after Frank returned from a visit with Darcy. Whenever she got home to Joe, her husband was desperate for her, barely letting her catch her breath before he was on her, hands and tongue and lips searching her body; was Sue just as eager to reclaim Frank as her own, to mark his body with her musky scent? Or did she welcome him gently back to the marriage bed, enveloping him in warmth and softness, a downy comforter for the returning adventurer?

Sue arched her back when Frank's fingers made contact with her nipple, and her leg brushed Darcy's breast. Darcy ran a hand over the seat of Sue's lacy panties and tickled the small of her back; Sue squirmed and giggled under Darcy's butterfly-light touch. Frank let out a little moan when Darcy's tongue brushed the pucker of skin where his shaft connected to his head — he loved to have her flutter her tongue along his frenulum. She could reliably coax an orgasm out of him with just a hand on the base of his cock and her tongue on this precise spot, but she didn't want his cum yet — she just wanted to let him know that could take his cum any time she wanted it.

With a sigh, Sue broke off her kiss and slid down Frank's side to join Darcy at his raging erection. While Darcy sucked the head of his cock, Sue ran her tongue along the shaft, her fingers cradling his tight balls. When Sue's tongue touched Darcy's lips, Darcy opened her mouth a little wider to let tongue and cock both slip inside. Sue giggled, flicked her tongue against Darcy's, and then escaped for another long, slow lick down Frank's shaft.

Frank lay on his back, eyes closed, while his lovers' lips met on either side of his cock, enveloping the shaft between their kissing mouths. Darcy and Sue moved up and down in unison, tongues tickling and lips leaving a shiny trail, and Frank tangled his fingers in their hair. When their eyes met across Frank's cock, Darcy started to giggle — there was something wonderfully absurd about kissing Darcy with this pole between them — and Sue laughed, too, letting out a snort that reduced them both to barely contained giggles.

"You're kind of harshing my mellow here," Frank said. Darcy looked up and saw that he was grinning, too, and when he started to laugh his cock bobbed too much for Sue and Darcy to keep it under control. Sue slid back up Frank's body, licking as she went, and he held her to his chest while she kissed him.

"There I was," Frank said to the skylight above them, "starring in my very own porno scene with two hot babes slobbering on my knob, and one of them just had to start laughing and wreck the vibe."

"We were both laughing," Darcy said, making her way up Frank's body as well. "Admit it, dicks are silly. How do we not collapse in fits of laughter when they come swinging out?"

"I like the way they bounce," Sue said, reaching down to gently swat Frank's erection with her palm. It fell down against his belly and sprang back up, which made Darcy giggle again. She gave it a swat as well.

"If you don't play nice," Frank said with a pout, "I'm going to take my balls and go home."

"I really don't think you'd do that," said Sue. She wrapped a hand around Frank's balls and squeezed; Darcy gave his shaft a firm stroke and kissed him. Frank groaned and flicked his tongue against Darcy's lips.

"It's not nearly as much fun to play by yourself, is it?" Darcy asked. She started a slow, firm rhythm of tugs along his cock.

"You make a good point," Frank said, his breath getting a little ragged. His hand ran over Darcy's side and grasped her buttocks, kneading the firm muscle before he sent a finger along the crack and down, flirting with her pussy lips. Darcy squirmed against him, feeling the wetness rising inside, and snaked her tongue out to lick first his lips, and then Sue's when she moved in to join their kiss.

A finger started to stroke the edge of Darcy's vulva, but Frank's other hand was accounted for, tangled in Sue's hair where he held her head close to their joined mouths. The finger gently parted Darcy's lower lips, tickling the sensitive gateway to her channel, and Darcy made eye contact with Sue. No, Sue was definitely no stranger to making love to a woman, not with that light but deliberate touch.

On her journey the last few years, Joe had helped Darcy choose women to take as short-term lovers. In college she had messed around a little — mostly kissing, sometimes touching, once, clumsily and a little drunkenly, engaging in a mutual licking that ended in laughter rather than climax. Darcy certainly didn't mind these encounters, especially if they were with a more experienced woman — she had learned a lot about her own body, which she had brought back to the bedroom to share with her male lovers, and over time her nervousness had subsided enough that she enjoyed giving and receiving pleasure with a woman in bed. Still, she usually preferred a hard dick over a soft pussy.

Sue, however, seemed intent on changing her mind, or at least redirecting her immediate interests. Darcy gasped when Sue's fingers slid inside her pussy and then pressed against her vaginal wall with a come-hither movement that she could feel all the way out to her belly.

"Oh fuck," Darcy groaned, "Frank does that move and it always makes me come ..."

"Who do you think he learned it from?" Sue asked, smiling lewdly. "I've spent a lot of time training our birthday boy; I'm glad you've benefited from my lessons."

"Oh, fuck yes I have," Darcy moaned, and leaned across Frank to give Sue a long, wet kiss.

Frank disentangled himself from the two women and crawled down to the foot of the bed. With Sue's help, he turned Darcy onto her back, and while Sue straddled Darcy's hips, holding her pussy open with her fingertips, Frank licked his way up her thighs and to her vulva. His tongue circled the nub of her clit before diving into the channel that Sue was holding ajar, smearing her warm nectar with broad, slow licks. Darcy moaned and arched her back.

"Join me down here," Darcy heard Frank say. Sue slid back along Darcy's chest, her panty-covered pussy hovering above Darcy's mouth, and licked her way down from Darcy's belly to the narrow strip of black hair that pointed a path to her pussy.

Their tongues met at Darcy's clit, and Darcy let out a cry. She pulled Sue down against her mouth, her lips and tongue struggling against the lacy crotch of Sue's panties. Sue wiggled her hips, and Darcy pulled the fabric aside to bring her lips to Sue's pussy as husband and wife feasted on her, making little humming sounds as they lapped and nipped and devoured her cunt.

"Oh fuck," Darcy groaned into Sue's crotch. She lapped hungrily but clumsily, the climax building in her belly fogging her brain. Sue pressed down onto Darcy's mouth, and Darcy wrapped her arms around Sue's ass.

"Oh FUCK!" she yelled when two fingers — almost certainly Sue's — slipped inside her vagina and pressed up against the wall while two tongues twined around her clit and two pairs of lips tugged gently at her delicate folds. When her orgasm hit, it slammed into her like a raging thunderstorm, shaking her from the tips of her toes to the crown of her head and causing her to gush as her belly pulsed. The husband and wife between her legs made happy noises of their own as they lapped and sipped at the nectar that poured out of Darcy's pussy.

"Oh fuck," Darcy moaned. She pulled her knees up to her belly and rolled onto her side, gasping like a fish suddenly plucked from the lake.

"You already said that," Sue said with a laugh, gently stroking Darcy's quivering foot.

"I'm ... not very articulate at the moment," Darcy whispered. Her pussy was still contracting from the climax.

She felt a weight above her head, and looked up to see Frank crawling up beside her, his cock brushing against Sue's flank as he nestled against his wife. Sue shifted her hips so he could tug her panties down, exposing a dense tangle of blonde hair and a channel made wet and soft by Darcy's licks. He lay with his knees near Darcy's head and his face by her feet and raised Sue's thigh into the air. Darcy rested her cheek on her arm and watched in fascination as Frank's cock nudged its way into Sue's pussy, pushing her lips aside and disappearing bit by bit into Sue's sheath.

Darcy stroked Sue's hip while Frank fucked her with long, smooth strokes. She tentatively reached out with her tongue to touch the tip of Sue's clit, and when Sue groaned in pleasure, she pushed her tongue harder against the hard bud. Darcy moved her tongue from clit to shaft to balls and back, joining in with the couple's lovemaking. Sue moaned and gasped, burying her face into Darcy's thighs as Frank's strokes became faster and stronger.

Darcy knew Frank's cock well, and could imagine how it felt when its curving shaft was forced straight by the grip of Sue's cunt and slid along her vaginal wall. When he fucked her hard, the head of Frank's cock tapped Darcy's cervix, giving her a pleasurable jolt of pain if it struck too fast. She wondered if he was reaching as deep inside Sue — the other woman's body was still a mystery to her, though she was happily learning its secrets.

Sue's breath was coming in short, sharp pants now. Darcy wrapped her lips around her clit, which was protruding from below her bush like a stiff little cock, and sucked. Frank's cock was churning Sue's nectar into a creamy froth, and Darcy lapped at it with her tongue, savoring the tangy musk. Sue nipped at Darcy's feet with her teeth and clung to her calves with her hands, fingers digging deep enough to sting.

When Sue came, she yelled into Darcy's legs and bucked her hips back against Frank. Frank gripped her waist and slammed himself hard against her, and Darcy watched in wonder as his cock pulsed inside Sue, her juices dripping down to his balls as he came, too, his legs shuddering.

Frank's cock slid free of Sue's pussy, and he lay back on the bed panting. His cock twitched, still stiff, his shaft glistening in the dim light. Outside, Darcy could hear the storm still raging, the wind rattling the cabin like a freight train was passing close by. The low rumble of distant thunder added an ominous basso profondo to the high whine of the wind.

Darcy leaned across Sue so she could lick the mingled juices from Frank's shaft. Then she clambered over Sue's legs and straddled Frank, taking his still-hard, but fading, cock in her hand and guiding it to her pussy. She settled herself onto him with a sigh, and then fucked herself to a frenzied and furious climax while Sue watched, gently stroking Frank's shoulder. A jagged streak of lightning flashed overhead through the skylight, and a moment later Darcy heard the sizzle and roar of the air exploding around its heat. It was nothing compared to the heat that exploded through her as she came again, twitching and gasping on Frank's shaft.

They lay for a long time in a tangle of limbs and sheets, listening to the storm outside and the gentle sigh of their breath as they drifted in and out of sleep. Darcy dozed against Sue's shoulder while Frank snuggled against her back, snoring quietly. She felt safe and cocooned, perfectly at peace, until another flash of lightning and crack of thunder, this one closer than the last, stirred her. A vision of their cabin across the lake, struck by lightning, bursting into flames, intruded on her thoughts, and she carefully slipped out from between Sue and Frank, draping Frank's limp arm across Sue's hip as she climbed down from the bed.

She padded silently across the floor and down the stairs, listening to the wind howl and rage. The little cabin shook with the force of the storm. Her phone was where she left it on the kitchen counter, and it lit up when she touched it.

Joe had sent a few messages while she was upstairs fucking Frank and Sue: a heart and a smile in response to her text on her arrival at the cabin; "hope you're hunkered down babe this is a big one," sent about twenty minutes into her tangle upstairs; "radar says this thing is going to blow all night don't even try to come home" sent a few minutes ago.

"Still safe," Darcy tapped into the phone, "had a great time with Frank and Sue, are you good by yourself tonight?"

The little dots indicating that Joe was responding floated up below her message. "I can't wait to hear all the filthy details! Stay safe and dry, I'm doing fine — we'll have the gnocchi tomorrow"

The mention of the gnocchi triggered a rumble in Darcy's tummy, and she realized she hadn't eaten since lunch, and that was just half a peanut butter sandwich — the butterflies had been flapping too urgently ahead of her meeting with Sue and Frank to entice much of an appetite. Now, after a marathon of lovemaking, not to mention her paddle across the lake, she was famished.

"Can't wait," Darcy replied, "we'll set the table for four for sure, you're going to like Sue a lot"

Joe replied with another heart and a smile. Darcy put her phone down and set to work rummaging through the kitchen for the makings of a meal.


Chapter three
Unexpected Visitors


When it was clear that Darcy wasn't going to make it back across the lake for supper, Joe packed up the gnocchi and put it in the refrigerator — it would heat up fine when she returned, with guests, he hoped. He was disappointed that he would spend the night alone instead of with a full cabin, and a full bed, but he would much rather have Darcy safe in bed with Frank and Sue than out on the lake tonight.

He fixed himself a light supper of a cold-cut sandwich and chips, and took the bottle of Laphroaig down from the shelf. A stormy night alone in the cabin called for a peaty sipping scotch and an old book of ghost stories by the fire. The fire was balky to start — the wind kept gusting down the chimney to puff out the flame just as the kindling caught, and the smoke blew out into the cabin once he had a steady blaze but not enough heat to draw the smoke up and away. But after some effort he got a cheery blaze that didn't backdraft too much, and Joe settled into the ragged old armchair under the reading lamp with a collection of M. R. James.

While the storm built up outside, Joe was halfway through "Casting the Runes" — no matter how many times he read it, he loved the sense of dread that built through the story as the occultist's curse was discovered. It was one of James' more dynamic stories, different from the stately pace of his usual tales.

He heard the banging against the door, and dismissed it as a tree branch, or maybe one of the bird feeders on the porch blowing in the wind. "'Tis the wind and nothing more," he mumbled with a grin and took a sip of his whiskey; it was his second glass, and he was feeling lightheaded and was considering the move to bed so he wouldn't fall asleep in the chair.

But then the banging came again, louder, more insistent, and with a steady rhythm that no wind-blown branch could make. Joe startled, brain suddenly much clearer despite the scotch, and got to his feet.

As he hurried to the door, he ran through the possibilities. It couldn't be Darcy — there was no way she would have dared to cross the lake, and it would take at least an hour to drive around it in this weather. The nearest cabin was a fifteen-minute walk along the shore, and he hadn't seen its owners open it up yet for the season. The nearest public road was two miles up the private dirt path, and even then it was barely a road at all, at least twenty miles from a county road with any sort of traffic on it. That left few possibilities: an axe murderer, a zombie horde, or a demon conjured by an angry alchemist probably wouldn't bother to knock, but he picked up the iron poker from the fireplace tools all the same.

Joe cracked the door open just after another blow landed against it, and peeked out. At first he saw nothing — it was almost black outside, with the windblown shapes of trees writhing against the lake and the sky a swirling vortex of dark clouds. Then a flash of lightning transformed night into day for just an instant, and he saw two shapes, one tall and one short, standing on the porch, shrouded in rain.

"Hey," a man's voice said, sounding a rich baritone note, "I'm sorry to bother you, but it's really pouring out; do you think we could sit out the storm on your porch?"

Joe didn't even let the couple tell him their names until they were wrapped in towels and blankets, and sitting by the fire with cups of coffee in their hands and soup heating on the stove. He looked away while they sloughed off soaking wet clothes by the front door, and he carried them to the tub, heavy and dripping, as they settled in by the fire.

"Caleb," the man said, extending an arm from his terrycloth and wool cocoon. He had a broad, smiling, bearded face, topped with black, unruly hair and set with sparkling blue eyes. His arm was as big around as one of the logs Joe tossed on the fire to raise the flames, and when he took Caleb's hand, his grip was firm, with rough calluses where his palm and fingers met.

"Emily," the woman said, also holding out a hand. She was a tiny red-haired wisp of a woman, with a spray of freckles across her little nose and colored beads woven into the strands of hair that hung over her delicate ears. Her grip was surprisingly firm, too, and her hands were callused as well, and Joe imagined she could easily best him in arm wrestling.

"Joe," said Joe. "What are you doing out here on a night like this? How did you end up at my door? It's not like this is a well-beaten path."

"We were canoeing," Caleb said, "on our way to Lake Nakanawidah to meet up with some friends at the state forest campground there. We got kind of a late start from our campsite at Upper Loon Lake — " Joe thought he saw a blush flash across Emily's face, and she looked down at her coffee mug — "and that storm kind of took us by surprise."

"The wind was crazy," Emily said. If Caleb had the voice of a bass clarinet, then Emily's was a wooden flute — clear and high, but mellow and melodic. "I was in the bow, and when the wind came up, it just lifted me into the air and the canoe pivoted on the water." She spoke with her hands, pantomiming the canoe lifting off the water and her frantic scramble to make her paddle connect with the lake that was suddenly too far below.

Caleb laughed. "I had to shift some gear to the front to weight her down or we would have been spinning like a top. And then the rain started, and we couldn't see more than ten feet in front of us and we were taking on water from the downpour and from the waves. It was really scary — yours was the only light I could see on the shore, so we just paddled as hard as we could and dragged our boat onto your beach. I hope you don't mind, we tucked it under your dock and tied it off."

"Do we need to bring your gear in?" Joe asked.

Caleb shrugged. "I tipped the canoe over and threw a tarp down, but I wouldn't be surprised if it gets blown off. Everything's in dry bags that needs to stay dry, and the rest isn't going to get any wetter."

"I'm glad you made it here," Joe said. "It's an awful night to be caught out."

"Are you here alone?" Emily asked.

Joe bristled, and felt his shoulders tense. Though he didn't feel any imminent threat from the couple — they seemed sweet and genuine, hippie vagabond types, maybe, but mostly harmless — he was suddenly reminded of every horror movie he'd ever seen that started off with just this scenario. None of them ended well for the person who let the storm-tossed strangers into the cabin.

"Sorry, man," Caleb said, as though he could read the visions running through Joe's mind. "I mean, this is a really nice place, and you're very generous for letting us in, but we're perfectly fine with crashing on the porch tonight and being on our way before morning, if we can just borrow some blankets."

"No," Joe said, "no, you're not crashing on my porch, you're my guests for the night. Yes, I'm alone, unexpectedly — my wife paddled across the lake to meet up with some friends, and got stuck on the other side when the storm came up. The cabin's not big, but there's definitely room for two more — there's a little room in back I can make up for you, or you can crash in front of the fire and dry off." He looked his guests over, and said, "I think Darcy's clothes would probably fit Emily; I'm not sure I've got much that will fit Caleb, though."

"No problem, man," Caleb said, smiling around his cup. "I'm happy in your towels, I'd just soak through anything you put me in anyway."

Or burst through it, Joe thought, looking at those broad shoulders, tree-trunk arms, and thick hands. Something tingled inside him, wondering what it would be like to run a hand along those muscular biceps, and he tamped it down quickly.

"I was just sitting here having some scotch by the fire," Joe said, "and there's plenty in the bottle if you'd like a sip."

The scotch warmed their bellies and loosened their lips. Joe got a little more of the backstory of Caleb and Emily's trip across the lake, which made Emily alternate between blushing and grinning; Joe found both states enticing.

"We're in a sort of ... naturist group, I guess you'd say?" Caleb began. "It all started on a camping trip we took some friends, and friends of friends, a couple years ago, canoeing in one of the big remote parks up north. The sort of place where you can paddle for days, portaging from lake to lake, and never see another human being — nothing but water and trees as far as the eye can see. Totally amazing, man, you've got to go if you've never done it; if your wife kayaks, she'll totally dig it.

"Anyway. We're out there for a week long paddle, and it's the usual stuff — paddling all day, shooting the shit around the campfire, sharing the chores around camp. And skinny dipping, lots and lots of skinny dip. Because why not? The water is clear, and we're all sweaty from paddling all day, the mosquitos don't bite if you're underwater, and there's no one for miles but friends. Why dig in your pack for your suit, or get your only clean underwear wet, if you can just jump in the water.

"At a certain point someone — I think it was my buddy Tim, maybe Ryan — someone decided, why bother getting dressed at all? I mean, you go through a little more bug spray and sunscreen, and you still have to wear your boots on the portage trails, but we're out in the wilderness with no one for miles. If another group is coming, you see them far enough off that you can get dressed, otherwise, why not? It started with a couple of us, and then a couple more, and by the end of the week there were about a dozen of us paddling from lake to lake totally stark naked. It felt so good — so free. Like, this is how we're meant to be, and living like that for a week felt awesome. Don't you think, Emily?"

That was a blush moment for Emily; her freckles disappeared into the bloom in her face.

"It was pretty nice, yeah," Emily said, swirling the whiskey in her glass.

"Anyway — problem is you have to go back to civilization eventually, right? And back home you can't just roam around the neighborhood in the buff. I mean, you could, but you wouldn't be doing it for very long. And taking a week off for a wilderness trip, that's not something you can do more than once a year. Really, more than every couple years.

"So I was talking to my buddy Tim about it, and he said he knows about these state forest campgrounds that no one ever uses. They're a lot closer than the wilderness, and give you the same kind of seclusion, mostly. I mean, they get a little more traffic, but not much. And you can make four or five trips in a summer, compared to one every couple of summers. That's a whole lot of getting sun on your junk, y'know?"

That was neither a blush nor a grin from Emily, but rather an eye roll. Joe smiled at her and poured a little more Laphroaig into her glass.

"So Tim and Ryan and I made a plan to go up to Nakanawidah this weekend," Caleb continued. "Emily and I were looking at the map, and we saw that there was a state forest site at Upper Loon Lake, too, with just Lake Makanogin in the way. We both had a couple of extra days on either end of the weekend, so we decided to make a longer trip of it."

"Totally my idea," Emily said, reaching her hand out of her blankets to touch Caleb's shoulder. "It's a different vibe when we're with his friends — lots of roughhousing, chicken fights in the lake, that kind of stuff. I wanted more time with Caleb, where we could just ... be in the moment together, you know?"

"And that's why we were late hitting the water today," Caleb said. "Upper Loon was so peaceful, and we had the whole lake to ourselves. We kind of lounged around in the tent for a while, and then we hit the water, and one thing led to another out on this rock under the sun and we spent the whole morning ... um ..."

Joe expected this would be another blush moment for Emily, but instead it was a grin moment. Not just a grin, but a broad and vibrant smile that lit up the cabin like a flash of lightning.

"We fucked for hours on that rock," she said, closing her eyes as though lost in the ecstasy of her memory. "Oh my god, it was the most amazing sex I've ever had, I never wanted it to end! I probably got a major sunburn on my ass, and my knees got a little scuffed up, but it was worth every second." She reached out again to squeeze Caleb's shoulder. "It was even worth get caught in the storm with you, since that turned out really nice in the end, too."

It was Joe, in fact, who was blushing now. Darcy was pretty free with her talk about sex with him, but seldom with friends, and never with strangers; he tended to keep pretty quiet himself about the quirks and kinks of their sex life. He was sure most of their friends would be absolutely scandalized about the arrangement around which their erotic life revolved, and especially about the circumstances that led to this weekend's adventure.

"Sorry, man," said Caleb, "that was maybe a lot to share since we just met you. I guess being exhausted, and the whiskey and everything, makes me a little talkative ..."

Joe took a deep breath and a swallow of his whiskey. Caleb and Emily's candor had been breathtaking and fascinating; and he suddenly felt that he owed them an equal measure of honesty before they parted ways, never to cross paths again.

"Actually," he said, "my wife wasn't going across the lake for just a normal visit with the neighbors."

By the time Joe had finished telling Caleb and Emily the whole story — or at least a lot of the story, including Darcy's first visits with Frank, their habit of adventure and reunion, and what made this weekend different for all of them — the Laphroaig was gone except for a few drops, which Joe let Caleb finish off with his head thrown back, mouth to the green bottle. Emily was starting to nod off, leaning her head on Caleb's shoulder. The blanket slipped a little when she slumped against him, and for a just an instant Joe caught a glimpse of one small, ivory-white breast before Caleb snuggled her against him.

"Hey," Joe whispered, "let me go set up the back bedroom, you two are totally wiped out. Sorry I kept you up with all my chatter!"

"No worries, man," Caleb said. "Thanks for sharing that, it makes our running around naked in the woods sound kind of childish. We'll just crash out here by the fire, I don't think I can make it any further."

"I'll go grab you some pillows, then," Joe said, "and a comforter. You can make yourselves a nest and get some sleep."

When Joe got back with more bedding, Caleb had unwrapped himself and was laying Emily out on a soft pile of blankets. Joe stopped short at the sight of Caleb's bare back shining in the firelight, his powerful arms cradling Emily's slight body as he gently settled her into their nest. He caught a glimpse of Emily's naked buttocks and bare shoulders, her fiery red hair draped across her back, a tiny breast shaped like a wine glass and capped with a nipple as red as her hair. When Caleb knelt beside Emily, Joe caught sight of his cock — somehow powerful despite its flaccid state, peeking out of a tangle of coal-black hair, purple head nestled in a thick foreskin.

Joe stepped back into the hallway so Caleb couldn't see him, and then loudly cleared his throat before entering the living room again. Caleb hurried to sit down and wrap a blanket around himself and Emily, then looked over his shoulder at Joe with a wide smile and sparkling eyes. An image of pressing his lips to Caleb's flitted through Joe's mind, and he quickly dispelled it.

"I'll see you guys in the morning," Joe said after he set the pillows and blankets on the floor for Caleb.

"Maybe," said Caleb, "but we're going to be out pretty early. The others are probably worried about us."

"I'm up early in the morning," Joe said. "I'll make you coffee before you go."

"You're a life saver, man," Caleb said, reaching a hand out to Joe. Joe took it and held it for a moment — it wasn't a handshake, it was something else, a gesture without a name. "Literally."

"Glad to help," Joe said, and made his way up the stairs to the lofted bedroom at the top of the cabin.

Joe lay sleepless in the king size bed upstairs, listening the roar of wind and crash of thunder. The storm seemed to subside for a time, and then wound itself back up with a rush and howl. He counted the seconds between flashes of lightning and crashes of thunder, but it was all of the place — a mile away, then five, then a flash and crash that were stepping on each other, blinding and deafening at once.

His body was exhausted, but his brain was running like an express train. He thought about Darcy, and her evening with Frank and Sue, and wondered how everything had gone; he was sure that she'd let him know if things had gone badly, and her last message — "you're going to like Sue a lot" — certainly suggested things had gone well. He wondered what Sue was like, and what about her he would find appealing; he had no trouble imaging what Sue would have found appealing about Darcy, and his cock twitched in his boxers at the thought.

And he thought about Caleb and Emily, about their harrowing journey and their carefree adventure. He had been skinny-dipping himself only a handful of times, when he was really just a kid. He hadn't been naked outside for twenty years at least; he seldom even went shirtless when swimming because he dreaded sunburns. But the thought of the sun shining on his body, the wind blowing across his skin, appealed to him, at least in abstract; his cock twitched again.

What really made his cock twitch was the thought of Emily and Caleb fucking at Upper Loon Lake. He could picture Emily stretched out on the rock in the middle of lake, Caleb riding her, fingers tweaking the nipples on her little tits and cock plowing her pussy. He hadn't caught a glimpse of her full nudity, but with her red hair and freckles, he imagined that she must have an equally fiery bush — surely a woman blessed with a ginger minge would leave at least a tuft of it in place, if not a flaming thicket.

But wait — Emily had complained about her ass being sunburned. Had she been riding Caleb on the rock in the lake? Joe imagined her small body straddling Caleb's muscular hips, her hands pressed against his broad chest while she pumped herself up and down, his hands fondling those beautiful little tits. He pictured her stretched out on top of Caleb, making a tent of her red hair dangling over his face while her mouth worked against his, her ass rising and falling against his thighs.

Joe groaned and slid his boxers off, tossing them onto the floor. He threw his shirt off as well, and lay naked on the bed, covers pushed down below his knees. He gripped his raging erection and stroked slowly, eyes shut tight, focused on the sensation of his hand on his shaft. He let the images rattle and bump around his mind — Darcy fucking Frank, himself fucking Darcy, Darcy fucking Caleb, Caleb fucking Emily, himself fucking Emily and Sue and Darcy.

He pictured cocks and cunts, tits and asses, he imagined what it would be like to suck Caleb's cock ... normally he would push that image out of his head, replace it with an image of Emily sucking his cock, or his face buried between Sue's legs, but no ... he wanted to linger on this, to linger on that tangle of black hair below a hard abdomen, that dense shaft hanging between powerful thighs. What would it be like to suck Caleb's cock? He had tasted his own pre-cum and cum enough times to have some idea what the flavor of Caleb's cock would be like, but the texture? From the flash he got, Joe was pretty sure Caleb was uncircumcised, which gave an extra jolt to Joe's imagining. What was it like to slide a foreskin back and forth across the glans? Was Caleb's cockhead smoother, softer, for being covered by that thick, protective skin?

And his ass — hard and tight. Joe imagined his mouth wrapped around Caleb's cock and his hands squeezing Caleb's ass, his fingers digging into muscle while he pulled Caleb as close as he could. Darcy took a lot of his cock into her mouth; how much of Caleb's cock could he take into his own mouth? He was sure it was wide, but how long was it?

Joe imagined Caleb returning the favor, his lips wrapped around Joe's cock, suction strong to the point of being unbearable. Darcy seldom actually sucked his cock — she licked it, slid her lips up and down his shaft, but actually sucking was seldom a part of their play. He imagined the crown of his cock passing Caleb's teeth, his lips locking around the shaft, and the suction drawing the blood in the head so it expanded in Caleb's mouth.

Expanded and exploded. Joe sucked in his breath, gripped his balls in one hand while stroking his shaft with the other, and held back a cry as a column of cum erupted from his cock and splashed on his chest and stomach. He quivered from the force of his ejaculation and stroked until the last drop trickled slowly down his hand. The sleep that had eluded him finally overwhelmed him, and he rolled onto his side and into oblivion.

Joe thought it was a very vivid dream for the first minute or so of the kiss. He felt soft lips on his, gentle fingers skimming across his bare chest, a weight beside him on the mattress. Sometimes he woke into dreams and knew they were dreams, and for a few minutes he was flying, or running, or fucking, in a magical and carefree world. He hoped he was entering just such a lucid state now, because the kiss was very nice and the fingers had skimmed below his waist now and grazed his wakening cock.

When he opened his eyes, though, he realized he was in the true waking world and not a dream; the dark bedroom and sounds of rain outside were too solid, the tangled blankets around his feet too real. When he opened his eyes he saw Emily's, sparkling green in the faint light, and she smiled at him before pressing her mouth to him with a hungry kiss.

He tried to speak, but she pressed a finger to his lips and whispered, "Hush, I just want to thank you — not just for the bed and the food, but for the stories."

She kissed her way down his chin to his throat, her tongue darting across his Adam's apple and into the crevices of his collarbone. He put his hands on her small, smooth back and stroked, feeling rippling muscles underneath — she was tiny, but she was powerful. She started licking her way down his chest, pausing at each nipple. When she reached a spot where his semen had splashed earlier in the night, and was now drying into a flaky powder, she lapped and sucked, drawing the spent seed into her mouth.

When she reached his cock, he tried to stop her with his hands on her cheeks — this seemed a step too far, even for the strangeness of the night so far — but she turned her head from side to side to lick his palms and said, "Let me do this; I want to do this."

Her mouth was soft and wet on his cock, kissing from head to base. He twitched under her gentle lips, and she slid him into her mouth and gently sucked, drawing him to full erection. Joe knew that she must be getting a salty taste from the cum that had spilled down the shaft, she must know that he had jerked off not long ago from the evidence left on his chest and stomach — could she imagine what he was thinking of when he came? Did she imagine that he had been imaging her mouth on his cock while he masturbated?

Joe put his hands on Emily's head and felt her silky hair. His fingers brushed the colorful wooden beads threaded into her hair. She looked up at him, smiling around his cock, and then closed her eyes while her tongue circled his glans.

He became aware of another presence in the room, and saw a shape in the door. Joe panicked and started to pull away when he saw Caleb standing silently behind Emily. But he was smiling, and he held a finger up to his lips, urging silence and secrecy. Joe supported himself on his elbows, wary but intrigued, and watched as Caleb knelt behind Emily.

Emily gasped in surprise and looked over her shoulder when she felt Caleb's mouth. Joe could hear the soft slurp of his tongue over the patter of rain, and Emily arched her back and smiled, then went back to work on Joe's cock. She sucked him now, a new energy flowing from Caleb's tongue on her pussy.

Caleb stood, and Joe could see a sparkle of juice on his beard. He craned his neck to catch a glimpse of Caleb's cock — as thick as he had imagined it, foreskin sliding back and forth over a soft purple head while he stroked himself. When Caleb put one hand on Emily's hip while guiding his cock into her with the other, Emily groaned but didn't lose her focus on Joe's cock.

Caleb fucked Emily slowly and steadily, both hands on her hips. He made eye contact with Joe across Emily's prone back, and they smiled at each other. Joe felt that Emily was acting as a bridge between them, and knew it. He imagined Caleb's cock sliding in and out of Emily, slick with her juices; he imagined licking those juices from his shaft the way Emily was licking his shaft now, her tongue wet and soft.

Emily let out a gasp and pressed her head into Joe's belly when Caleb's thrusting became stronger. Joe's cock twitched against her hard little nipples when she raised her ass and pushed back against Caleb's thrusts. Their rocking motion moved Joe, too, and he held Emily's shoulders and stroked her hair.

When Emily came, she let out a yell; Joe felt her shoulders and back contract, and she gasped for air. Caleb stepped back, pleased at his handiwork, watching Emily quiver. Then she slid her body up Joe's, nipples scraping along his belly and chest, straddled his hips, and reached back to guide his cock into her pussy.

Even after being opened by Caleb's thick shaft, Emily's pussy was tight, the muscles strong, and Joe had to use his feet to arch his back and penetrate her to his full length. She kissed him, tongue exploring his mouth, and dug her fingers into his hair as he fucked her.

Joe wrapped his arms around her waist and rolled her under him, keeping his cock firmly planted in her pussy. He stretched her arms above her head, kissed her throat, and fucked her with long, steady thrusts. She wrapped her legs around him and pressed her feet into his ass.

Joe felt the weight shift on the mattress, and looked over to see Caleb kneeling beside them, cock in his hand. He held it down toward Emily's mouth, and she eagerly took it in, humming as she sucked. Joe held his face close and watched, eyes an inch from Caleb's cock. His own cock pulsed inside Emily, and he groaned. He wanted to share in that feast, wanted to taste Emily's nectar on Caleb's musky shaft, wanted to tangle his tongue with Emily's around Caleb's velvety head.

He started with a tentative lick at the corner of Emily's mouth, letting his tongue graze the head of Caleb's cock. Then he licked again, daring himself to brush the spongy bulb more firmly. He felt the ridge of Caleb's crown against the tip of his tongue; he backed off, heart racing, then licked again so there was no mistaking his intent.

He looked up out of the corner of his eye to see if Caleb had noticed; when Caleb made no effort to pull away, Joe pressed his lips against Emily's, trapping Caleb's cock between their mouths, and ran his tongue boldly up Caleb's shaft in time with his thrusts inside Emily.

Caleb moaned and pumped his hips, making his cock slide against their lips and tongues. Joe pumped harder, too, and brought a hand between Emily's legs to seek out her hard little clit that was pressing against the base of his cock. She gasped against Caleb's cock when he strummed her button. He could feel her channel rippling along his shaft as another orgasm shook her.

Caleb gasped, too, and Joe felt a warm splash against his cheek as Caleb came. He reached out with his tongue and felt another jet shoot from Caleb's cock. Joe pulled his cock from Emily's pussy and came against her belly and tangled red bush, pumping his cock while licking Caleb's. Caleb's shaft pulsed as the last trickle spilled across Emily's lips.

Joe rolled off Emily, panting, and she snuggled up against him, licking the jizz from his cheek. Caleb lay beside her, stroking her hair and draping a leg over both Emily's and Joe's hips. The only thing louder than the wind outside was the pounding of their three hearts in the dark bedroom.


Chapter four
Breakfast for Three, Times Two


Darcy woke to sunlight streaming through the skylight above them, and the gentle murmur of birdsong and waves on the lake. Last night's storm seemed a hundred years ago.

Last night's passion, though, was still close at hand. Darcy lay between Frank and Sue — Sue's hip was pressed against hers while Sue slumbered on her belly, arms tucked under her pillow; Frank lay on his back, snoring quietly, sheets tangled around him, though the bulge of his morning erection was quite obvious. Darcy smiled to herself as she traced a finger along its length, careful not to rouse him.

She rarely saw Frank asleep for all the time they spent in bed together. Theirs was an afternoon and evening affair, carried out in daylight or dusk. Sometimes, if they had enough time after fucking, they would nap together, a tangle of sweaty limbs and tousled hair, but even then Frank usually woke before her. Asleep, Frank looked carefree, younger than his years, with a faint smile on his lips. Darcy wondered what he was dreaming about.

When she had returned to bed after throwing together a hasty meal in the cabin's kitchen, Darcy had walked in on Sue and Frank quietly talking. She had started to back out of the bedroom, granting them their intimacy — her conversations with Joe after returning from an adventure were a sacred space in their marriage, and she imagined it would be the same for Frank and Sue — but Sue caught her eye and beckoned her over.

"We were talking about tomorrow," Sue said, sliding over to make room for Darcy to sit beside her.

A flash of lightning lit the room, followed immediately by a crackling roar and the sound of branches snapping somewhere close by.

"If there is a tomorrow," Darcy said with a nervous giggle.

"If the world ends tonight," Frank said, running a hand up and down Sue's thigh, "I'll go out the happiest man in the world."

Sue leaned over to kiss him, then said, "It's going to be kind of a big step to go to your cabin tomorrow. Bigger than this step was, I think, and this was pretty big for me."

"It was big for me, too," Darcy said. "Worlds colliding — I've been keeping everything in little boxes labeled 'Frank' and 'Joe', and honestly, I kept the box labeled 'Sue' hidden so deeply in my mind's closet that I didn't even know it was there. Now I feel like everything is spilled out of the 'Frank' and 'Sue' boxes, and I don't know how to sort them out again."

"And we haven't even opened the 'Joe' box yet," Sue said. She put her hand on Darcy's knee and kissed her lips, a firm kiss with no tongue that still sent a thrill through Darcy's tummy.

"I was terrified to meet you," Sue continued. "Frank has told me so much, but so little, you know? Like, I knew all the ways you like to be fucked, I knew right away what to do with my fingers and tongue, and I wasn't surprised at all to see what you and Frank do together — those are the things he tells me about when he gets back from visiting with you. But I didn't know how you cut your hair, or what your voice sounds like, or how you walk — all those little clues about a person. Much less your favorite ice cream or your first concert or the last movie you watched."

"Rocky road," Darcy said, "REO Speedwagon at the county fair, and 'Rear Window' — I don't go out to a lot of movies, I mostly stay on the couch and watch classics."

"Well, there we go," said Sue with a laugh. "It's like I've known you all my life now. But you know what I mean, right? I had all this intimate information going in, things that would make you blush, if you were the kind of person who blushed, but you were still a stranger. I can't call you a stranger now."

Darcy returned Sue's kiss, but with a playful flick of her tongue across Sue's lip when she pulled away.

"I was pretty scared to meet you, too," Darcy said, "and I knew nothing going in. Frank doesn't talk about you at all, really — I don't ask, because I want to respect that space. He doesn't know anything about Joe, either. You had me at a disadvantage, really, when I met you this afternoon. Hell, I was even naked when we met — how's that for scary?"

Sue giggled. "I liked that," she said. "Having you come wrapped in a towel was a stroke of genius." She patted Frank's knee and turned to him for a kiss.

Frank had been listening quietly and intently. When Sue settled back against her pillow, he said, "I'm nervous about tomorrow, too, but I think it's a good nervous. I know nothing about Joe, either; I only know that he's extremely generous to share Darcy with us, and I want to be just as generous with him."

"I'm not his to share," said Darcy, "like some tool in the garage. I do what I do because I want to, and because Joe wants me to."

"Ditto," said Sue, folding her arms under her breasts. "I'm not a trading card you can put on the table in exchange for Darcy."

"That came out wrong," said Joe, "what I meant was ... this afternoon was really special. I've been telling Sue about you for a couple of years now, and bringing the two of you together was amazing — is amazing. And I know Joe has been hearing stories, too, and he must like those stories or you wouldn't keep coming to me; I want to meet him, and I want Sue to meet him, because even if we've never talked about him, part of him has always been present."

"Better," Sue said, giving Joe a playful pinch on the thigh. "But Darcy — does Joe want to meet us? Does he want to meet me?"

"Oh yes," Darcy said. "Very much. When I told him about Frank's idea, he jumped right into action, finding a cabin up here and checking schedules and planning meals. He really likes making plans. And cooking meals."

"But ... well ... does he want to fuck me, I guess is my question?"

Darcy cupped one of Sue's soft, heavy breasts and leaned down to lick the nipple. She felt Sue shiver as her tongue circled the stiffening flesh.

"He's going to want to plow you so hard you won't be able to walk for a week," Darcy said, "and I can't wait to see him do it."

Joe took a deep breath, spread his arms wide, and stepped out into the void. Instead of falling, though, he was caught on a rising thermal and pulled up, up, up into an impossibly blue and cloudless sky. His heart soared at the same time that his body did, pure joy surging through him as he took flight, using his palms like ailerons and his toes like rudders to steer himself through loops and swirls, dives and stalls, skimming the cold, smooth surface of the lake and shooting high over the tallest forest trees.

As he circled an emerald green pasture, he spied a white rectangle far below, and sped earthward to investigate. He circled a soft, wide bed covered in white satin sheets, on which lay the sleeping shape of a woman, small-boned and delicate, almost as pale as the sheets, as though carved from flawless marble. Her hair was fanned out across her pillow and over her back, flame red and corn-silk fine. He felt a swelling in his groin and tightening between his legs, and looked down to see that he was naked and powerfully aroused, hovering above the incongruous bed.

Joe descended softly and slowly, his descent controlled entirely by force of will, and came to light on the bed beside the sleeping woman. He reached a hand out to her forehead, feeling her warmth before he even touched her, and put his fingers into her hair to smooth it back from her face

and woke with a jolt and a gasp with an arm and a leg thrown over Emily's prone body. She lay face down on the bed, her back rising and slowly falling with her breath, her ass — slightly sunburned, he saw now in the light, from her morning on the rock at Upper Loon Lake — bare and oh-so-touchable. Joe resisted, though, because he didn't want to wake her; he carefully rolled away from her and slid to the floor.

The raging erection had followed him from his dream. He put his hand around his cock, still sticky from the night's fucking, and gave it a stroke, thinking about the strange, beautiful tangle that he and Emily and Caleb had made. He blushed a little remembering his mouth on Caleb's shaft, but then he smiled — it was a strange memory, but a good memory, one that he needed to ponder some more before he fully understood it.

While Emily was in bed, he didn't see Caleb; there was a rattling sound from downstairs, though, and the smell of coffee brewing. Joe found his shorts on the floor, slipped them on and tucked his erection against his leg, and made his way to the stairs with a backward glance at lovely, slumbering Emily.

Caleb was standing in front of the stove, bare back and naked ass turned toward Joe. Joe stopped and sucked in a sharp breath. Caleb's body was even more impressive in the warm morning light: broad shoulders and hairless back tapering to a narrow waist, dimples above round, firm ass cheeks, tree-trunk legs supporting it all. Acting quickly, so as to prevent his mind from intervening and putting a stop to his impulsiveness, Joe slid his shorts down and off, tossing them onto the stairs up to the loft.

He walked into the kitchen, erection bouncing in front of him; his body was not even in the same league as Caleb's — a narrow chest and a flabby middle that resisted his occasional efforts at exercise, a flat ass and hairy legs that were more functional than shapely. But he wanted to take Caleb's example of free nudity to heart, even if nudity was certainly a lot easier with a body like his.

"Good morning," Joe said, stepping up beside Caleb and resting a hand on his shoulder before turning to the cupboard to pull down a couple of coffee cups.

"Oh, hey, Joe!" Caleb said, his voice sounding honestly pleased to see him. He put his hand on Joe's back and let it linger, sliding toward his waist and slowly pulling away. "I hope you don't mind, I woke up a little early and thought I'd throw together some coffee, maybe a little breakfast."

"I never mind someone making me coffee," said Joe. He reached across the counter for the pot, stealing a glance down at Caleb's cock; it wasn't embarrassingly erect like Joe's, but it had a little bit of a loft to it, as though it could decide at any moment to start filling out to the size it reached last night.

Joe poured coffee for both of them, and then leaned his back against the counter, willing his erection to subside. Thinking about it only made his cock twitch, though, so he decided to sip at his coffee and pretend it wasn't there.

"Emily's still sleeping," Joe said. "That was ... um ... last night ... that was pretty wild ..."

Caleb grinned, his teeth flashing white behind his coal black beard. "Yeah, that was crazy. I guess your stories got us a little worked up. When I woke up and Emily wasn't there, I knew exactly where to find her. I'm glad she made the first move — I was pretty horny, too, but I think I was too nervous."

"You, nervous?" Joe asked, laughing. "You don't seem like the nervous type."

"Well, you never know when you meet someone new," Caleb said, "how they'll react to certain things. It was obvious from your stories that you're pretty open about some stuff, so I didn't think you'd put up much of a fuss from Emily, but with two guys and one gal, it's ... more complicated."

"That was the first time I've done anything like that," Joe said. "I've never even had sex with another guy in the same room."

"I was more than 'in the room,'" Caleb said with a laugh. "I was kind of 'in the mouth' while you were kissing Emily — that was more than an accidental brush."

Joe felt his face go red, then he felt his cock twitch, which only made his face even redder. "It was definitely not an accident," Joe admitted.

"Good," Caleb said. He grinned and bumped Joe with his hip. "Because it was fuckin' hot."

Joe bumped back. "I'd do it again in a heartbeat," he said, feeling his mouth go dry.

"Oh, yeah?" Caleb said. He bumped Joe again, but let his hip stay pressed against Joe's. "Would you do it right now?"

Joe looked Caleb in the eye while he moved a hand down Caleb's firm belly and into the tangle of his pubes. He let a finger graze the base of Caleb's cock and smiled when he felt it stir.

"Yes," Joe said. He slid his hand down Caleb's shaft with a slow, deliberate stroke, but barely touching. When his hand reached the end, he brushed his palm against the head of Caleb's cock, feeling a silky wetness.

Caleb was a little taller than Joe, and had to bend his neck to kiss him. His beard tickled Joe's chin and lips, and Joe pushed his tongue into Caleb's mouth. His cock bounced against Caleb's belly, and Caleb stood closer, letting his cock swing against Joe's. Joe swiveled his hips to give his cock a swing as well, and grinned when it slapped against Caleb's shaft.

"Touché," Caleb whispered, putting his hands on Joe's cheeks and holding him for a hard kiss, teeth clicking as he pulled Joe to him.

Joe pulled away and kissed his way down Caleb's neck and chest, hands leading the way across his belly and to his groin. He knelt in front of Caleb and took his shaft in his hand, pointing it toward Caleb's chin. He gave it a long lick from balls to tip, and then took the tip into his mouth and sucked, just as he had imagined Caleb sucking him when he was masturbating last night. Caleb gasped and put his hands on Joe's shoulders, slowly pumping his hips so his cock slid between Joe's lips.

Suddenly Joe felt a tap on his shoulder, and he turned to see Emily, naked and smiling, standing behind him. She leaned over him, standing on her tiptoes to give Caleb a kiss, and then dropped to her knees beside Joe and kissed him, letting one hand grasp his raging erection while the other wrapped around Caleb's.

"You started without me," she whispered. "Do you mind if I join in?"

Frank stirred next, stretching his arms and legs with a sigh. He looked up at Darcy with a grin, his tousled hair flattened on one side and a red mark on his cheek from the seam of his pillow.

"You somehow wake up looking beautiful," Frank said, running his fingers through his hair, which had the effect of making it messier rather than straighter. "How did you sleep?"

"Like I'd been fucked a half dozen times by two wonderful people," Darcy said, bending down to plant a kiss on his lips. He held her for minute with his hand on her bare back; she saw his cock twitch under the sheet.

"You must have an appetite, then," Frank said. He swung his feet to the floor and stood, letting the sheet fall away; his cock did its gravity-defying bounce against his belly, and Darcy giggled.

"I'm looking at what I want for breakfast," she purred, crawling across the mattress.

Frank laughed and covered his cock with his hand, batting Darcy's fingers away.

"Let me take a piss and make some coffee," he said. "Then I'll deal with you."

"How romantic," Darcy said, slapping his ass as he turned away. "Hurry back — I take cream and sugar."

"Black for me," she heard Sue grumble from the other side of the bed. She lay on her back with a pillow over her face, breasts and belly bare. Sue let out a groan and rolled onto her side to face Darcy.

"I think I've got an orgasm hangover," she muttered. "Is that a thing?"

Darcy laughed and lay down beside Sue. She stroked her hair back and kissed her cheek. Sue closed her eyes and smiled.

"I've never come that many times in one night in my life," Sue said. "I was afraid that having you and Frank in bed together was going to leave me out of the mix; I didn't think it was going to put me in the middle."

Darcy made a satisfied humming sound, thinking of the time during the night when she and Frank had dined on his wife's pussy together, swapping kisses while teasing her clit. That had certainly been an orgasm Sue would remember, closing with a splashing geyser and shaking limbs. The followup Frank gave her with his tongue and fingers while Darcy rested her head on Sue's belly had been memorable as well.

"I hope you're not complaining about getting too much attention," Darcy whispered, sliding her hand over Sue's haunches and pinching her ass until she squirmed. "It's kind of fun to fool around with you while Frank helps."

"I like fooling around with you, too," said Sue, planting a kiss on Darcy's lips. Darcy's tongue circled Sue's mouth while she cupped one of Sue's tits and pushed her thigh between Sue's until Sue put a leg over Darcy's waist and let her grind her leg against her pussy. Sue slid herself against Darcy, and Darcy shivered at her silky muff and delicate lips against her skin. She reached her hand around to Sue's ass and pulled her tighter.

"I leave you two alone for five minutes ..." said Frank's voice.

Darcy turned away from Sue and looked up to see Frank standing beside the bed holding a wicker tray with steaming coffee cups and plates of toast and melon. He looked so wonderfully absurd, cock standing at attention below his tray — Darcy thought that he should be hanging a serving towel on it — that she giggled.

"Why don't you set the tray on the nightstand and join us," Sue said, reaching an arm toward.

"But the coffee will get cold," Frank said, already putting the tray down and turning to climb onto the bed.

"I really don't give a fuck," Sue said, climbing over Darcy to embrace Frank and pull him down into a squirming, giggling pile with them.

Joe and Emily nibbled up and down Caleb's shaft, tangling their tongues together when they met at the tip. Emily's hands felt soft and strong on Joe's cock, and he lazily tugged at her silky red pubic hair. Caleb stood with his hands on his hips and his head thrown back, breathing slowly and deeply.

With a grunt, Caleb suddenly bent down and scooped Emily up in his arms. He carried her, giggling and squealing, out of the kitchen, and set her gently on the nest of blankets by the cold fireplace. Joe watched as Caleb mounted Emily, holding her ankles high while he slowly fucked her, Emily wiggling and stretching. Then he walked quietly to the blankets to join them.

Joe and Caleb took turns at either end of Emily, alternately filling her pussy and her mouth. Their lips met above Emily to form a closed triangle of passion. Joe pressed a palm against Caleb's chest, feeling the other man's heart pounding. Caleb did the same, and tangled his fingers in Joe's hair, crushing their mouths together.

"I'm going to come," Caleb gasped, and Joe watched him pull his cock out of Emily's pussy and let loose against her fiery bush. Joe reached down to smear the warm seed over Emily's belly.

Emily redoubled her efforts on Joe's cock while Caleb gently stroked her nub. Her mouth sucked and her fingers stroked and when Joe could take no more, he took his cock by the base and let his climax send an arcing stream into their air, splashing down on Emily's breasts.

They fell into a tangle on the blankets, fingers and mouths gently soothing their flushed and sweaty skin.

Darcy, Frank, and Sue finally gave in to their rumbling bellies and made their way to the kitchen. While Frank brewed another pot of coffee, Darcy checked her phone. There were no more messages from Joe since last night, which struck her as a little odd — he was usually an early riser, especially at the cabin, and she had expected a good morning text.

Frank brought her a cup of coffee — with milk and sugar, as she had ordered what seemed ages ago — and Darcy fired off a quick note: "Hope you slept well baby! We're going to have some breakfast and come across the lake in a couple of hours"

Sue sat at the table beside Darcy and sipped her coffee. "How's Joe?" she asked.

Darcy shrugged. "No idea — no messages yet this morning. Usually, he's up with the songbirds."

"Maybe the storm kept him awake, and he's sleeping in?"

"Maybe. I'm a little worried, but not too worried. I'm sure if something big came up, he'd let me know."

She looked over at Frank, who was standing at the stove in shorts and a t-shirt, heating the griddle for pancakes. Breakfast was an odd meal to share with Frank — theirs was a dinner and drinks affair, if food was involved at all. Room service if they were fucking in a nice hotel, something from the vending machine near the office to recharge after a vigorous bout if they were at the Motor Lodge. The sizzling griddle and bubbling coffee pot smelled and sounded cozy and domestic, and she felt as if she had been invited into a warm, secret place by her lover and his wife.

"How are we getting across the lake?" Darcy asked. "There's no room for passengers on my kayak, and it's probably an hour's drive if there are any trees down or washouts on the road."

"There's a fishing boat and outboard motor in the shed by the dock," Frank said. "Assuming there's fuel, we should be able to get the motor running to take us across. If not, there are probably oars."

"Well, I'm not paddling," Sue said. "I intend to preserve my strength for Joe." She grinned wickedly at Darcy over her cup.

"You'll need all the strength you can muster," Darcy said. "He's probably been building up quite a head of steam, alone over there in the cabin."

"We should kick off soon," Caleb said. They were sitting in the kitchen over plates of pancakes and sausages, the percolator on the counter cheerfully bubbling up another pot. "The others are probably worried about us."

"How far is it?" Joe asked. He'd been coming up to the cabin for years, and he knew that there were other lakes nearby, but had never ventured beyond Makanogin. After this night and morning of wide-ranging exploration, though, he thought he might like to expand his reach, maybe get a kayak like Darcy's.

"About an hour, hour and a half of paddling," Emily said. "Half hour or so to portage, and then probably another half hour to the campsite."

"We can make it for lunch," Caleb said. "Tim always sets up a nice pot of chili to snack on all day."

After breakfast, they went out to check on the canoe tucked under the dock. There were deadfall branches scattered along the shore, and one large tree just past the property appeared to have been felled overnight, by wind or lightning, Joe couldn't tell. The canoe, though, had fared well, and the gear tucked under it appeared to have survived unscathed.

While Caleb inspected the gear and loaded the canoe, Joe and Emily went back to the cabin to retrieve their clothes. They were still in the tub, and still soaked.

"We'll just spread them out on the canoe," Emily said. "They'll be dry by the time we get to Nakanawidah."

"You've got more clothes in the canoe?" Joe asked, his eyes flitting up and down Emily's slender, naked body.

"What, and block the sun? Did you feel it out there, Joe? That's what we came up here for!" She bumped her naked hip against his, and Joe felt his cock stir — that it still had anything left with which to stir was a miracle.

They carried the heavy, wet pile of drenched clothes out to the canoe and spread them out across gear and gunwales. Caleb pulled a tube of sunscreen out of his dry bag and Joe helped apply it to Emily and Caleb. Their skin felt as familiar under his hands now as his own.

"Give me a little, too," Joe said before Caleb put the sunscreen away. "I think I'm going to sit out on the dock for a little bit."

He smiled at the ticklish feeling of their fingers spreading the sunscreen on him; Emily paid special attention to his ass — "getting your ass sunburned sucks, and I should know!" she said. He kissed the top of her head.

"We might still be here when you come back through," Joe said as the pair shoved off from the dock with their paddles. "Swing by if you want, Darcy would really like you two."

"We might do that," Caleb said. "I'd like to talk boats with her."

"I'll bet you would!" Joe said with a laugh and waved as they started out across the lake toward the portage to Nakanawidah.

He stood on the deck as they grew smaller, marveling at the warmth of the sun on his back and the cool breeze against his belly. All these years on this lake, and he felt he had never met it as himself the way he was now. But the self meeting the lake was not the one he usually brought to the cabin — he felt that he had made a portage himself during the storm, and the familiar lake was no longer quite the same.

Caleb and Emily were long past the little bay where the cabin sat and around the curve of the shore, invisible beyond the trees, when he heard the quiet hum of an outboard motor. Shielding his eyes from the sun, he looked across the lake and saw a little boat coming toward him, still far away, towing a kayak behind it. He smiled and waved, deciding that he would wait naked on the dock for a few minutes before heading inside to tidy up and throw on some clothes.


Chapter five
Reunion


"Have I got stories for you!" Darcy announced when Joe waded out into the lake to help her bring in her kayak.

"I think mine are better," Joe said with a grin. Darcy raised an eyebrow; she had expected Joe's story to be "read a book, drank some whiskey, went to bed." Which was a nice enough story, but definitely no comparison to her own.

Frank tied off the boat to the dock and flipped the motor up to drain. He took Sue's hand to help her climb up, and then scrambled out of the boat himself. He waited for Joe to approach, hands nervously fidgeting in his pockets.

Joe secured Darcy's kayak on the other side and sprang up onto the dock with a casual jump. Darcy raised her eyebrow again; there was a lot more sprint in Joe than she was used to seeing. He was usually content to watch Darcy take care of the tying off, and seldom jumped unless it was absolutely necessary.

Darcy watched Joe walk across the dock toward Frank, butterflies fluttering in her belly. Last night and this morning had been deeply intimate, a glimpse into the private space that Frank and Sue shared. Would Frank be as welcoming to Joe? Would Joe be as eager to accept the invitation if offered?

"You must be Frank," Joe said, extending a hand. "I've seen your picture in Darcy's contact list."

"Hi, Joe," Frank said, taking Joe's hand. "This is Sue." He gave Sue's shoulders a squeeze; Darcy noticed a look of mixed nervousness and glee pass over Sue's face.

"I'm glad you guys could make it," Joe said. "It means a lot to me, and to Darcy."

"Thanks for setting up the rental for us — the place is beautiful — skylight upstairs, porch looking over the lake, nice big kitchen."

"That's great, my real estate agent up here told me it was one of the nicest cabins on Makanogin." He leaned in close, as if with a conspiratorial aside, and asked in a stage whisper, "What about the bed? Is it big enough?"

Frank laughed, and Sue blushed. Darcy chimed in: "It's huge, probably room for a fourth if we want to go across the lake."

"Don't you think we should test our own bed first?" Joe asked. "I just put on clean sheets."

"Lunch first," Sue said, "and then stories? I'm still hungry."

"Lunch is waiting," Joe said. He took Sue's hand and led her toward the cabin, Frank and Darcy close behind.

As they entered the kitchen, Darcy noticed that there were three plates sitting in the drying rack and a three coffee cups in the sink. She raised her eyebrow a third time, and smiled in anticipation of Joe's story.

"Wow," Darcy said when Joe finished. They were sitting on the porch with the remains of lunch — sandwiches and chips, a pitcher of lemonade, a pan of lemon bars that Darcy had brought from home. "That's ... wow."

Joe grinned, blushing a little. He had spared no details; indeed, he might have lingered on a few, like the perfect pyramid of passion that he and Caleb and Emily had formed on the nest of blankets just a few hours earlier.

He looked around the table, trying to gauge the others' responses. Sue was wide-eyed and smiling, leaning on her elbows on the table; Darcy had an odd glimmer in her eyes, and a wicked grin; Frank shook his head, brow furrowed.

"That's quite a leap to take, all in one night," Frank said. "I'm awfully impressed. It took Sue and me months to work our way up to the little arrangement we've got."

"Oh, us, too," Darcy said. "This seems a little — outside the lines? But in a good way."

"Sorry, I probably should have texted," Joe said. "But I don't know how you would have received a message like, 'There's a sexy little redhead here who wants to suck my cock, is that OK?' at one in the morning."

"Oh, I wouldn't have received it at all," Darcy said with a laugh. "Because I had a sexy blonde of my own, probably going down on me at the same time. But I give you retroactive permission to have your way with the sexy little redhead."

"I'm pretty sure I was asleep at one," Frank said, "so whatever you two were up to, it's a mystery to me. But I'm happy to let my imagination run wild."

"Baby," said Sue, squeezing Frank's thigh, "you've got a wild imagination, but not nearly as wild as Darcy here."

Joe lay in a tangle of sheets, looking up at the ceiling, with Darcy nestled against him. One hand dangled over the side of the bed, and his fingers brushed against a small, round object. He picked it up to find a single purple plastic bead with a few strands of silky red hair threaded through it. With a smile, he set it on the nightstand.

He stroked Darcy's shoulder and looked across the bed at Frank and Sue, who lay in a blissful stupor in each other's arms. He was proud to have contributed to that stupor.

Darcy was right that Joe would want to plow Sue until she couldn't walk straight. He was immediately drawn to her lush curves and tangled blonde hair the moment she stepped out of the boat, and when they finally got upstairs to attend to dessert, his mouth watered at the thought of undressing her. When her blonde muff was exposed, he wasted no time dropping to his knees in front of her to lick at her cleft and run his fingers through the tightly coiled hair. Darcy usually kept everything trimmed and buffed — not hairless, but nearly so, with a narrow dark triangle pointing like an arrow to her core. His tongue swirled around her lips, dipping in to retrieve a taste of nectar, sweeter than Darcy's, tarter than Emily's.

"How does she taste?" Darcy asked in a sultry voice. She was kneeling beside Joe, one hand stroking Frank's cock and the other gliding over Sue's hip.

"Delicious," Joe said, his voice muffled between Sue's thighs. "Absolutely delicious."

"See?" Darcy said. "I told you he'd like you."

Sue groaned in response when Joe's tongue found the tip of her clit, using both hands to pull his face tight to her pussy.

Whatever barriers had been up between the four of them were shattered by the time the afternoon light turned golden through the bedroom windows. Joe was thrilled to watch Frank with Darcy after years of hearing her stories; her descriptions were good, but being beside her to hear every gasp and feel her orgasm ripple through her belly while Frank rode her was amazing. When Joe lay on the bed with Sue riding his cock, her breasts bouncing with her bucking hips, Darcy rested her head on his belly and watched. Joe tangled his fingers in Darcy's black hair when he came, letting his cum fill Sue and dribble out around his shaft.

When Joe was watching Frank fuck Darcy from behind, his hands gripping her hips tightly while Darcy moaned into a pillow, Joe asked, quietly, "Frank, can I ... can I touch your cock?"

Frank took a deep breath and looked down at his shaft sliding in and out of Darcy; he seemed to be deep in thought. Then he said, "Maybe not yet? I think I've broken enough of my barriers for one weekend." Then he put a hand on Joe's shoulder and squeezed. "But ask me again some time."

Joe grinned. "I'll do that," he said, resting his hand on Frank's. All four of them had been paddling in unfamiliar, stormy waters, without a map, and Joe expected that each of them would have a different journey. He lay down next to Sue, who was watching her husband's cock with delight, and snuggled against her hip. She reached back and idly ran a hand along his thigh.

"I was thinking I might want a kayak, too," Joe said later as he lay with Darcy's head on his chest.

Darcy laughed. "Why, so you can go chase your little redheaded hippie and her boyfriend to Lake Nakanawidah?"

"Maybe ..."

"I'll race you," she said, giving his nipple a kiss. Joe felt a tingle course through him, but even Darcy's mouth wouldn't rouse his exhausted cock. Not yet, at least.

"And maybe I'd like to just explore the lake a little," Joe continued, watching the shadows of the trees outside play across the ceiling. "I've been coming up here for years, but I never really leave the cabin."

"You've always seemed happy in the cabin."

"Yeah, I think I have been. But maybe because I didn't know what else was out there."
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Couples Massage: A MMF Bi-Awakening Story

Danny and Meredith have gone on a beach vacation for their anniversary, hoping to rekindle a bit of the spark that has dimmed in their marriage over the years. An innocent mix-up leads Danny to explore cravings that he has kept hidden from himself.

But is he willing to risk everything to scratch this new itch?
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Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story

When Francie discovers her husband Kevin's secret cuckold fantasies, she's disgusted ... and then intrigued ... and then, when they begin dipping their toes deeper into the dark waters of desire, hungry for the thrill of transgression ...

Kevin thinks he knows what he wants: he's fantasized about sharing Francie with another man, watching her taken by a passionate bull, surrendering to his lust, and then claiming her again for himself. But sometimes our true desires emerge as a surprise even to ourselves ...

For a couple of years now, Ramone has been one of the most desired bulls on the Take My Wife app, helping countless couples live out their fantasies and leaving them supremely satisfied. He certainly doesn't expect his next couple to claim his heart as well as his body ...

"Matador: A MMF Bi-Awakening Cuck and Bull Story" is a tale of discovery and passion, where the most hidden desires are unlocked and the deepest secrets are shared among lovers.
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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