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   CHAPTER 1 


     


   The landscape was a deep, healthy green. Harry hopped out of the back of the truck and onto the dirt road. His legs were half asleep, and painful tingles shot up them as they took his weight. 


   “Thanks for the ride,” he said, to the driver up front. “Much appreciated.” 


   They’d already paid the man back in the last Argentinian major city, when all the regular taxi drivers had refused to take them out any further. Julia climbed out of the back of the truck and walked over to stand beside him, smiling a little, her chestnut brown hair loose and messy from the nap she’d taken on the way. 


   The man said something that Harry couldn’t understand. Julia was the designated Spanish speaker of the trip, and she responded to him with a couple of words and a smile. The man laughed, waved to them, and then slowly turned the truck to head back in the direction he’d come from. 


   “What did he say?” asked Harry. 


   Julia opened her mouth and then hesitated, her cheeks turning rosy red.  


  
She blushes more than anyone else I’ve ever known. 



   The two of them were both dressed for travelling. Julia had on a form fitting purple sweater, her large breasts accented by the straps of her heavy pack, tight jeans that showed off every curve, and a well-worn pair of hiking boots. Harry took a step closer to her, grinning as he shifted the weight of his own pack. 


   “Come on, tell me,” he said. “It wasn’t anything weird, was it?” 


   “He wished us luck on our adventure,” said Julia. “That’s all.” 


   She blushed even more deeply. Harry poked her in the ribs with his finger. 


   “There was more to it than that,” he said. 


   Julia sighed and rolled her eyes at him. 


   “He just had the wrong idea about us,” said Julia. “He made a joke. A… sexual one.” 


   “Oh.” 


   Harry cringed, silently chastising himself for not taking the hint and letting it drop. He was 19, and Julia was 33, though the difference in age was hardly the only thing that would make a sex joke about them weird. 


   Julia had been the closest thing to a mother that Harry had ever had. She’d been Harry’s dad’s best friend when he’d been alive, and after he’d passed, she’d taken Harry in and raised him practically as her own. 


   An awkward silence hung on the air between them, and Harry understood all too well where it came from. Things had been charged between him and Julia, for the past week. They’d left on their trip to Argentina only a few days after he’d first suggested it, leaving them with no time to address the elephant in the room. 


  
It’s not like I’m in love with her, or anything. I just see her as an available woman, occasionally. By accident, really.



   “We should… probably start walking,” said Julia. “The truck driver said that the town was only a mile or so further.” 


   “But the road ends here?” asked Harry. “That’s a little weird.” 


   “Karachamoa is a pretty remote little village,” said Julia. “I doubt that there are a lot of people coming to it. Or coming from it, for that matter.” 


   Harry nodded, and fell into step beside her. Julia pulled out her camera. It was late in the evening, and the area around them was heavily forested outside of the road. The sun did interesting things with the shadows, peeking through the trees in places. 


   “Thanks again,” he said, in serious tone. “After what happened with that loser Greg, I didn’t see a way forward for me with this trip.” 


   Julia smiled at him, meeting his eye for a second before quickly snapping another photo, this time of his face. 


   “He’s a dick, but at least he made things easy for us,” she said. “By making such a stew about it on twitter, he essentially guaranteed that we’d have to fund it ourselves.” 


   “And how does that make it easy for us?” 


   Julia let out a single, amused chuckle. She leaned back, holding her camera behind her and inadvertently pushing her breasts out. 


   “I used to joke with your father about how the only true adventures we ever went on were the ones without sponsors or fundraising,” she said. “When it’s your own resources and time that you’re using, you get to make your own rules. We can do whatever we want on this trip, Harry.” 


  
Getting to do whatever I want… with Julia.



   They looked at each other. The tension returned, emerging from hibernation like a slumbering bear in the spring. Harry had originally wanted to make the journey, a trip up Mt. Kakano, the first mountain his father had ever climbed, on his own. But having Julia there with him was better than it ever would have been solo. Having Julia there made things feel exciting, and perhaps a little dangerous. 


   “There,” said Julia. “Up ahead. We should probably focus on smiling and looking friendly. Let me do the talking.” 


   “I don’t speak Spanish, Julia,” said Harry. “Obviously, I’ll let you do the talking.” 


   She batted him playfully on the shoulder, and the two of them walked out of the forest and into the village. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 2 


     


   Karachamoa felt like a holy place, deserving of religious significance even if it didn’t technically have any. It was a small village of perhaps a thousand residents, built on a huge hill in the middle of a bowl-shaped valley, surrounded by some of the largest mountains in the western hemisphere. 


   The houses were mud brick with thatched roofs. There didn’t appear to be much modern technology that Harry could see, outside of a few dirt bikes parked against a building at the edge of the village. People carried bowls, fruits, and vegetables through the street, finishing up the day’s work.  


   Harry and Julia immediately began to draw attention to themselves. Julia was far better at relaxing under the circumstances than he was. He felt paranoid, as though he’d stepped into a movie where anything was possible, like there was a nonzero chance that they wouldn’t make it through the next few minutes without being stabbed through by wooden spears. 


  
I’m not sure just how farfetched that idea really is…



   “Uh, you said that you’d already set us up a room in advance?” asked Harry. 


   “I did.” Julia’s footsteps slowed, and she frowned at him. “It’s just hard to tell which building is which.” 


   She led Harry over to a shirtless, broad shouldered man. Like everyone in the village, he had tanned skin, and was in rather nice shape. Julia asked him something in Spanish. The man grinned at her as he replied. 


   “Okay,” she said, turning back to Harry. “It should be this one over here. It’s weird, though…” 


   “What’s weird?” 


   “He seemed to think that it was funny that we’d want to stay here,” said Julia. “I hate to say this, but I’m glad we’re just passing through on our way to Kakano.” 


   “Yeah, same here,” said Harry. He could still feel the eyes of the villagers on them. It was a little unsettling, and made him hyper aware of himself and Julia. 


   She led him to a larger building near the center of the village. It had a wooden roof, and looked to be constructed more solidly than most of the other huts. Julia walked up to the door and gently knocked on it.  


   It opened after a couple of seconds, and a woman ushered them inside, smiling broadly. The room on the other side was like a rustic hotel lobby, with one major, glaring difference. There were scantily dressed women, at least a half dozen, hanging out and watching Harry and Julia as they entered. 


   “This is where we’re staying tonight?” asked Harry. 


   Julia asked the woman who’d let them in a question in Spanish. The woman responded, making an odd gesture with her hand. Julia shook her head and asked something else, and the woman laughed. 


   “Julia?” asked Harry. “What is it?” 


   Julia rubbed her temples and took a slow breath. 


   “This was the only place in town that seemed like it would open to foreigners,” said Julia. “I must have… misinterpreted their description of it.” 


   The room smelled of sex. The women were staring, and the most attractive one of the bunch, slowly started making her way toward Harry. She looked to be about his age, and wore a tiny dress that exposed so much cleavage that he could see hints of areola poking out the top. 


  
Jesus Christ, this is a brothel!



   “We can’t stay here,” said Harry. “We’ll have to figure something else out.” 


   “I already paid for the room in advance, Harry,” said Julia. “The owner understands that there was a mix-up, but she says that we’ll still have food and a bed for the night.” 


   A low moan came from behind one of the curtained doors down the hallway, followed by a passionate cry, and the sounds of bodies slapping together. Harry felt disgusted at himself for finding it arousing. It was hard to focus, and blood rushed down to his cock with urgent intensity. 


   The attractive girl was moving in closer. She stepped right up to Harry, letting her breasts push against his shoulder and whispering something in his ear. He smiled, shook his head, and tried to pull back from her, but her hand was already on his crotch, and she started planting hot, electric kisses on his neck. 


   “Uh, Julia?” he said, glancing over his shoulder at where she’d been standing. 


   Julia was standing in between two muscular men, patrons of the brothel. One of them was talking to her in Spanish, or more accurately, propositioning her. Julia looked flattered, and she was taking it in good enough humor. One of the men put an arm around her, his fingers drawing up within an inch of her breast. 


   “Julia,” said Harry. The attractive girl was teasing her fingers into the front of Harry’s waistband. She was whispering something in his ear, her words hot and seductive. Harry let out a low moan as her hand went deeper, one of her fingers prodding his hard erection. 


   One of the men was taking similar liberties with Julia. He’d pulled her into him from behind and was grinding his crotch against her butt. He was still speaking to her in Spanish, and while it seemed like Julia was trying to correct the situation, she wasn’t rushing to do it. 


  
They think she’s a new escort here. Why isn’t she doing more to stop them?



   The man let his hands slide up to her breasts, helping himself to a grope of her ample bust through Julia’s sweater. Her face turned deep crimson as he whispered something else in the ear. Harry tried to walk over to her, but the girl against him had her hand around his cock, and quite literally held him in place with it. 


   The situation was about to explode into something out of control when the woman who’d first let them in walked back into the room. She said something loudly in Spanish, and instantly the two men pulled away from Julia, both of them looking horrified. The attractive girl took a little longer to disengage from Harry, and he felt oddly disappointed when she finally did. 


   The woman walked over to Harry and Julia, bowing slightly as she offered her apologies in her native language. Julia laughed nervously and replied in Spanish. The woman nodded to them, and then gestured for them to follow her deeper into the brothel. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 3 


     


   “We could just set up our tent,” said Harry. “Wouldn’t that be the, uh, safer option?” 


   “I’ve already paid for the room,” said Julia. “I told you. And plus, I need photos to sell. This place is a goldmine.” 


   “Seriously?” Harry frowned at her, listening to the sounds of hard fucking as they passed by a curtained, occupied room. “Given where we are, Julia, I think the photos you’re going to take are going to be a little explicit.” 


   Julia rolled her eyes at him. 


   “I’m talking about documenting the human story, not the sex,” she said. “Get your head out of the gutter, young man.” 


  
After the way the denizens of this place welcomed us in, it’s a little hard to.



   The owner of the brothel stopped outside a room at the end of the hallway. It was a proper room, with a door instead of a curtain. She opened it, smiling at them and gesturing them inside. 


   There was a bed, an open door in the back leading to a private bathroom with modern plumbing, and a small CRT TV. Compared to everything else Harry had seen of the village, it was practically cutting edge. Julia said something to the woman in Spanish, and she left the room, leaving the two of them alone. 


   “Uh, Julia,” said Harry. 


   She looked at him, her expression slightly annoyed. 


   “What?” she asked, with a sigh. 


   “There’s only one bed,” he said, feeling the need to state the obvious. “And it barely looks like it can fit both of us.” 


   Julia shook her head slowly. 


   “It will be fine,” said Julia. “It wouldn’t have been any different if we’d gotten a room at a hostel. People in this part of the world are comfortable sharing beds with their family members.” 


  
Most family members don’t have the kind of chemistry that Julia and I have…



   Harry shrugged. 


   “Alright,” he said. “If you’re comfortable with it.” 


   “Why wouldn’t I be?” asked Julia. 


   From somewhere down the hall came the sound of a woman letting out a passionate, climactic cry. Harry kept his eyes on Julia, feeling like there was something very dangerous in the air between them. He tried to shake off the sensation and took a seat on the bed, unshouldering his pack and relaxing for the first time since the truck ride. 


   “Alright, this isn’t exactly how I saw this trip going,” said Julia. She walked over and took a seat on the bed next to him. “But… we can make the best of it, can’t we? I know how badly you want to climb this mountain, Harry. Nothing’s really changed just because we’ve run into… a few unconventional issues.” 


   She put her hand on Harry’s knee, and an electric shiver ran up his leg. They’d spent close to twenty hours on planes and in airports, with several layovers on the way, just to immediately take a bus as soon as they were back on the ground. It had been a full day since he’d gotten more than a few hours of sleep, and a bed was a bed. 


   “You’re right,” said Harry. “As always.” 


   “Thank you for noticing,” said Julia. “Now… I’m going to see how well that shower in our bathroom works. Rosa, the owner, said she’d bring us some food in a little while. Let’s relax, rest, and get ready to head out in the morning.” 


   “We still have to pick up the climbing permits from the town office,” said Harry. 


   Julia nodded. 


   “That shouldn’t be a problem, though,” she said, squeezing his knee. She stood up, yawning as she walked over to the bathroom and disappeared through the door. “Just, uh… one more thing.” 


   Harry raised an eyebrow, a little thrown off by her tone. 


   “What is it?” 


   Julia frowned, folding her arms over her breasts. Her expression was protective, and slightly possessive. 


   “Don’t go wandering around this place while I’m in the shower,” she said. “Just stay right here. And don’t open the door for anyone but Rosa.” 


   Harry rolled his eyes. 


   “Seriously?” he asked. “Are you afraid I’m going to hook up with an Argentinian prostitute?” 


   Julia’s expression didn’t change. 


   “Promise me,” she said, sternly. 


   “I promise, Julia,” he said, with a sigh. 


  
I wouldn’t have done anything, anyway. I mean, maybe if that girl from before showed up at the door, but otherwise…



   Julia closed the bathroom door, and Harry sprawled out on top of the sheets, kicking his climbing boots off. His phone was in his pocket, and he was surprised to see that he had a new message waiting for him, along with cell coverage. 


  
VIVIAN: Hey.



  




  

   


   CHAPTER 4 


     


   Julia had made it very clear to Harry at the start of their trip that both of their phones were to be used sparingly. They had a portable charger, but battery life would still be a concern, even if they’d more than likely being relying on their two-way radio, rather than phones, in an emergency. Harry had to think for a moment before deciding whether to text Vivian back. 


  
HARRY: Hey. Holding down the fort?



   Vivian was Julia’s new maid, as of about a week ago. From the time she’d entered the household, the tension and drama between her and Harry had been explosive. The two had fooled around with each other, as horny teenagers do, behind the back of a disapproving Julia. 


   Harry was expecting a rundown of how bored Vivian was. He was a little surprised when a minute or two went by without a response from her. And, when it finally came, it was a photo, rather than a message. 


   Vivian had taken a selfie lying on a bed. On his bed, more specifically. She was wearing a tiny black and red lingerie camisole, along with matching panties. She was biting her lip, and one hand was stretched out over the silk fabric covering her crotch. 


  
VIVIAN: Guess whose closet I found this outfit in?



   Harry scowled at the screen, even as his cock began to harden at the sight of her. Vivian had developed a bad habit of wearing Julia’s clothing. Vivian knew about Harry’s unwanted attraction to her, and alternated between rubbing it in his face and threatening to tell Julia if he didn’t go along with one of her schemes. 


  
HARRY: You should take that off.



   He sent the message before taking the time to consider the phrasing. Vivian’s response was, as expected, another photo. In this one, she’d ditched the camisole, leaving her breasts covered only by one arm across her chest. Her blonde hair covered one eye, and her panties were pulled down an inch or so, revealing a neatly trimmed landing strip of pubic hair. 


  
VIVIAN: Do you want to see more?



   Harry rolled his eyes. He did want to see more, but, he wasn’t about to tell her that. His cock was hard in his pants, and he spent a few seconds flipping between the first photo and the second. 


  
VIVIAN: I want to see your cock. Right now.



   He glanced at the door to the bathroom. He could hear the shower running, so it was obvious that Julia would be busy for another minute or two. Still, it was a horrible idea. He decided that there were just too many ways for it to go wrong. And he wasn’t exactly enamored by the idea of sending a dick pic to Vivian, who could probably find a way to hold it over him if she wanted. 


  
HARRY: Not happening.



  
VIVIAN: Let me see it, or I’ll text Julia.



   She didn’t need to specify what she’d text Julia about. Harry could fill in the gaps of the threat without much trouble. She would text Julia, revealing the photos Harry had kept under his bed, exposing his illicit attraction to the woman who had raised him. 


  
That’s not something I can let happen.



   Vivian sent another photo. She’d pulled her panties down a little further, and taken the photo from an angle that exposed one of her nipples through her hand. Ideas swam through Harry’s head, namely, how much fun it would be if he was there with her, right then. He scowled at the bathroom door and unzipped his jeans, pulling his boxers down and freeing his shaft. 


   Praying to god that he could trust Vivian to keep the picture secret, he brought up his camera app and aimed his phone down at his cock. He held it in one hand, shifting it a bit to get the most favorable angle, and then reached for the button. 


   The door opened at the worst possible time, and it wasn’t the door Harry had been worried about. Rosa, the attractive, older owner of the brothel stood in the hallway, holding a tray with two plates of food on it. She slowly walked into her room, her eyes fixated on Harry’s cock with a strange intensity. 


   Rosa was good looking, though in a nonconventional sense. She had dark brown hair, a very pretty face and large breasts, and a nice body, though it was clear that she’d put on a few pounds since her younger years. She was around 40 years old, and still attractive enough to catch the eye of any man. 


   Unfortunately, she’d caught Harry in the act of taking a dick pic, and he felt more ashamed of himself than he ever had before in his life. He frantically tried to pull one of the sheets over his aroused member, but they were tucked in the bed, and he had to settle for using just his hands, blushing and avoiding Rosa’s gaze. 


   “I am so sorry!” said Harry. “I wasn’t expecting, I mean, you didn’t knock, and…” 


   Rosa sat down on the bed next to him. Harry blinked in surprise as she reached out, pulling his hands off his crotch and flashing a devious smile. 


   “You pay… for best room,” said Rosa, in deeply accented English. “You get… best treatment.” 


   Harry’s jaw dropped open as he felt the older woman’s hand close around his cock and slowly begin to stroke. He fell back against the bed, pushing his head against the pillows and looking down at her in shock. 


  
This is even worse of a thing for Julia to walk in on! I need to get her out of here, and I…



   His thoughts trailed off as Rosa’s hand worked its magic. She knew exactly how to give a hand job, her fingers caressing and prodding sensitive spots Harry hadn’t known his hard penis even had. She looked like she could be a housewife, or a teacher at his old high school. But she was a professional when it came to pleasing a man, even if perhaps a retired one. 


   “Oh…” moaned Harry. A pearl of precum had manifested on the tip of his cock. He watched as Rosa slowly licked her lips and then brought her mouth in closer. 


   She held eye contact with him as she licked the tip of his cock, letting her tongue lap across it with lewd movements. Harry moaned again, his fingers tightening against the sheets. Rosa brought her mouth down on his erection and began sucking with forceful, deliberate slurps. 


   “Jesus… Christ…” he moaned. There was nothing else in his limited sexual experience that could compare to it. Rosa brought her lips all the way down the length of his cock each time her head bobbed down, her tongue running across the underside of his shaft like a wiper on a windshield. 


   She was professional, almost mechanical about it, except for the tiny, pleased noises she made in response to his reactions. She sucked him off with quick motions, her head bobbing faster and faster, lips making an airtight seal. She sucked him off as though she needed to swallow his cum to make it through the rest of the day, like an addict chasing her fix.  


   The sound of it was as much of a turn on as anything could be. Rosa’s tight, wet mouth made disgustingly hot noises as she moved her lips along his shaft. There were other people having sex elsewhere within the brothel, and it all combined to create a dirty chorus of illicit sound. 


   “Julia’s… going to be out soon,” whispered Harry. He couldn’t tell if Rosa had understood him or not. From the bathroom, he heard the shower’s flow cut off abruptly. 


  
I’m going to cum soon if she doesn’t stop!



   “Rosa!” whispered Harry. She flicked her eyes up at him, the horniness and arousal clear in her expression. She didn’t stop sucking, didn’t relax the tight, wet seal around his shaft. In fact, she began putting even more energy into it. 


   Harry groaned. The woman had picked the best, or worst, moment to offer up the usage of her mouth. He couldn’t make himself make her stop. It felt too fucking good, and Vivian’s photos had primed him for the encounter. He groaned, trying to push her mouth back as his cock began to explode. 


   “Do you need to use the shower, Harry?” asked Julia. “There should still be some hot water…?” 


   She trailed off as she walked out into the main bedroom, her eyes taking in the sight of their host sucking off Harry, swallowing his load with her dirty, slutty mouth. Harry closed his eyes, unable to face her. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 5 


     


   “You pay… for best room?” said Rosa, in her broken, accented English. Julia was glaring at the woman openly. She said something in Spanish, her voice quivering with anger. Rosa’s face turned beet red, and she bowed her head to Julia before fleeing the room. 


   A silent moment passed. Harry fumbled for his boxers, pulling them into place. He felt more embarrassed than he ever had before in his life. Julia’s expression was filled with so much anger that he almost didn’t recognize her. 


   “Are you out of your mind?” asked Julia. “Have you completely lost it? I cannot believe what I just saw you doing!” 


   Harry held up a hand, trying to find the right words to defend himself with. 


   “Hey, it wasn’t really my fault,” he said. “She walked in on me and just started…” 


  
She just started sucking my cock. Without any questions. I suppose that’s what she’s learned to do from owning and operating a place like this.



   “She walked in on you…” repeated Julia. “And what, exactly, did she walk in on you doing?” 


   Harry glanced over at his phone on the bed, only realizing that it was a mistake a second too late. Julia had it in her hand before he could reach for it. Harry cursed himself for not setting a passcode as she swiped through the unlock screen, her eyes widening at the last photo Vivian had sent him. 


   “You’re sexting…” said Julia, in a quiet voice. “With my maid?” 


   “Nobody really calls it that,” muttered Harry. 


   “Harry!”  


   Harry sighed in defeat, shaking his head. 


   “Look, I’m sorry,” he said. “This is a ridiculous situation that got out of hand in every way possible. Vivian was texting me photos. I was in a dumb mood, and then… Rosa walked in. And she kind of got the wrong idea.” 


   Harry frowned. Julia was tapping on his phone and had stopped listening to him. 


   “What are you doing?” he asked. 


   “Letting her know that if I catch her taking nude photos in my house again, she’s getting fired,” said Julia. 


   Harry cringed. It was bad enough to have Julia walk in on him. Having her confiscate his phone and then use it to text a reprimand to Vivian only cemented the embarrassment into the experience. He would never be able to forgive himself. 


  
And Julia is never going to forgive me, either. Or see me as anything other than a horny little boy.



   “There.” Julia tossed his phone onto the bed next to him once she’d finished. “Now, let’s eat, and move on. You’ll have to live with your own shame as your punishment, because there isn’t much I can do beyond that.” 


   “I’m sorry, Julia,” said Harry. “It was stupid. It won’t happen again.” 


   He felt odd apologizing, primarily because he wasn’t entirely sure what the apology was for. Julia had walked in on him in a compromising situation, sure. And he had been texting back and forth with Vivian and looking at her photos. But he was nineteen years old, and she was there in the capacity of a photographer. Did she really have any right to be mad? 


   Judging from her expression, Julia wasn’t entirely sure of the nature of her own feelings, either. She watched Harry for a second, her eyes recognizing something familiar in him. It was the same look she gave him whenever she talked about his father. 


   “It’s okay,” said Julia. “For both our sakes, let’s just try to pretend like that never happened.” 


   “Agreed,” said Harry. He felt an odd wave of arousal pass over him, and knew that neither of them would manage to forget about the incident completely. 


   It seemed like Julia was taking her own advice and just letting it drop, until Harry saw the curious look in her eyes. 


   “Are you and Vivian…?” She trailed off, frowning as though reconsidering the question. “Is she your girlfriend, Harry? Officially?” 


   Harry raised an eyebrow. 


   “I… really don’t know,” he said. It was the truth. He and Vivian hadn’t spoken much about what they were “supposed” to be. They had strong chemistry, and certainly had a lot of fun sneaking around the house with their trysts. But to call her his girlfriend? 


   Another question came to mind that Harry could get an immediate answer to. He looked at Julia seriously, getting a sense of her emotions. She looked a little jealous. 


   “Why does it matter to you if Vivian is my girlfriend, Julia?” he asked. 


   “What?” Julia’s face reddened slightly, and she shook her head. “It doesn’t. I was just asking.” 


   They both stayed like that for nearly a full minute, letting the silence and tension hang until it became unbearable. It was as though Julia expected him to probe further, to start asking about how she really felt, or alternatively, for Harry to start revealing his own emotions. 


  
Are either of us ready for that? Would there be any coming back from it?



   “The food is getting cold,” said Harry. “Well, assuming it was ever warm to begin with.” 


   Dinner was a simple combination of ground beef mixed with rice and vegetables, with a thin circle of bread on the side, almost like a tortilla. Harry tried to lighten the mood as they ate, bringing up details of the climb and where they could camp during the initial hike. Julia seemed reserved, still affected from the incident. 


   “Well,” said Harry, as they finished. “We should probably get some sleep.” 


   “You should take a shower first,” said Julia. “There’s no telling when you’ll next be able to get one.” 


   “Right.” Harry passed his plate to her. He found it impressive that Julia still stuck to her habits as the head of the household on the trip, handling the cleaning duties even if it only involved bringing the dirty dishes out for someone else to wash. 


   They could only carry so many changes of clothes with them, so all Harry needed for a “clean” outfit was a pair of fresh socks and new underwear. He grabbed his phone from where Julia had set it down while she was out of the room, taking it to the bathroom with him to see how bad she’d made things for him with Vivian. 


   The text Julia had sent using her phone was short and terse, basically telling Vivian to stop seducing Harry or he was fired. He smiled at the straightforwardness of it, though doubted that Vivian, of all people, would listen. It also seemed out of character for Julia, both as a woman and as Vivian’s boss. She was usually the last person to butt into other people’s business. 


  
HARRY: Sorry about that. You still there?



   Harry fiddled with the shower knobs and waited for the hot water. A couple of seconds later, he had a reply. 


  
VIVIAN: Your mommy is going to beat me up if I keep texting you.



  
HARRY: Oh, shut up. She caught me in a compromising situation.



   The water was just about ready. Harry waited instead of jumping right in. 


  
VIVIAN: She made her point clear enough.



   Harry frowned. Vivian was usually strong willed, stubborn, and borderline contrarian when it came to authority. He tapped out his response and sent it. 


  
HARRY: It’s not her point to make. She’s being overprotective, and thinks it’s for both of our sakes.



  
VIVIAN: She can do whatever she wants. And so can I.



   Harry didn’t really like the sound of that. 


  
HARRY: Are you planning on doing something stupid?



   He waited, wondering how long the hot water would last. 


  
VIVIAN: I’m throwing a party tonight, Harry.



   Along with her message, this time Vivian sent another selfie. She’d done her makeup and changed into a casual outfit that still barely covered anything. She wore a tiny red crop top that left most of her smooth stomach exposed, along with a black leather dress that barely covered her butt. 


  
HARRY: That’s not a good idea. If Julia finds out…



  
VIVIAN: She won’t, if you don’t tell her. And I need to have some fun.



   Harry felt a stab of jealousy at that. He wasn’t sure if it was appropriate or not, but the mental image of Vivian at a party, dressed like she was in the photo, drinking and with other young women and men, late at night… It seemed like a recipe for disaster. 


  
HARRY: And just what kind of fun are you planning on having?



   He asked the question before taking the time to consider whether it was something he should care about. It was just as he’d said to Julia. He had no idea what he and Vivian were. 


   He waited for her to text him back. And waited.  


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 6 


     


   It became clear enough to Harry that the conversation was over at a certain point. He climbed into the shower, the water now only lukewarm, and washed himself off. He did his utmost to keep from picturing Vivian sandwiched between two guys, being felt up and possibly fingered. 


  
Just another reason why I should never have gotten involved with her. She’s volatile.



   Julia had turned off the over light, leaving only the tiny bedside lamp to illuminate the room. She was in bed already, covered up to the neck by the blankets, and smiled as she saw him walking over. 


   “Ready for bed?” she asked. 


   Harry shrugged. 


   “I guess,” he said. 


   Julia frowned and sat up. It was only then that Harry realized what he should have already guessed at. She hadn’t brought any special sleeping clothes with her. She wore only a t-shirt and panties. He felt a flash of excitement across his lower half, and willed himself to push it aside. 


   “Hey, what’s wrong?” she asked. “If it’s about before, we already decided to let that drop. And I meant it when I said that.” 


   “No, it’s not.” Harry sighed and walked around to his side of the bed. “It’s just… I’m starting to wonder what I’m supposed to be doing here.” 


   He sat down on the sheets. Julia reached over and put her hand on his shoulder. It felt soft and warm. 


   “Harry,” she said. “You’re here because this is what you want to do. It’s what you’ve always wanted to do. Isn’t that what you told me when we first talked about it?” 


   Harry nodded his head slowly. 


   “I guess.’ He lifted the sheets and slid underneath them. The bed was so small that there was no way for both of them to be on it without being in close proximity, almost pressed together. 


   “I remember when you were little,” said Julia. “Back before your father… I mean, back before you lived with me. You were maybe six or seven, and you’d run around town climbing to the top of every hill you could find.” 


   Harry smiled. He had only a few fragments of memories from that time, but Julia’s words brought them to the forefront. 


   “You wanted to be like your father, so badly,” said Julia. “And you’d always get to the top of each hill, and shout something out about how you could climb, too.” 


   “Is that what I’m doing now?” he asked, feeling a little sullen. “Just chasing that nostalgia?” 


   Julia shifted, pulling Harry into a soft hug. They were lying down in bed together, close enough for Harry to feel her soft breath on his neck. 


   “You can be as good as him,” said Julia. “You can be better, even. There’s nothing he did that’s off limits to you, Harry.” 


  
That’s a big statement.



   He didn’t say anything back to her. The sensation of her body against his was amazing, her big breasts soft against his chest. He could feel each breath she took, and share in the heat of her body. She was Julia, a goddess of a woman, someone he’d looked up to for his entire life. 


  
Oh, shit…



   Harry tried to slow his breathing as he felt his lower half taking his train of thought and running wild with it. He had an erection within seconds, and it poked into Julia’s crotch, brazen and unmissable. She kept hugging him for another couple of seconds and then cleared her throat. 


   “We should get to bed,” she whispered. 


   “Sure,” said Harry. 


   Julia reached over to the lamp and turned it off. She pulled the covers over herself, facing away from Harry. Without really thinking about it, he put his arm around her, spooning with her from behind. His cock was rock hard, and he couldn’t stop himself from deliberately pressing it into Julia’s butt. 


   “Harry…” Julia whispered. “Are you… comfortable like this?” 


   She shifted her butt slightly as she spoke, emphasizing the last word with the movement. Harry had to think for a second about how to answer her. 


   “Yeah,” he said. “Are you? Comfortable with this, I mean?” 


   He pushed his cock forward. She was wearing panties, and he only had on his boxers. It was practically no barrier at all against Harry’s hard arousal. If he wanted to, and if Julia would allow it, he could slip their underwear aside and push his cock into her in under a second. 


   “It’s going to be a little hard to sleep,” said Julia, carefully. “Like this.” 


  
Why does she have to be so cryptic? Why can’t she just come right out and say what she means?



   “I’ve hugged you like this before, Julia,” whispered Harry. 


   She was silent. Harry pushed his cock forward, grinding it into her. A tiny moan escaped Julia’s lips, and he felt her respond with a tiny push of her own. It took all of Harry’s willpower to keep from kissing her neck, or sliding his hands under her shirt and across her taut stomach. 


   “We won’t get much sleep if we aren’t both comfortable,” said Julia. 


   “That’s the last thing I want to do…” Harry shifted, letting his cock strain against his boxers and probe at her cunt through her panties. “Just let me know, either way.” 


   She made a tiny, stifled sound of pleasure and rubbed her hand on Harry’s thigh. Harry could feel wetness on his boxers, either from his precum, or perhaps from Julia’s arousal. 


  
Is she even aroused? Am I just imagining her reactions and using them to justify my own perversion?



   This was Julia, he reminded himself. This wasn’t slutty Vivian, spreading her legs for Harry and who knows who else at the drop of a hat. This was Julia, the woman who had practically raised him. She’d watched him grow up, encouraged him every step of the way. And now he was grinding himself into her as though she was a busty bar floozy he’d taken home for the night. 


   Julia shifted in bed, sliding herself up a little bit. Harry didn’t realize the danger with her movement until it was too late. His cock slid out of his boxers as soon as he was out of contact with her, pushing forward into what was in front of it: Julia’s thighs. 


   She stiffened, holding his cock there, trapped between her legs. Harry couldn’t tell if she was just ignoring the sensation, or if she really thought it was something other than what it was. The heat of her thighs was amazing, and he was already so turned on that it was nearly enough to set him off. 


   “Good night, Harry,” whispered Julia. 


   “…Good night, Julia,” he said, feeling more than a little unsure of what she intended. 


   He gently thrust forward, letting his cock grind into her thighs. Julia didn’t do anything. He pulled back, and then pushed forward again, and again. She took slow, regular breaths, saying nothing, not reacting in the slightest. 


   Harry was too aroused to stop once he got into the rhythm of thrusting. Julia, intentionally or not, had offered her thighs to him. He was going to take them. 


  
Is she even awake right now? Is she just humoring me, knowing that I’m too horny to go to sleep without getting at least something?



   Julia arched her back out slightly, letting out a slow breath. She was definitely awake, and Harry could tell from the way she was adjusting her body that she had no intention of letting him take things any further. 


   He felt her squeeze her thighs together as he pushed forward. Pleasure hit him in a sudden burst, along with a deep, itchy sense of shame. Julia was awake, and Harry sudden felt as though she was actively judging him for his raging hormones. 


   He let one of his hands run over her stomach, thrusting his cock against her thighs. She pushed her butt back into him, and it was hard to tell whether it was in response, or just to keep him from getting the right angle to get inside her properly. 


   Harry wanted to whisper something into her ear. He was torn between apologizing, and saying something dirty, something that would turn her on enough for things to go to the next level. He wanted her more than he’d ever wanted any woman before, and his lust was only further enflamed by the fact that at least once, he had previously had her. 


   Thinking about what had happened between them underneath Julia’s bed made Harry’s cock pulse with sexual lust. He kissed Julia’s shoulder, and then her neck. He thrust forward against Julia’s legs, the sound of his body meeting hers no different from the sound of hot, horny fucking. 


   And there were more sounds on the air than just the sound of them. The brothel was alive with activity, patrons getting their rocks off and having no qualms about being loud about it. What difference would it make to add another coupling to the mix? 


  
We’re in a whorehouse, for god sakes. Would it be so bad to take Julia, to fuck her, right here and now?



   The answer came to him almost immediately. Of course it would be. It would be the worst thing Harry had ever done. His arousal suddenly hit a wall against which it could go no further. He was treating Julia like an object, like a mindless sex doll, something for him to thrust into until he blew his load and either fell asleep or got bored. 


   Harry pulled back from her, his cock throbbing with disappointment. He couldn’t do it anymore, not to her. Julia, surprisingly, reacted, turning over and looking at him in the darkness of their room. 


   “Harry?” she whispered. “Are you okay?” 


   She reached her hand out under the sheets, patting his chest, his stomach, and then his erection. Her hand closed around it, and she stroked up and down with exploratory motions, as though trying to figure out what it was. 


  
She knows exactly what it is. And she knows exactly what she’s doing, even if she pretends like she doesn’t.



   The thought was too much for him. Harry groaned and felt cum explode out of his cock, pleasure surged through him in sudden, overwhelming bursts. Julia pulled her hand back immediately, and this time, he knew she wasn’t feigning anything. 


   “We should… get some sleep,” said Julia. 


   “Right.” Harry cringed at the mess he’d made, his orgasm slowly fading into a deep, dense shame. He went to the bathroom and got a towel. Julia didn’t mention it or ask any questions, and eventually, they both did manage to get some sleep. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 7 


     


   The situation between Harry and Julia felt normal the next morning, at least on the surface. Harry got dressed, while Julia accepted the breakfast the Rosa offered them and brought it back to their room. 


   They made small talk while they ate. They’d be heading out on the first day of their hike that morning, after getting another ride from someone in town to the edge of the forest that encircled Mt. Kakano. Harry was excited, but also a little nervous, though he felt confident enough in his abilities for them to get by. 


  
It won’t be until we start up the mountain that things will get interesting.



   “Harry?” asked Julia. “So, does that work for you?” 


   He’d tuned out of the conversation and missed the last thing she’d said. 


   “Sorry, what?” he said. 


   “We’ll both head out together,” said Julia. “I still need to stop by the town office to pick up the climbing permits. Can you wait for me somewhere outside?” 


   She emphasized the word outside, and after what had happened the last time Harry had been alone for more than a couple of minutes in the brothel, he could understand why. He nodded to her and finished the last bite of bacon on his plate. 


   The two of them made sure everything was in their packs and then headed out of the brothel. Rosa gave them a fond farewell, shooting a secretive smile at Harry that didn’t get by Julia. She was frowning as they walked out into the village. 


   “Which way?” asked Harry. 


   “Over there,” said Julia. “It shouldn’t take long. And Rosa found us a girl with a truck who can give us a ride across the last stretch to the forest.” 


   “Perfect,” said Harry. 


   He followed her over to another building on the edge of the village the stood out from the others. Julia went inside through the front door, and Harry spent a minute enjoying the fresh, fall air. It was warm, and the weather was perfect, with clear skies overhead and a light breeze. 


   The villagers moved about their work for the day, paying him less attention than they had the day before. Most of them seemed to have occupations that were segregated by gender, with women working small patches of crops and doing laundry, while men worked building new huts, or heading out into wilderness with fishing poles or hunting equipment. 


   Harry felt as though it was taking Julia longer than it should have to get the permits. He took out his phone, weighing his boredom against the need to preserve its battery. Against his better judgement, he sent a text to Vivian. 


  
HARRY: Hey.



   A couple of seconds went by. 


  
VIVIAN: Hey.



   Harry frowned, realizing that he wasn’t really sure what he wanted to say to her. He was still thinking about it when she texted him a follow up. 


  
VIVIAN: Did you fuck Julia last night?



   He cringed, glancing over his shoulder out of reflex, as though there was a real chance of someone reading over his shoulder. Harry rolled his eyes, knowing that Vivian was just trying to get under his skin. 


  
HARRY: No. Did you fuck some random dude at your party?



   He waited, feeling an odd mix of emotions. 


  
VIVIAN: There was no party. I read one of Julia’s romance novels and took care of myself. I’m a little impressed by her smutty taste in literature.



   Harry smiled. He thought about what to say back to her for half a minute before responding. 


  
HARRY: Show it to me when I get back. I had no idea that she read stuff like that.



  
VIVIAN: Are you looking forward to getting back?



   Harry considered it. 


  
HARRY: Yeah.



   A minute or so went by. It had been a while since Julia had gone into the office, and Harry felt a little suspicious of what was taking so long. 


  
VIVIAN: Cool.



   He figured that was as good of a place as any to leave the conversation with Vivian. He slid his phone into his pocket and headed through the door Julia had disappeared into. 


   The interior of the office was cleaner and more upscale than anything else Harry had seen in the village. The décor was only on his mind for a moment as he caught sight of Julia, her back against one of the walls of the room, with a man standing in very close to her. 


   Harry recognized him. It was one of the same men from the brothel the night before. He was speaking to Julia in Spanish in a low tone. She was smiling, and there was something vaguely flirtatious in her expression, until she glanced over and saw Harry standing there. 


   “Oh!” she said, surprised. “Hey, Harry. I’m just finishing up here. Can you wait outside a few more minutes?” 


   Her tone of voice made the hairs on the back of Harry’s neck prickle. He couldn’t quite place what his issue with the situation was, but he didn’t like leaving her alone with the man. 


  
She’s Julia. She’s intelligent, capable, confident… and incredibly sexy.



   “Is there some kind of an issue?” he asked. “It seems like it’s taking you a really long time.” 


   “I’m just… negotiating, with Miguel, here,” said Julia. “Just a couple of more minutes. Maybe ten, and we’ll save a lot of money.” 


   “Ten minutes?” Harry raised an eyebrow at him. Julia’s eyes were begging for his trust, and so he gave it to her, nodding slowly and then exiting out through the door. 


   It was close to twenty minutes later when Julia finally left the office. Miguel walked her out, and gave her a knowing smile and a nod before heading back inside. Harry felt a ridiculous surge of unexplainable anger. He wanted to head back into the building and punch the man in the face, and he knew how ridiculous and inappropriate of a reaction it was. 


   “What happened in there?” asked Harry. 


   “What do you mean?” asked Julia. 


   “I mean…” He frowned. “You said you were negotiating with him.” 


   “And I was,” said Julia. “I got the permits for half of the normal price.” 


   She walked ahead of him, not making eye contact and clearly done with his line of questioning. Harry scowled and decided to let it drop, at least for the time being. 


  
I’m just being weird and jealous. There’s no way she would do anything crazy… right?



   He followed Julia to the edge of the village, where a teenage girl wearing a grey long sleeve shirt and overalls beckoned them over. She stood next to dirty white truck, and waved a hand at the back of it. 


   “You can put your belongings back here,” she said. “Only small amount of space upfront.” 


   Harry smiled. 


   “You can speak English?” he said. “Finally, I don’t have to feel like I’m being left out of the conversation.” 


   The girl grinned at him. 


   “Thank you,” she said. “My name is Gaby.” 


   “Harry,” he replied, shaking her hand. “And this is Julia, my, uh…” 


   “I’m his photographer,” said Julia. 


   Harry shrugged. It seemed almost like she was sidestepping the question by characterizing their relationship that way, but it was a better answer than he’d have come up with. What introduction could he have given that would have done it justice, rather than leading to more questions? 


   “And you need a ride to the Kakano Preserve, correct?” said Gaby. “Rosa said you could pay with American dollars?” 


   “That’s correct,” said Julia. She fished some money out of her wallet and passed it to the girl. Gaby’s reaction was enough to make Harry chuckle. 


   He walked over to the truck’s passenger door and started to pull himself inside. What Gaby had said about there being limited space upfront was an understatement. A custom center console took up what had originally been a middle seat, and Harry couldn’t see anyway for both him and Julia to fit easily. 


   “You don’t mind sitting on his lap, do you?” Gaby asked Julia. 


   Julia hesitated, her expression turning frustrated for a moment. 


   “If it’s the only way.” She smiled at Harry. “Just don’t start complaining about being uncomfortable.” 


   “I could never,” said Harry. “You’re pretty small, Julia. And it’s not a long drive, anyway.” 


   “About thirty minutes,” said Gaby. 


   Harry shrugged and patted his lap. Julia carefully climbed into the truck and lowered herself down. It wasn’t until her butt made contact with his crotch that he stopped to consider just how long thirty minutes would be. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 8 


     


   Harry immediately realized exactly how hard enduring Julia’s perfect body, balanced on his shaft and crotch, was going to be. He was already having a difficult time keeping both his emotions and physical attraction to her in check. Having her on his lap was like placing a treat on a hungry dog’s nose. 


   Harry spent the first few minutes focusing on his breathing. He tried to cycle his thoughts, keeping his mind active and off the incredible sensation of Julia’s soft body and butt. It was a nearly impossible task. 


   “We’ve never been camping like this before,” said Julia. 


   “What?” he replied. 


   “With just you and me,” said Julia. “We went once with your school group before, but that was a different situation.” 


   She reached her hand down to rub his knee. Harry’s hands wandered to her waist. He was getting hard, and desperately wanted to shift her into a position where she wouldn’t feel it. There just wasn’t room in the truck for that to be a possibility, however. 


  
Does it really matter? She knows at this point that I have at least a physical attraction to her. She knows that I’m a horny young teenager…



   “Harry…” said Julia, shifting against his burgeoning erection. “Are you comfortable?” 


   “I’ll manage.” Harry pushed back against, keeping his breathing steady. His erection rubbed into her butt, hard, sending pleasure bursting up his rod. Julia tensed slightly, clearly having felt it. 


   “The two of you have good taste!” said Gaby, their driver. “The area is beautiful around this time of the year. And so remote.” 


   “I’ve been interested in it for a while,” said Harry, shifting again, his cock hard against Julia’s butt and thighs. “But I never had a chance to go for it, before now.” 


   “It’s also very romantic…” said Gaby. “Or at least, that’s what my boyfriend says. I think he likes it because we can be as loud as we want, and not have to worry about anyone overhearing.” 


   She flashed a knowing smile at Julia, who blushed in response. 


   “Oh, he’s not-” 


   “Are there any spots in particular you recommend?” asked Harry, cutting Julia off intentionally. For some reason, he wanted Gaby’s misunderstanding to go on for a little longer. It made Julia squirm on top of his hard, sensitive rod. And it made him feel as though someday, perhaps it could actually be possible. 


  
Me and Julia, together. Yeah… it’s probably never happening.



   “There’s a river on the way to the mountain,” said Gaby. “It’s a beautiful spot. Me and my boyfriend would play dirty with each other, wash off in the water, and then do it again. Wash, rinse, repeat, get it?” 


   Harry’s hand was sliding further up Julia’s stomach. He was moving deliberately now, slowly pushing his hips up and pulling Julia down. The bumpy road did a large share of the work for him. His cock vibrated with pleasure as they hit each bump. 


   “Oh, I get it,” said Harry. “That’s dirty, Gaby.” 


   She smiled, her English just under the point where she could sense the other intention of Harry’s words. Julia was biting her lip. She looked like a woman in the process of exercising every bit of self-control that she had. 


   “Remember what I said about boundaries, Harry,” she whispered. “There is a boundary between you and me. We have to… maintain it.” 


   “I’m maintaining something right now, Julia.” Harry flexed his cock up against her pussy through their clothing. “And I can’t really do much to help it.” 


   Julia squeezed his knee. 


   “Just try to think safe thoughts,” she whispered. “Remember that I’m not just some random woman. Think about what that means, for this, and for us.” 


   Harry let his hand slide even further up, groping at the bottom edge of her breast. 


  
I am thinking about it. And it’s exactly what is making me so hard.



   “Is America as sexy of a place as they make it seem on TV?” asked Gaby. “They make it look like everybody is just having fun and having sex all the time…” 


   “It’s a… normal enough place,” said Julia. She was feeling the heat too, now. Harry could tell from the tone of her voice and her cadence. She was very nearly as turned on as he was by the predicament of their close contact. 


   “But all the sex…” said Gaby. “The village is very uptight about young people and sex. Like… how often do the two of you have sex?” 


   Julia’s mouth dropped open at the brusqueness of the misplaced question. Harry took advantage of her moment of shock, pulling her into him and very nearly kissing the nape of her neck. 


   “That’s a good question,” he said. “Julia? Do you want to explain it to her?” 


   “We… don’t have a relationship like that,” said Julia, as Harry pushed his hard cock into her butt. “We’re very close. But not like that.” 


   “Oh!” said Gaby. “Oh, I’m so sorry. Geez, this must be even harder for you, then. Riding like that. Don’t worry, we’re almost-” 


   The truck went over a huge bump. Julia bounced a couple of inches in the air. Harry kept hold of her, pulling her forcefully down into his lap. He saw her breasts bounce up and down a few times in the side view mirror. His erection was in an even more dangerous place now, practically knocking on the door of her tight, hot hole. 


   “This next section is really bumpy!” said Gaby. 


   The truck began speeding over a series of small, vibrating bumps. Julia bounced and moved on his lap, the motion of the truck grinding her into him as though it wanted something to happen. 


   “Oh…” Julia was blushing and taking deep, quivering breaths. “Oh, wow! It’s… really bumpy.” 


   “Is it too much for you, Julia?” whispered Harry. “Should we stop and take a break?” 


   He let his hand slide up her thigh. Julia let out a shaky breath and shook her head. Slowly, Harry continued thrusting up against her, keeping her tight against his lap and taking advantage of the truck’s bouncing. 


   Gaby was talking about America again, but neither of them were listening. Harry was insanely aroused and on the verge of losing his cool, but he could tell that the experience was even more intense for Julia. 


   “Harry!” she whispered. “You’re… You’re going to…” 


   “Just relax, Julia,” he whispered. “We’ll get to our destination, soon.” 


   He let his hand slide further up her leg. Julia took a sharp breath, and then lost it as Harry palmed her crotch through her jeans. 


   The truck bounced over another patch of rough road just as she began to quiver and explode. Harry felt her sliding and moving in his lap, the pleasure of an orgasm taking control of her body and blasting sensations into the core of her being. 


  
I just made Julia cum… with a little bit of help.



   For some reason, it wasn’t the satisfying conquest Harry had always imagined it would be. He felt bad for her and a little guilty. He could see Julia’s face in the side view mirror, the shame and embarrassment in her expression. Her eyes were closed, and after a second or two, she ran her hand back through her hair and blinked them open. 


   “It’s right up here!” Gaby pulled the truck onto a small flat section off the road and put it into park. “You should be all set. You’ll want to head west if Mt. Kakano is your destination.” 


   Julia was still reeling from what had just happened. She swallowed and nodded, pushing back against Harry as though her body was rebelling and trying to keep her there. He let his hardness thrust up against her butt one last time, and then Julia opened the door and hopped down. 


   “Thanks for the ride,” said Harry. 


   “No problem.” Gaby winked at him. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 9 


     


   “Harry, that was unacceptable!” 


   The two of them were standing and watching Gaby drive off in her truck. There were several trails for them to choose from to head through the dense, Argentinian forest toward the mountain. Birds chirped incessantly, and a gentle breeze ran through the trees, making the leaves rustle and dance. 


   “What?” Harry raised an eyebrow at her and did his best to look innocent. “What are you talking about?” 


   Julia glared at him, her face flushed with anger and something else. She didn’t look as though she wanted to let it drop that easily, but at the same time, Harry knew how reserved she was when it came to matters of a sexual nature. 


   “You know what,” she said quietly. “The boundary, Harry. You can’t just… cross over it like that.” 


   Harry took a step closer to her. They were about a foot or two apart, and the air between them seemed to pulse with heat and sexual magnetism. 


   “I’ll take responsibility for it, Julia,” said Harry. “Sure. I crossed over the line.” 


   She looked taken aback, as though she’d been fully expecting him to deny it after his first deflection. Julia nodded slowly and licked her lips, considering what his words meant. 


   “…Good,” she finally said. “And I’d like for you to respect that boundary in the future.” 


   Harry took another step closer to her. 


   “Of course,” he said. “We both will. Even if it’s hard. Even if something else happens. We’ll just have to work through it, together.” 


   He still had an erection from the ride in the truck, and he watched as Julia’s eyes flicked down to it. Was she thinking the same thing that he was? 


  
This would be so much simpler if we both just gave in to what our bodies seem to want.



   “I’m glad we’re both on the same page, then,” said Julia. Her eyes never left his as she spoke. The tension rocketed up to high enough levels to almost be unbearable in the seconds following, and Julia finally cleared her throat and glanced away. 


   Harry took a deep breath and forced himself to focus on the situation. He was finally there, at the start of the adventure he’d dreamt about for the past several years. The weather was perfect, and he had everything he needed inside his backpack. It was finally time for him to start down the same path his father had spent his life on. 


   “It’s so beautiful,” he said, absently. “I almost wish that I could live here.” 


   Julia set her hand on his shoulder and gave it an affectionate squeeze. Something moved in the bushes nearby, and a tiny forest shrew poked its head out from behind a leaf for an instant. 


   “When I was younger, I wanted to be a conservationist,” said Julia. “It’s how I got into photography in the beginning. I thought that if I could just photograph nature, document all of the amazing life out there, people would understand how important it is for us to preserve it.” 


   “Why didn’t you?” asked Harry. “I mean, if you don’t mind me asking…” 


   Julia smiled. 


   “It turned out to be easier to take photos of amazing people, rather than amazing animals,” she said. “I never had the patience to wait to get a shot of the really rare animals, the ones that needed protection the most.” 


   There was something a little sad in her voice. Harry reached out and took her hand, holding it between his for a moment. 


   “You should try to get a few photos of interesting animals on our climb,” he said. “Just because you aren’t officially a conservationist doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy nature.” 


   She smiled. 


   “You’re right.” 


   They stared at each other. Harry felt a nearly overwhelming urge to kiss her. 


  
She would stop me if I tried it. In her eyes, I’m still just a 12 year old boy.



   Julia lifted her camera and snapped a photo of him at point blank range. Harry winced at the flash, listening to her laugh as she started walking toward one of the trails. 


   “Come on,” she said. “This trail looks good, doesn’t it? And it leads due west.” 


   Harry frowned, still blinking neon blotches of light contrast out of his eyes. 


   “I know which one my dad took, and it wasn’t that one,” said Harry. “He went north first, at least according to the interview he gave to South Explorer’s Magazine.” 


   Julia shook her head at him, her smile somewhat patronizing. 


   “Your father never bothered with exact directions, or following a certain route,” she said. “He was a bit of a free spirit.” 


   Harry sighed. She was already heading down the trail that she’d picked, and he started walking after her. 


   “A free spirit?” he asked. “Is that why he never settled down and got married?” 


   He’d meant to ask the question gently, but it came out a little blunter than he’d intended. Harry had still been a kid when his father had died, and the way he usually talked with Julia about the man didn’t lend itself to direct questions. 


   “It’s… complicated,” said Julia. “Henry was a very passionate man, Harry.” 


   He could hear emotion in her voice, and it was confusing for him. His father had been dead for seven years. He’d known that Julia had loved him and been one of the closest people in his dad’s life. Did he really need or even want to know more than that? 


   “A passionate man as in… passionate about his work?” he asked. “Or passionate about, well, uh… women. In the plural sense.” 


   Julia looked offended by the question, but Harry could tell from her eyes that it had been on the mark. She licked her lips, kicking a small rock on the trail out of the way as they continued forward. 


   “He was the kind of man who took what he wanted,” she said. “Not in an aggressive, or violent way. He was just really good at following through, both with things and with people.” 


   Harry shook his head. 


   “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked. 


   Julia blushed, and Harry’s curiosity faltered. She didn’t elaborate, and the two of them walked in silence for a time. 


   The forested landscape felt like something out of a fantasy novel. The trees were thick with foliage, creating a dense, green canopy overhead. The sunlight seemed to sneak in through the cracks left between the ever-shifting branches, and it made the illumination feel valuable. 


   Harry could tell that they were surrounded by life, but the only thing visible were the birds and the brightly colored foliage. Occasionally, they’d hear something move across the ground, or scamper up a tree, but the animals were either too fast or too wary to reveal themselves completely. 


   After about an hour of walking in companionable silence, Harry heard a new sound in the distance. He and Julia walked down a gentle slope, arriving at the river Gaby had spoken of at the bottom. It was one of the most beautiful bodies of water that Harry had ever seen. 


   “Wow…” he whispered. He glanced over at Julia. The sunlight was catching her chestnut brown hair at just the right angle, making it look vibrant and glossy. Her lips turned up into a smile, and she snapped another photo of him. 


   The river was thirty feet wide and slow flowing. The water was crystal clear, and the way it cut through the mountain valley made it appear almost like something planned and deliberate. Harry was not religious, but if there was a god, he got the feeling that rivers like this were what he’d spent the lion’s share of his time on. 


   “Let’s set up camp here,” said Julia. “We can eat lunch and relax for the rest of today.” 


   Harry shrugged.  


   “Is that a good use of our time, though?” he asked. “Shouldn’t we focus on getting to the mountain as soon as we can?” 


   Julia’s eyes were radiant. She walked over to him and ruffled his hair. 


   “You are so much like your father,” she said. “Why don’t we just slow down for a bit? It’s not like we’re working under time constraints.” 


  
She’s right. And I don’t think there’s anywhere else I’d rather be than right here, with her.



  




  

   


   CHAPTER 10 


     


   They took their packs off and began the slow process of setting up their camp. On a whim, Harry checked his phone. He had no new texts from Vivian, and no service, to boot. He turned it off and put it back in his pocket, figuring he probably wouldn’t need it for some time. 


   Julia was wearing jeans with a checkered button up blouse tucked into them. She moved through their supplies, appraising their food stocks as she set out lunch. Harry focused on finding a flat section of grass to set the tent up on. 


  
The tent that we’ll be sharing tonight.



   The thought was both exciting and a little intimidating to him. He wasn’t sure what Julia expected from him anymore. The truck ride had thrown him off and given him a new perspective on their relationship, if only temporarily. Julia had her emotions and desires to muddle through, and some of them might very well involve Harry, he figured. 


  
Or maybe she’s interested in other men, and not me. Maybe she was still worked up from whatever happened while buying those permits.



   He frowned, distracted by his thoughts. Julia noticed and made her way over to him. 


   “What’s wrong?” she said. “You look like somebody kicked down your sand castle.” 


   Harry rolled his eyes. 


   “It’s nothing,” he said. 


   He must have given something away in his tone of voice, because Julia seemed to pick up on his mood. 


   “Is this about what happened… in the truck?” she asked. “Or before that? Back in the village?” 


   Harry exhaled slowly and shrugged his shoulders. 


   “I just feel like I need to know,” he said. “If something happened. While you were buying the permits…” 


   He felt an odd sense of regret as soon as the words left his mouth. It was none of his business to be asking about, and it just made him seem like a jealous, little boy. Julia was an adult, and she could do what she wanted. She didn’t owe him anything. 


   “Harry…” she said, quietly. “What do you mean, if something happened?”  


   “Why did you need to talk to the guy alone, Julia?” asked Harry. 


   “You don’t speak Spanish,” she said. “There was no reason for you to be in there for the… negotiation.” 


   “Julia, come on,” he said. “I didn’t want to bring this up. You kind of forced it. Now the least you can do is be honest with me. Did you… do something with him?” 


   Julia’s mouth dropped open in surprise. She folded her arms and fixed him with a level gaze. 


   “You can’t be serious,” she said. “Fine. Yes, I did flirt with him. But that’s part of negotiating, for a woman like me. I’m honestly insulted that you would even think to imply that me, of all people, would just do something like… that.” 


   She shook her head, and then seemed to have another thought. 


   “This because of how things have been between us recently, isn’t it?” she said. “You think that it’s all because I’m some kind of easy woman, or something? And that’s what’s been confusing you?” 


   “That isn’t what I think at all, Julia!” Harry said, quickly. “Look, maybe we should just drop this. I had the wrong idea. I’m really sorry.” 


   “I haven’t been with a man in over seven years,” said Julia. “For your information.” 


  
Seven years. Not since my dad died.



   “That’s… wow.” Harry tried to keep his expression polite, while still letting himself look appropriately stunned. 


   “Hey, don’t treat it like that!” said Julia. “I just haven’t met anyone I really felt interested in. And I was looking after you, Harry. It’s more work than you’d think.” 


   Harry wasn’t sure what to say, at least for a couple of seconds. 


   “I appreciate you, Julia,” he finally said. “And everything you’ve done for me. But I don’t want you to feel like… you have to sacrifice anything for my sake.” 


   She stared at him, her expression level. She set the pack she’d been rifling through down and walked over to him, each step bringing back a bit of the tension between them. 


   “I supported you because I wanted to, Harry,” she said. “I wanted to give you the chance to grow into the man you were supposed to be.” 


   She wrapped her arms around him and hugged. Harry embraced her back, his body rippling with excitement at the feeling of her soft breasts against him, and her clean, feminine smell. The hug went on for a while, for too long. Harry felt the nature of it changing, along with his own oncoming arousal. 


   “I… should probably go get wood,” he said. “I mean, some firewood.” 


   “Right,” said Julia, still hugging him. “We’ll need lots of wood, tonight.” 


   Harry pulled back from her and disappeared into the nearby forest. There were plenty of fallen branches, and he carried bundles of them back to their small, simple camp. Julia passed him a sandwich after one return trip, ham and cheese on wheat bread, and he wolfed it down. 


   He tried to keep his thoughts from wandering, but they kept coming back to Julia, or more specifically, what she’d just revealed to him. It had been seven years since she’d last been with a man. It seemed like an impossibly long time to go without sex, even for Harry, who’d been a 19-year-old virgin until very recently. 


   The part about it that intrigued him the most was that for the entire time he’d been in Julia’s care, looking up to her, admiring her as a caretaker, and then as a woman, she’d been single. He’d always assumed that she’d had a boyfriend or two at some point, but just never brought them home. But she hadn’t, if she was being honest. She’d only had Harry, and he’d only had her. 


  
How does Julia really feel toward me? I’ve been attracted to her since I first started liking girls. Does she really just see me like her adopted son?



   He let his thoughts corrupt his focus, and realized that he’d been carrying dirty branches carelessly. His hands, shirt, and most of his hair were speckled with mud. Julia had set up their small tent while he’d been out on his last firewood run, and frowned at him as he dropped the branches into the pile. 


   “You’re filthy,” she said. 


   “Thank you for noticing.” Harry grinned at her. “We’ll both be pretty dirty by the time we’re done with this climb.” 


   Julia furrowed her brow. She’d pulled her hair back into a pony tail at some point, and the expression made her look extremely cute, like a little girl trying to dole out words of wisdom. 


   “We have the river,” she said. “And plenty of time.” 


   “It’s going to get cold later on, Julia,” said Harry. “Wet clothes would make for a rough night.” 


   “So, take your clothes off.” She rolled her eyes at him. “Come on, this is nonnegotiable. I’m not interested in letting your smell develop any further, especially not if I’m going to be sharing a tent with you.” 


   Harry laughed, and felt his heart surge at the thought. They would be sharing a tent together. That was another fact of their circumstances. And he couldn’t have been any happier about it if he’d tried. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 11 


     


   Harry took his flannel shirt off slowly, feeling oddly self-aware in Julia’s presence. He knelt at the edge of the river and stuck his hand in. It was lukewarm and shockingly clean. 


   “No shirt, no socks, and no jeans, in the water,” she said. “It’s like the opposite of one of those signs outside gas stations.” 


   Harry thumped a hand on his bare chest. 


   “No shirt,” he said. He pulled his socks off. 


   “No socks.” He hesitated for a moment. Julia was watching him undress with a far off look in her eyes. He slowly unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and pulled them down.  


   “No jeans.”  


   Harry felt Julia’s eyes scanning over his boxers. A flash of excitement went through him, followed by a spike of embarrassment as his cock began to harden. It was as though it delighted in picking the worst possible time to show itself off. 


   Julia kept staring, even as an obvious bulge began to show against the thin fabric of Harry’s boxers. He stood there for a moment, waiting for something to happen. His cock was almost completely erect by the time Julia cleared her throat and seemed to come back to her senses. 


   “Right,” she said. “I need to wash off, too.” 


   “Then the same rules apply to you, too.” Harry said the words without thinking, before he could stop himself. Julia looked amused and a little embarrassed. 


   “Fine,” she said. Her hands slowly worked their way up her blouse, undoing button after button. “No shirt.” 


   She pulled the blouse open, and Harry gaped openly at her. She wore a white bra underneath, but even though it was a relatively practical one, it left an ample amount of cleavage exposed. Her breasts were so big and perfect that all Harry could think about was finding a way to accidentally undo her bra clasp, if he got the chance. 


   “No socks.”  


   Julia turned away from him, carefully pulling off her socks and tossing them to the side. The action forced her to bend over, thrusting her butt up into the air. Harry felt himself getting very, very excited for what came next. Julia hesitated, her cheeks reddening slightly as she saw the expression on his face. 


   “And no jeans,” prompted Harry. 


   Julia met his gaze for a moment, and the heat between them pulsed, flaring Harry’s desires. 


   “And no jeans,” Julia repeated. She unzipped them and then slowly wiggled out of them, doing the classic, wiggling, dancing movement common to all women that wear tight clothing. Her butt swayed back and forth. Her waist and hips were perfectly trim without being overly athletic, the result of years of rigorous yoga. 


   Julia wore a pair of panties that matched her white bra. They were somewhere in between being overly generous and risqué, hugging tight to the inner curve of her buttocks and emphasizing her seductive curves. She looked at Harry expectantly, and then glanced down at his crotch. He had a full-blown erection, and any attempt to hide it would only make it more obvious. 


  
Maybe the water will help me cool off. Until then, this is going to be a little awkward.



   “Well?” asked Julia. 


   “Uh…” 


   She nodded toward the river. 


   “Are you going to get in?” she asked. 


   Harry had a sudden thought. He nodded slowly, walked over to the river bank, and slipped down into the water. It felt a little colder than it had before, but it wasn’t enough to banish away the heat that watching Julia undress had instilled in him. He looked over at her, and then grinned devilishly as he splashed a handful of water in her direction. 


   “You little…!” Julia grinned at him and jogged over toward the river, her breasts bouncing with each step. She entered the water more carefully than Harry had and immediately began splashing back. 


   He returned fire, drawing closer to her as he stepped across the smooth rocks along the river bottom. Julia didn’t back away, not even as he came within arm’s reach. He sank underneath the water to avoid one of her splashes and resurfaced within inches of her. 


   “Surprise!” Harry pulled her into a bear hug and tipped backward, bringing her down under the river’s surface with him. Julia wiggled against him playfully. It put her body in direct contact with him, and his erection prodded obviously into her stomach. It felt amazing, and Harry almost groaned with pleasure. 


   “You’re a punk, you do know that?” said Julia, as they resurfaced together. Harry still had his arms around her. She was tight against his chest, grinding into him under the pretense of trying to twist him back down. 


   “You’re just mad because my water fighting skills are on point,” said Harry. Julia made a mock offended noise. Harry pushed forward, his cock sliding loose from the hole in his boxers. If Julia noticed it, she didn’t say anything. 


  
I want to take her. Right here, and right now.



   He twisted again, making as though to dunk her a second time. Julia let the buoyancy of the river life her up slightly and wrapped her legs around him. Harry’s hard, naked cock was pinned against her crotch. She still pretended as though she couldn’t feel, but it was obvious that she could. 


   “I’m going to dunk you!” said Julia. “I deserve revenge.” 


   “Really?” Harry bounced her upward, grinding her along his shaft. “Is that really what you think you deserve?” 


   “Did you have something else in mind?” 


   Harry locked his eyes on hers. She stared back at him, her expression flushed, but slightly challenging. It was like she was trying to tease him into either backing down, or taking things further. He had no idea what was going on in her head. 


   He was also more than a little worried that if he said anything, he might ruin the moment. So, instead of speaking, Harry reached his hand down, groping Julia’s butt while pressing his erection into her panties, hard. She smiled a little, and then tipped backward. 


   It was the last thing he’d been expecting her to do, but Julia had obviously planned it perfectly. She pinched her fingers over her nose as they hit the water, bodies still in close contact. They were near the river’s bank again, and as they surfaced, Harry pushed forward, pinning Julia’s back against the muddy wall. His hard cock, still outside his boxers, pushed against the thin fabric of her panties. 


   “You brat!” laughed Julia. “You’re going to get me all dirty.” 


   “We’re both already dirty,” said Harry. “I mean, the truck that we rode in… was pretty dirty.” 


   Her eyes flickered with a mixture of excitement and shame. Harry held her gaze and pushed his cock forward. Her panties were loose against her crotch, the water making them slide easily from their original position. Harry held the tip of his cock right there, so close to reaching its target. 


   “We didn’t have any other choice,” whispered Julia. “We were both crammed in there. It wasn’t the fault of either of us that we… well, got a little dirty.” 


   She blushed and bit her lower lip. 


   “We can always just wash off in the river,” said Harry. “If we get a little dirty, again.” 


   He pushed forward, and Julia’s panties slid completely to one side. The tip of his cock slid into her folds, going no further than maybe a quarter of an inch. He’d have to really push if he wanted to fuck her. He’d have to commit and cross fully over the line. 


  
She’s always talking about the boundary between us. What happens when I push my hard cock against that boundary?



   “We…” Julia swallowed. “Should try to stay clean…” 


   Contrary to her words, she pushed her hips forward, taking a little more of Harry’s cock into her. He almost moaned with pleasure. It felt fantastic. It felt way too good. 


   “We really should try to stay clean,” repeated Julia.  


   She pulled back and separated herself from him, frowning apologetically.  Harry watched as she took the hair band out of her pony tail, letting chestnut brown locks spill across he shoulders. His cock throbbed with sexual desire, enough to give make his balls hurt and his head ache. He closed his eyes and leaned back into the river, wishing the water was about thirty degrees colder. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 12 


     


   The rest of the time the two spent washing up was straightforward and uneventful. Harry wished that he could get a moment alone and a chance to calm down properly, but he had no such luck. Julia made casual conversation as though nothing had happened between them, and he felt more confused by her behavior than ever. 


  
She didn’t let me fuck her, but she let me come so close. Does she just get a thrill out of teasing me?



   Harry reluctantly followed her out of the river and set about drying off. Julia finally noticed his sullen mood as he was pulling his clothing back on. 


   “Would hot food help cheer you up?” she asked. “I’ll see what I can do, if you get the fire started.” 


   Harry rolled his eyes, but managed to keep his tongue in check. 


   “That would be nice,” he said. “Sure.” 


   Julia flashed a concerned smile. Her clothes were still a little wet, her blouse clinging tight to her breasts and hiding practically nothing. 


   “Nobody said this climb was going to be easy, Harry,” she said. “You’re a young man. You’re full of more energy and enthusiasm than common sense.” 


   He didn’t correct her, instead walking over to the firewood he’d assembled and building it up into the right shape. He’d left his shirt off after leaving the river, and he could feel Julia’s eyes on him as he moved, though she glanced away whenever he looked in her direction. 


   They’d brought a lighter and tinder, and it was easy for Harry to get the wood to catch flame. He watched the fire for a minute, slowly coaxing the flames up to a healthy level, and then had a thought. 


   He’d seen plenty of fish in the river earlier, and one spot had stood out to him. It was a small dip against one of the banks where the rocks were angled in such a way as to make it into a natural trap for anything that went in. 


   Harry ditched his pants reentered the water up to the waist. It only took him a couple of minutes of waiting before finding a target, and he managed to haul a fish the size of his forearm out of the water with bare hands. 


  
Now that was a good idea!



   He brought the prize back to Julia with a triumphant smile on his face, still in his boxers. She looked at him strangely as he held it out, impressed, and a little annoyed. 


   “You caught a fish with your bare hands, in your boxers…” she said, slowly. 


   Harry shrugged. The fish was still giving a thrash every few seconds in his hands. 


   “I’m capable,” he said. 


   “And you expect me to cook and clean it?” 


   Harry smiled. 


   “You’re capable,” he said. 


   Julia scowled as he set the fish down on the grass next to her. She pinned it with one hand and took a closer look, while Harry returned for his pants. 


   About an hour later, the two of them ate dinner. Julia had ended up getting a decent filet off the fish, which she’d cooked on a hot stone and split between the two of them. They ate grilled fish with crackers, and then had small handfuls of berries that Julia had collected and identified as safe for desert. 


   The meal was mostly silent, and in the aftermath of it, the two of them sat side by side, awkwardly staring into the fire’s flames. Harry wasn’t sure how to talk to Julia anymore, or what to say. Their relationship was changing, and as much as his own actions were the catalyst for it, it was beyond him to understand the new dynamic. 


   “Are you going to sleep in the tent with me tonight, Harry?” asked Julia. 


   The question came so suddenly that Harry flinched slightly at it. Julia had asked it plainly, and he wasn’t sure whether there was some kind of innuendo in it or not. 


   “Why wouldn’t I?” he asked. “It’s a two-person tent.” 


   “It was sold as a two-person tent,” said Julia. “And from experience, the manufacturers usually exaggerate sleeping capacity.” 


   Harry glanced over at Julia. She didn’t take her gaze off the fire to meet his eye. 


   “Are you saying that you want me to sleep outside, Julia?” he asked. 


   “No,” she said, quickly. “I just wanted to know. What you were planning.” 


   “I’m not planning anything,” said Harry. “Just on getting some sleep.” 


   “Good.” Julia set her hand on his knee. “Then let’s both get some sleep.” 


   She squeezed his knee, her touch sending electric tendrils of pleasure through the rest of Harry’s body. Then, she slowly stood up, pulling off clothing that would be unnecessary in her warm sleeping bag as she walked toward the tent. 


  
I don’t understand her, at all.



   He stood up, watching as Julia wiggled out of her jeans and then slowly bent over to slide through the tent’s flap. Her question made more sense to him now, thinking about what it would actually be like next to her in the tent. It was going to be a very long, very hard night. 


   Harry took off his own jeans and shirt before entering the tent behind her. The fire gave off enough light to give him a silhouette, and the bulge of his boxers was clear in shape. Julia was already halfway in her sleeping bag, sitting up and staring at him. 


   “Are you going to sleep right now, or do you want to…?” Harry trailed off, leaving the question open. Julia noticed. 


   “Do I want to what, Harry?” she asked. Her voice wasn’t stern or angry, but it wasn’t curious, either. 


   “Nothing,” he said. “Never mind.” 


   He slid into his sleeping bag and lay there. The ambient whisper of the river was soothing, and he could also hear Julia’s soft, regular breathing. Harry closed his eyes, and almost immediately knew that he wouldn’t be able to get to sleep right away. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 13 


     


   Hours later, Harry was at his breaking point. Having Julia sleeping so close, clad only in bra and panties, and yet separated from him by their sleeping bags, was absolute torture. He was aroused beyond all good reason, his cock stubbornly refusing to relax and let him sleep. 


   He unzipped his sleeping bag and spread out, lying on his back and letting one of his legs make contact with Julia. Harry took his left hand and slowly reached down to his shaft, stroking it up and down. 


  
If she wakes up, it’s only going to make things even weirder between us. But… another part of me almost wants her to catch me.



   Harry was thinking of Julia, or more specifically, the photos he had of her back home. Julia in lingerie. Julia in seductive poses. It was enough to make his entire body hum with arousal. She was sleeping right there next to him.  


   They’d already crossed over the line, or at least flirted with it, several times before. Harry felt his heart pounding in his chest, his cock harder than it had ever been in his life. He felt incredibly frustrated by the distance Julia insisted on keeping between them, but at the same time, excited by it. She needed to make the boundary clear for her sake, as well as his. 


   Julia’s sleeping bag rustled. Harry went totally still, praying that she wouldn’t wake up and look over at him. She made a cute little noise, almost like she was responding to a dream, and then stretched her arm out. 


   Harry’s entire body tensed up as he felt Julia’s hand land on his bare chest. He couldn’t move without risking waking her up, which with his erection out in the open, would be an absolute nightmare. He silently cursed both Julia and himself, feeling more frustrated than ever by his horny, teenage need to find a release. 


   Julia’s breathing returned to is slow, steady, regular pace. She made another cute noise, and her hand slid down a few inches, coming to rest on Harry’s stomach. His cock pulsed with an insatiable need to be touched and stroked. A bad idea floated into his mind, buoyed by the intensity of his arousal. 


  
If her hand was just a couple of inches lower…



   Harry waited for a minute, each second passing by in excruciating slowness. Julia seemed to be unlikely to wake up completely even if something did shake her from sleep, if it wasn’t anything too big. Or at least, that was what Harry found himself hoping as he placed his hand on top of hers and prepared to put his bad idea into action. 


   He gently slid Julia’s hand a couple of inches lower, across his stomach, and then over the top of his boxers. The side of her hand was touching the base of his erection. It was painfully pleasurable, and Harry had to force his body to stillness as waves of excitement and pleasure coursed through him. 


   Julia’s hand was touching his cock. She had no idea, which made him feel dirty for setting the situation up, but it was still unbelievably hot. Harry shifted his crotch, letting his shaft rub against it for a bit. 


   Julia made a small noise, but her breathing kept its regular pace. He waited another minute or so, and then found himself unable to resist taking the game a little further. He reached down to Julia’s hand and lifted it, turning it sideways and placing it so that her palm was against his shaft, fingers limply wrapped around it. 


   Julia shifted, and suddenly her hand closed around Harry’s hardness. He froze, not even daring to breathe. The game was over. She’d caught him 


  
Great. Now Julia is fully aware of just how horny and disgusting I am.



   He expected her to immediately begin chewing him out, but no words came. Instead, Julia’s hand slowly stroked the length of his cock with a casual, sleepy movement. Julia let out a soft sigh, her hand continuing to move up and down Harry’s shaft at a snail’s pace. 


   Harry had no idea whether she was awake or not. He was afraid to say anything, afraid to even move. It was as though he’d come across a deer in the wild, and was afraid of spooking it away. Except here, the deer was Julia’s soft, illicit hand, slowly pleasuring his rod in the middle of the woods, deep in the depths of night. 


   It was almost impossible to stop from shivering with pleasure as he felt her hot fingers and gentle palm go to work. Julia’s hand moved torturously slow, and Harry had to resist the urge to pump his cock forward into it. It was hard, but it also felt somehow appropriate. She had his erection in her hand, and she was in control of it. He had to leave her with that control, the same way he deferred to her back at home, and had for practically all the past seven years. 


  
She’s barely even doing anything, and I’m at her mercy.



   This was the man who’d sold those permits had wanted. This was what all men wanted from Julia, what all men thought about getting her to do to them and with them. All men except for Harry. He had to live with her and be close to her without ever being able to fantasize or flirt with the idea of fucking her. 


   Julia’s thumb ran across the head of his cock, the movement slightly more deliberate than her soft, slow stroking had been. Harry tensed up slightly, wondering if she’d awoken. She made a noise and shifted, rolling over in her sleeping bag. Her hand stayed where it was, pumping a little faster, squeezing a little tighter. 


   Harry gasped, suddenly realizing how close he was. He tried to think of what, if anything, he could do to keep himself from making a dirty, sticky mess. Julia’s hand wasn’t stopping, stroking and caressing his sensitive shaft without any restraint. He couldn’t do anything. 


  
I’m at her mercy. But I’m not sure that I mind…



   He leaned his head back, breathing in through his nose and getting a whiff of Julia’s familiar scent. He wanted the hike to last forever. He came in a sudden, explosive burst of pleasure and intense emotion. His hot seed splashed down across his legs, slowing to a dribble that ran over Julia’s fingers and palm. 


   Her hand squeezed his softening cock a few times, as though the orgasm and his cum touching her had short circuited its autopilot. Harry watched in the darkness as Julia let go and brought her hand back to her face, resting it against her cheek. More than likely, she’d just smeared his cum on her face. The realization made the shame ten times more intense. Harry gritted his teeth and made a second attempt at going to sleep. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 14 


     


   “Good morning!” 


   Julia was already up, and Harry slowly blinked his eyes open. He could smell oatmeal cooking over the rekindled fire outside the tent. Julia’s smiling face was poking through the flap, and she looked at him expectantly. There was no hint in her expression of remembering what had happened the night before. 


   “Good morning,” said Harry. “I didn’t sleep in too late, did I?” 


   Julia shook her head. 


   “No,” she said. “I didn’t want to wake you. You looked so peaceful. I take it you had nice dreams?” 


   Harry grinned at her. 


   “Very nice dreams,” he said. “But I should probably get moving.” 


   He stood up halfway, forgetting that he was only wearing his boxers. Julia’s glanced down, and then away, pulling back from the tent flap awkwardly to give him some space. Harry felt that same excited thrill go through him at the thought of her looking at his erection, and knowing that it was there. 


  
How long can the two of us keep this up? We’re going to snap eventually, and just…



   He got dressed, willing his lower half into a calm state before pulling on his jeans. Julia was outside, by the fire. She’d changed into a pink zip down sweatshirt with a white t-shirt underneath, but still wore the same tight jeans. 


   “Are you ready to start climbing today?” Harry asked. Julia smiled. 


   “Of course,” she said. “Are you?” 


   Harry was about to answer her when his phone vibrated in his pocket. Apparently, he had service again. He nodded to Julia and then slid down to sit around the fire, waiting for her to turn around to work on packing the tent before checking the text. 


  
VIVIAN: I’ve started sleeping naked, since I’m the only one in the house.



   Included with the text was a photo, a selfie, of Vivian lying in bed, breasts barely covered by a thin white sheet. He could see her nipples poking through the fabric, and it made his earlier excitement come back with full force. 


  
HARRY: See what happens if you do that when I’m around.



   A few seconds went by before another text and another photo arrived. 


  
VIVIAN: <3



   She’d flipped over onto her stomach and taken the selfie in such a way so that her naked butt was visible in the frame. Harry almost swore under his breath at how arousing it was. 


  
HARRY: I might not be able to text you back for a while. We’re headed up the mountain. Bad service area.



   He waited, and Vivian replied. 


  
VIVIAN: And it’s just you and Julia. Another girl might get jealous.



  
HARRY: Good thing you’re you, and not another girl.



  
VIVIAN: I can’t imagine how horny she must be making you. I can understand your struggle, all things considered.



   He glared at the screen, wondering if he should even try to deny it. 


  
HARRY: Sorry. I gotta go.



  
VIVIAN: I bet she wants you as badly as you want her. So young and eager, ready to fuck her senseless.



   Harry rolled his eyes and turned off his phone. He doubted that he’d need it anytime soon, and true to what he’d said, they’d be totally out of service as soon as they started up the mountain. 


   “Harry, can you help me with this stupid tent stake?” called Julia. 


   “Of course.” 


   She was bent over and trying to tug the metal stake out of the ground. Without really thinking about it, Harry came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. She flinched slightly, but didn’t reprimand him. 


   “Okay,” she said. “Just help me pull it out. It’s really stuck in there.” 


   “Sure,” said Harry. 


   They both pulled, and his cock surged with excitement as it pressed into her soft buttocks. The tent stake came loose, and they both fell back, falling onto the ground in a heap. 


   “Whoops,” said Julia. “Are you alright?” 


   She was sitting on his crotch, and Harry’s hand had landed on her inside thigh. He rubbed back and forth slightly, making eye contact with her. 


   “I’m perfect,” he said. 


   Julia stayed where she was for a moment, and then swallowed hard and stood to her feet. 


   “We should get moving,” she said. “No point in wasting daylight.” 


  




  

   


  CHAPTER 15 


     


   Once everything was set away in their packs, Harry and Julia pushed onward. He felt more comfortable moving through the forest than he had the day before. His hiking boots seemed to fit his feet better, and the weight of their supplies on his shoulders was more manageable. 


   They were mostly silent, though when they did make conversation, it felt like something meaningful was passing between them, even if it was just a few words. Harry loved the fact that Julia had come on the trip with him. He almost wanted to try holding her hand, and walking down the trail in tandem, though he doubted she would go for it. 


   The morning dew gave a misty effect to the area as it evaporated. Birds and small animals were already up and accomplishing their little goals for the day. A few clouds hung in the sky, but not enough to foreshadow anything. 


   The trees thinned out after a couple of miles, and Mt. Kakano became visible in the distance. The path they’d be taking up the first section snaked back and forth across the broad, jagged mountain landscape. Harry frowned a little as he noticed how far down from the tip the white snow cover reached. It was late fall back home, but they were in the southern hemisphere, and a mountain the size of Kakano should have mostly been clear of ice. 


   “Interesting…” said Julia. “Good thing I brought gloves for the both of us.” 


   Harry grinned at her. 


   “I appreciate the fact that you always think ahead,” he said. 


   “Is that the only thing you appreciate about me?” 


   Harry’s mind instantly jumped back to the previous night before he could stop it, Julia’s soft hand, stroking up and down. He felt the air in between them get a little bit hotter. 


   “Of course not,” he said. “There are so very, many-” 


   “Oh!” came a new voice. “Hello!” 


   Harry turned, and his jaw dropped open. Standing ten feet away from them, down one of the trail’s offshoots, was a naked woman. She was probably in her mid-thirties, with short black hair, big breasts, and a trim waist. And she was very, very naked. Harry stared at her pink nipples, not fully able to understand the why and how behind the situation. 


   “Uh… Hi,” he finally said. He glanced over at Julia, who looked equally dumbstruck. 


   “I’m a nudist,” said the woman. “Though that’s probably pretty clear at a glance. My name is Kara.” 


   She had a light Australian accent, and true to what she’d told them, seemed totally comfortable standing before them undressed. She clasped her hands behind her back and pushed her big breasts out a little further, smiling at Harry invitingly. 


   “Wow,” said Harry. “Jeez. Sorry, we just weren’t expecting to run into anyone. Especially not, well, you know…” 


   “It’s nice to meet you, Kara,” said Julia, her voice slightly peeved. “I’m Julia. This is Harry.” 


   “Pleased to make you acquaintance,” said Kara. “I’m surprised that the two of you are headed up the mountain. There’s been strange weather on Kakano for the past few weeks.” 


   “You’re surprised…” Harry was still ogling her openly. “Um… If you don’t mind me saying, I’m a little surprised. Are you like, alone out here, or…?” 


   “No, of course not,” said Kara. “I’m on a retreat, with some friends of mine. The two of you should come by for lunch.” 


   She walked over to him. Julia looked almost like she was considering putting herself in between the naked woman and Harry, but she held back. Harry instantly felt his lower half getting excited as Kara came within a few feet of him, gorgeous, big breasted, and completely nude. 


   “We would love that,” said Harry. “Right, Julia?” 


   If looks could kill, the one Julia offered him in response would have ended Harry’s existence. She held his gaze for a moment, and then reluctantly nodded. 


   “I suppose,” she said. “But it’s better if we don’t stay for long.” 


   “Come on!” Kara grinned at them and took Harry by the hand. She started off at a brisk pace, and he jogged alongside her, feeling as though he was being pulled along by a naked, forest nymph. 


   It wasn’t far to Kara’s retreat. Harry was surprised to find a building in the middle of the wilderness, with a rough logging road leading to it from the other side of the forest. The building looked a bit like a summer camp cabin, except larger, and stood next to a small lake. 


   Half a dozen women, all of them just as naked as Kara, were playing in the water. Harry almost felt the need to pinch himself. It was such an unexpected turn of events that he almost forgot about what he’d come to Argentina to do in the first place. 


  
I could stay here for a while, right? Maybe Julia and I could be nudists for a day or two…



   “Meet the other siren sisters!” said Kara. She waved to the other naked women, who waved back. 


   “Wow,” said Harry. “This is… a lot to take in.” 


   Kara laughed. She stepped in a little closer to Harry and lowered her voice. 


   “Your girlfriend isn’t going to freak out, or get jealous, is she?” she asked. “We’re nudists. Not sluts. Obviously.” 


   “Right!” said Harry. “Of course. But uh, she’s not my girlfriend. She’s more like my…” 


   He trailed off, searching for a word that didn’t come. Kara seemed satisfied, and several of the other women were walking out of the lake to introduce themselves to the newcomers. Several different body types were on display, from chubby to busty, blonde to redheaded. Harry felt like a leering pervert, especially as his cock began to react to the scene. 


   Julia walked up to him and cleared her throat loudly. She had her hands on her hips and looked as though she was ready to give Harry and earful as soon as they were alone. He shrugged apologetically, wondering if there was anything he could say to remind her that the situation was in no way his fault. 


   “Sisters!” said Kara. “Meet Harry and Julia. They’re climbers, headed up the mountain.” 


   “He is a climber,” said Julia, in a matter of fact tone of voice. “I’m a photographer.” 


   Kara raised an eyebrow. Rather than getting offended, she seemed to perk up at the detail. 


   “No way!” she said. “We’ve actually been looking for one for several days now. Any chance you could find the time to help us with a photoshoot?” 


   Julia stared at her, stunned. Harry scratched his head and resisted the urge to burst out laughing at the unexpected turn of events. 


   “I, uh, don’t really know…” said Julia. 


   “We’ll pay you,” said Kara. “We’re quite wealthy.” 


   Julia furrowed her brow. Any trace of jealousy or irritation previously on her face disappeared in a flash. Harry stared at one of the naked women, a brunette with the body of a supermodel that was eyeing him and toying with her hair. 


   “Let’s talk compensation,” said Julia. “I think we might be able to work something out.” 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 16 


     


   Harry stood inside the nudist cabin, completely dumbfounded by the turn of events. Julia had her camera in hand, and was having an animated conversation with Kara about the nature of the photoshoot. 


   Several of the nudists waited in a nearby clump. Harry wasn’t sure whether it would be appropriate for him to look at them, so he busied himself by tapping his foot on the floor and looking out one of the windows. 


   “You act like you’ve never seen a naked woman before,” said the brunette with the nice body. “That’s kind of surprising, given how hot your traveling companion is.” 


   “Ah… She’s not my…” Harry trailed off. He’d gotten no better at answering that question in the numerous times he’d been asked it. “I mean, it’s not I haven’t seen a naked woman before. It’s just that…” 


  
This is such a weird situation. 



   “I guess I don’t want to offend anybody?” he finished. 


   The brunette laughed. She made a mocking show of covering her big breasts and crotch with her arms, and then reached out to shake Harry’s hand. 


   “Beth,” she said. 


   “Harry,” he said. “Nice to meet you.” 


   He stared at her, feeling his cheeks heat up as his lower half began to stir. She was pretty and it was hard for him to focus. Beth started giggling at his reaction and stepped a little closer. 


   “Nudism isn’t about sex, you know,” she said. “Well, not always.” 


   “That’s what I’ve heard,” said Harry. “You know, it’s like… you guys just like being naked. Right?” 


   “Correct.” Beth reached her hands up over her head and stretched, her breasts bouncing slightly from the movement. “You know, you could give it a try. You’ll be here for a little bit, anyway.” 


   Harry glanced over at Julia. She was still busy setting up the photoshoot, which while involving naked women, looked to be a relatively tame affair. 


  
It’s not like I should have to ask her for permission. But it’s also not like I can just strip naked, in plain sight of her.



   “Here,” said Beth. “Why don’t we sneak downstairs and have a chat for a little bit? You can try it out, or not, down there.” 


   Harry shrugged. 


   “Sure,” he said. “That sounds fine.” 


   His cock pulsed in his pants as Beth took him by the hand and gingerly led him toward the stairs. Her breasts were big, and even looking at them from a side on angle made him think about how they’d feel in his hands. 


   “There are lots of health benefits to nudism, you know,” said Beth. “Clothing stifles the body’s chakras. It’s where a lot of disease, both physical and mental comes from.” 


   “Of course,” said Harry. “That makes sense.” 


  
It also sounds vaguely like something a cult might come up with, but whatever.



   The basement looked to be a combination of a recreation area, along with a storage space. A long couch and a dozen or so chairs sat in front of a huge TV on one side of the room, and a divider near the back separated a mix of treadmills, a few kayaks leaning against one wall, and some camping equipment. 


   “So, how’d you end up getting involved with this group?” he asked. “It’s not rude for me to ask, is it?” 


   “Of course not,” said Beth. “My mom got interested in the lifestyle first, and I just kind of… followed her, when she joined up.” 


   “Oh,” said Harry. “Wait, your mom is one of the women upstairs?” 


   “The one with the faint tan lines,” said Beth. “She still has to wear a bikini when she swims for medical reasons.” 


   Harry had noticed that woman, and she had looked a lot like Beth. Attractive, in a mature, experienced kind of way. He felt himself getting even harder thinking about it. He’d already seen Beth and her mother naked, in less than half an hour of knowing her. 


   “So come on!” said Beth. “You should give it a try! Even if only until your mom is done with the photoshoot upstairs.” 


   “She’s not my mom,” said Harry. “And uh, I don’t know if right now would be the right time…” 


   He trailed, feeling very stupid. He was refusing to get naked in front of a naked girl. Beth frowned, a cute line forming in her furrowed brow. She clasped her arms in front of her stomach, pushing her big breasts together from either side. For several seconds, the only thing one Harry’s mind was her cleavage and nipples. 


   “You don’t have to be embarrassed,” said Beth. “It’s not unusual for guys to have a… reaction to seeing female nudists. I wouldn’t judge you for having a… reaction.” 


   Harry chuckled a little nervously. 


  
I can’t say no to this. Even if only so I have a story to tell Vivian.



   “Alright,” he said. “You convinced me.” 


   He reached down and pulled his shirt off. Beth smiled at him, and then watched with something akin to anticipation in her gleaming eyes as he slipped out of his hiking boots and started to unzip his jeans. 


   “Here I go,” said Harry, pulling down his pants. “Just the boxers left.” 


   His bulge was unmissable with only underwear to shelter it. Beth had a curious look on her face as he slowly pulled them down, standing naked in front of her. She was naked too, Harry reminded himself. The thought didn’t help him calm down much, and his eyes ran across every inch of exposed flesh on Beth’s body with primal, horny hunger. 


   “There,” said Beth. “How do you feel?” 


   “I feel amazing,” said Harry. He took a step closer to her, not knowing exactly what was going to happen next. 


   “I thought you would,” said Beth. She shifted nervously, and Harry had a sudden realization. 


   “Has your nudist retreat ever had a guy here before?” asked Harry. “One that’s gotten naked with you?” 


   Beth blushed. 


   “Kara and the other women say it’s best to keep it to just women, for some reason,” said Beth. “I don’t get why. It’s not fair. I’ve never really talked much with boys before, because of it.” 


   “Oh,” said Harry. He scratched his head. His erection was pointed right at her, but the situation felt odd. Rather than the nudity being natural and open, as Beth had described it, it felt forced, and a little awkward. 


   “Here, I know!” said Beth, breaking the silence. “You still need to have your chakra points loosened up!” 


   Harry raised an eyebrow at her, but said nothing. She took him by the hand and led him through a door into another part of the basement. The new room had a bamboo floor that was warm against his bare feet. Several dozen yoga mats were stacked in a pyramid in one corner of the room. 


   “Lie down on your back,” said Beth. “This is just a quick exercise that will help your chi flow more freely.” 


   “Sure, sure,” said Harry. He lied down, his cock pointing straight up like a monument to how horny he was. 


   Beth frowned a little, her cheeks reddening as she looked at his arousal. Harry was positive that she was a virgin, by that point, and found the expression to be strangely endearing. She began sliding her hands over his arms and chest, occasionally rubbing her fingers at certain points and pressing down. 


   “Hmm…” said Beth. “It seems like your chakras are really backed up.” 


  
There definitely is a part of me that’s really, really backed up.



   Harry couldn’t take it any longer. Beth was straddling his upper legs, and he let his hands run up the side of her hips, pulling her slightly forward. 


   “Are they?” asked Harry. “Maybe there’s something else that might open them up?” 


   Beth’s face went crimson as the tip of his erection poked into her crotch. She was unshaven, but the hair there was fine and soft, like strands of silk. Harry felt his cock enter her slightly, and her mouth fell open. 


   “Oh…” whispered Beth. “Are you going to… have sex with me?” 


   Harry pulled her down a little further. She was incredibly tight, and the little noise she made in response drove him wild. He hadn’t taken a girl’s virginity before, and something about it lit a furious, primal fire inside of him. 


   “We shouldn’t…” whispered Beth. “Someone could walk in.” 


   Harry pulled her a little further. She wasn’t wet enough, yet, for him to get his full length into her, but she was quickly getting there. 


   “We were already naked,” he said, only realizing how stupid it sounded after the words left his mouth. 


   “But that’s just… nudism,” whispered Beth, her voice shaky. 


   “And this is just fun,” said Harry. He slid her down further on his cock, his fingers groping at her soft buttocks. Beth let out a slow, pleasured whimper and bit her bottom lip. 


   “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?” asked Harry. He started getting into a rhythm, using his muscles to lift Beth up and down his shaft. She was blushing deeply, but her fingers ran lovingly across his chest, as though she was savoring his body. 


   “I… no… I wasn’t!” whispered Beth. 


   “Is that why you are so big on nudism?” Harry asked. “It must be thrilling to show your body off to strangers.” 


   He reached up and groped at her breasts. Beth kept the rhythm that he’d begun, lifting her hips and sliding her pussy up and down his rod. 


   “That’s not true,” whispered Beth. “I’m not a… slut.” 


   “Of course not,” said Harry, gently pinching one of her nipples. “But you enjoy being naked, and you enjoy… this.” 


   He thrust up into her hard, sheathing his entire length. Beth let out a squeal loud enough to make him worry about the two of them being overheard.  


   The movement set something off inside of the girl. She started grinding into Harry, her movements horny and rigid. Harry let her ride him for a while before taking control, rolling her underneath him and thrusting forward hard. 


   The heated wood floor made it a sweaty affair, and soon their bodies were slick against each other as Harry pumped his shaft into her. Beth’s noises had been growing in pitch for some time, and he wasn’t surprised when she finally reached her tipping point and let out an orgasmic shiver.  


   Harry kissed her gently, his lips contrasting against the hard, rough thrusting of his cock. He ran his hands over every inch of Beth’s busty, beautiful body, and finally felt himself reach his limit. 


   He pulled out, having the sense to not finish inside her. His cum splattered out onto her stomach and breasts. Beth looked shocked by his orgasm, and tentatively dabbed a finger at one of the hot, sticky strings she’d been violated with. 


   “Is it… always this messy?” she asked. 


   Harry chuckled. 


   “Yup.” 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 17 


     


   Harry dressed and, after waiting for Beth to clean herself up, headed back upstairs. Julia was just finishing up with the photo shoot, and though she shot a wary glance in his direction as he emerged from the basement, she didn’t seem overly suspicious. 


   Which, given that Beth had the look and demeanor of a freshly fucked woman, was a small miracle. Her hair was messy, and her cheeks were flushed. She made small talk with Harry for a couple of minutes before heading over to stand next to her naked mother, who gave her a discerning look. 


  
They really do look a lot alike. God, I wish I could stay here for longer.



   “I’ll make sure you all get the photos as soon as I’ve touched them up a bit,” Julia said to Kara, as she walked over to Harry. “It will be a couple of weeks.” 


   “Thank you so much, Julia,” said Kara. “We’re so fortunate that you were passing through.” 


   Julia looked at Harry closely, and then over at Beth, frowning. 


   “Yes,” said Julia. “I guess we all got a little lucky.” 


   Harry walked out of the cabin alongside Julia, the silence between them slowly becoming tense as they headed back toward the trail. Finally, Harry couldn’t take it anymore. 


   “So… how did the photoshoot go?” he asked. 


   “It went fine,” said Julia. 


   Harry waited a couple of seconds. 


   “Uh… Did they end up paying you on the spot, or…?” 


   “Just a small upfront fee,” said Julia. 


   Harry waited, feeling a sudden, unreasonable guilt over what had happened. It didn’t make sense. Half the time, Julia was acting like she thought she still needed to take care of him. Jealousy wasn’t appropriate, given what the two were to each other… was it? 


   “Did you enjoy yourself downstairs?” asked Julia. 


   Harry winced. 


   “One of the girls showed me a few things,” said Harry. “I mean, the recreation room. The yoga room they have. It’s all really nice.” 


   “I’m sure it is,’ said Julia. 


   “Are you… mad at me?” 


   Julia glanced over at him, her expression annoyed, and a little tired. 


   “I’m not mad, Harry,” she said. “I just think that sometimes… you get a little worked up, in situations like this. And you need to control yourself better.” 


   He shrugged, deciding to ask her outright. 


   “Why does it matter to you so much?” 


   Julia stopped walking and stared at him. The tension rippled back to life, flowing in the space between them like a heat wave. 


   “Your father was the same way,” she said, softly. “And I never managed to get him to stop. I just thought that with you…” 


   She trailed off. Harry wasn’t sure he knew exactly what she meant. What he did know was that the urge to pull her into an embrace was almost irresistible. 


  
I’m thinking about doing more than just hugging her right now, aren’t I?



   “Fair enough,” he said, letting the moment pass. “Here, this is the trail we need.” 


   They started up it, the ground slowly sloping upward as they stepped onto the base of Mt. Kakano. In less than an hour, the trees had mostly dispersed, the flora becoming rugged and prickly as the ground turned from soil to rock. 


   The trail weaved back and forth as headed up the side of the mountain. After another half hour, they had a view back over the valley they’d come from. The nudist resort was hidden amidst the trees, but they could see the village, almost on the edge of the horizon, out of sight. 


   It was close to noon when the wind chill became too much for them to soldier on through. Harry could see where the snow started on the mountain’s slope up above them. They’d be heading through at least several hours of cold climbing to make it to the top, and that was if they made good time. 


   “Let’s put on our snow stuff,” said Julia. “Are you glad now that I insisted on bringing snow pants, too?” 


   Harry smiled at her and nodded. 


   “It just didn’t seem likely to me that it would still be cold, given that this is technically the summer for the southern hemisphere.” 


   “You still have so much to learn.” Julia grinned at him as she pulled on a pair of pink snow pants. They were tight, and she wiggled slightly to get them up over her butt. Harry stared at her openly, though he tried not to. 


   He dressed in his own outerwear and pulled his pack back on. Julia looked good in hers, most of her curves still showing through the thick garments. They nodded to each other and continued walking. 


   “How far up can we make it tonight?” asked Harry. 


   “It’s not the highest mountain in the area, but it will still take us another solid day of climbing to reach the summit,” said Julia. “Unfortunately, that means that we won’t really have a choice but to camp for at least one night amidst the snow.” 


   “We can manage that,” said Harry. “Though we might have to find creative ways to stay warm.” 


   Julia glanced over her shoulder at him, a wicked look in her eye. 


   “What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked. 


   Harry shrugged, feeling a smile creep across his face. 


   “I’m just saying,” he said. “If it’s too cold, we’ll have to conserve body heat.” 


   Julia rolled her eyes. 


   “You just don’t stop with it, do you?” she said, smirking at him. “We’ll both be sticking to our own sleeping bags, and we’ll do just fine.” 


   Harry shrugged, though he couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed. 


   The grass gave way to frozen rock and dirt, and from there, the two of them made their way into the snow. It was not nearly as straightforward as Harry had been expecting it to be. Oftentimes, the snow was only a thin cover over ice, leaving the two of them struggling up even gradual slopes along the trail.  


   Julia was trying to carefully walk her across an icy section when she slipped and fell backward into Harry. He had to throw his weight forward to keep from falling at a bad angle, and he landed on top of Julia as they tumbled to the ground. 


   “Oof!” groaned Julia. “Are you okay, Harry?” 


   She was on all fours, and his crotch was pressed against her butt. Harry shifted slightly, pressing into her and feeling a flash of excitement, even though their thick outwear separated them from making any real contact. 


   “Fine,” he said. “Totally fine.” 


   “The climbing is going to get more dangerous the further up we go,” said Julia. “Be ready.” 


   Harry helped her to her feet, and she hugged him as she stood upright. It felt clumsy, with all the padding of their jackets, but it was still more than enough for Harry. 


  
Dangerous, indeed…



  




  

   


   CHAPTER 18 


     


   They were still not at the point of breaking out their specialized climbing equipment, but the going was slow. The snow had a certain novelty to it at first, but it quickly wore off as it slowed their steps, and occasionally threatened to hide the trail forward from them. 


   Julia took photos at shorter and shorter intervals, getting shots of the scenario, and often of Harry himself. He’d be crouched low, looking at one of the trail markers, or pulling himself up onto a rock ledge, and a glance back at Julia would reveal her holding her camera up and grinning at him. 


  
She looks so beautiful when she’s doing what she loves…



   The way she came alive as a photographer made Harry’s heart ache for her. It made him want to slow the climb down, to savor every second he had up on the mountain alone with Julia.  


   It was a different kind of thinking from the way he’d been attracted to her back in her expensive house in Covington. The two of them had always been alone there, at least before Vivian’s arrival. Harry had lusted for her as a horny teenager, and while that was still part of what he felt, there was more to it now. 


   “Be careful!” shouted Julia, as they approached the next section. The trail thinned out, with a rock wall boxing them in on one side, and open air and a several hundred foot drop threatening them on the other. 


   The space in which they had to put their feet was barely a dozen inches wide, and covered with ice and snow. Julia fished a long length of rope out of her pack and they tied themselves to each other. It would do little good if either fell, however, given how hard it was to keep traction in the snow. 


   “I’ll go first,” said Harry. “I’ll see if I can get some of the snow clear for you.” 


   The expression on Julia’s face was full of so much worry and concern that it was almost heart breaking. She nodded to him slowly, wringing her gloved hands together. 


   “Please, just go slow,” she said. “And stay focused. And… and… please don’t fall.” 


   Harry grinned at her. 


   “This is what I came here before,” he said. “You might as well take a couple more photos while I’m in motion.” 


   Harry made it across safety, and so did Julia. They continued forward, following a trail that became harder to follow with every step they took. It almost felt like a sentient thing, and angry snake wrapped around the mountain with little interest in hosting visitors. 


   It was getting late in the afternoon, and Harry knew that they were going to have to camp before night came. The section of the trail they were on wasn’t suited for camping, too thin for them to set up their tent, and too windy to be comfortable. 


   His instincts initially pushed him to walk faster, but Julia was with him. She was in good shape, but she hadn’t engaged in the same kind of heavy, athletic training that Harry had. He needed to keep her limits in mind. 


   “Here.” She pulled even with him and passed him a small paper map. “We’re close to a good spot to camp.” 


   Harry blinked, looking at the map in surprise. It was like she’d read his mind. 


   “Where did you get this?” he asked.  


   “Back in the village.” She looked at him, blankly. “You’re telling me that you didn’t get a map, too? Did you not think that it might be useful?” 


   Harry shrugged, feeling more than a little dumb. 


  
I guess that’s one of the downsides of growing up with Google Maps. Too easy to forget that they aren’t the best for every situation.



   Julia was right on the mark. The trail steepened, and they had to pull themselves up a series of small ledges on all fours, and then over a massive ice boulder. Harry went first, and could see the spot she was talking about ahead of them. It was a large, flat section, several hundred feet wide, probably created from part of the mountain collapsing at one time in the past. 


   Harry reached his hand back toward Julia to help her over the last section of ledges. Something rumbled as his hand closed around hers, and he hesitated. 


   The trail underneath Julia’s feet groaned and burst into shards of ice and snow. Harry fell forward, only managing to keep his hand clasped on Julia’s out of sheer will. She let out a surprised scream and fell against the cliff ledge, open air beneath her feet. 


   “Harry!” she screamed. 


   “Hold on!” Harry was on his stomach, one hand over the edge holding Julia. He started sliding across the snow, the slick ground threatening to put him in the same situation. He kicked his feet down hard, managing to lodge one of his boot tips into a crack in the ice. 


   Using strength that he hadn’t known he’d had, he pulled her and her pack back up, grabbing with a second hand as soon as he could. Julia was panting with fear, and immediately crawled ten feet across the ground away from the edge once she was safe. Harry exhaled slowly, and then looked at the result of the trail collapse. 


   They couldn’t go back the way they’d come from. Fifty feet or more of trail had fallen into nothingness. The snow blew thick enough on the wind to make it impossible to see how far down the drop would be from the ledge they were on to the ground, but it was enough to make climbing down infeasible. 


   “This is bad,” said Harry. “If we can’t go back that way… we’re essentially stuck up here.” 


   Julia shook her head, reaching into her pocket and pulling out the map again. 


   “I’m sure there’s probably another way down,” she said. “But before we even consider that possibility, we should probably try to call for help. Not to give up, just to ensure that we can if we need to.” 


   “Right.” Harry shivered slightly from the wind’s cold chill. He watched as Julia unshouldered her pack and opened the front pocket, searching until she found the two-way emergency radio. She pulled it out in pieces, staring at it in disbelief. 


   “It must have hit the ice when I fell,” said Julia, her voice numb. “This… isn’t good.” 


   Harry frowned and pulled out his cell phone. It was a long shot, and sure enough, there was no service of any kind up on the mountain. He chewed on his lip, keeping his expression calm as he shrugged and met Julia’s eye. 


   “Look, this isn’t the end of the world,” he said. “We’ll figure something out. It’s like you said, there is probably another way off the mountain, and if we look hard enough, we can find it.” 


   Julia smiled at him and nodded. She pulled her pack back on, exhaling and steadying herself. She still looked confident, and seeing that made Harry feel confident. 


   “Well, in any case, we shouldn’t change out plans for tonight,” she said. “The best thing for us to do is set up camp and get some rest.” 


   The trail continued up for another hundred feet or so. The two of them passed by a small, intriguing cave opening, large enough for a person to fit through, but too dark to see much of what was on the other side. 


   They made it to the flat section and took a rest. The trail continued onward across several massive chunks of ice, winding upward. Above them, they could see the buildup of ice and snow along the mountain’s side. 


   “We should set up the tent close to the wall,” said Julia. “It will cut down on a bit of the wind chill.” 


   Harry breathed out, his breath white and frozen. 


   “Sounds good to me,” he said. “Need any help?” 


   “No, I got it,” said Julia. “Why don’t you try taking some photos in the meantime? We can’t forget what our goal is just because we’ve run into a bit of trouble.” 


  
A bit of trouble… That seems like an understatement.



   Harry did as she’d suggested, slowly walking around the area and snapping shots that he considered to be interesting. He was cold and couldn’t wait to be in the tent with Julia, the two of them in their sleeping bags, warming up. 


   He heard Julia sniffling a little from the campsite, but didn’t think much of it. He spotted the trail of an animal, but didn’t know enough to tell whether it was a mountain bear, or some type of wolf. 


   Julia sneezed. The sound of it was sharp, and it reverberated up. Something began to rumble. Harry turned around in time to watch in stunned silence as hundreds of pounds of snow fell on top of their camp, the newly assembled tent, and Julia. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 19 


     


   Harry dropped the camera and instantly sprinted into action. It was unreal how quickly the avalanche had happened. One moment, Julia had been working on their campsite, and the next, she was gone, replaced by a massive pile of white. 


   His stomach turned and twisted with despair. The snow was loose, but there was so much of it. He wasn’t sure exactly where she’d been standing. The avalanche had shifted the layout of the area, making it impossible for him to use anything that had been there before as reference.  


   “Julia!” he shouted. It a useless gesture. She wouldn’t be able to call back to him. She wouldn’t even be able to breathe. 


  
I can’t let her die! I absolutely can’t let her die!



   Harry dug like a mad man, both hands tunneling through loose, powdery snow. He made an assumption about where she would have ended up under the pile and stuck to it, tunneling down through foot after foot of snow. Thoughts swirled in his head, a tempest of fear and doubt.  


   He felt something, and his heart surged with hope. Until he brushed more snow away, and got a look at it. It was just a rock. He shifted his angle, digging to the side. How long had she been buried for? Minutes? How long did she have left? 


   “No!” Harry shouted. “Julia, if you can hear me, move as much as you can! Give me a sign!” 


   Nothing happened for a few seconds. Then from a few feet away from him, a tiny clump of snow wiggled slightly back and forth. Harry lurched over and began clawing at the powder like a possessed man. 


   He uncovered a hand, Julia’s hand, followed by her arm, and then her face. She gasped for breath, coughing and spitting out snow. Her lips were blue, and her eyelashes were matted together in frozen clumps. 


   “Harry!” she said, voice constricted by the snow around her chest. “You’re amazing!” 


   “Julia!” Tears were rolling down Harry’s cheeks. He was sweaty, dangerously sweaty, and it was soaking his clothing underneath his jacket and snow pants. He didn’t care. 


   Harry continued digging at a frantic pace, clearing enough for Julia to get her other arm out. She took slow breaths, still recovering. Her hair was dusted with white, and it made her look like an ice princess, part human, part winter spirit. 


   “Don’t dig so fast,” she said. “Harry… you’re sweating.” 


   “I’ll be fine,” he said. “You’re the one who needs help right now.” 


   “Harry!” snapped Julia. “The snow isn’t as dangerous as the wind. You’re the one at risk!” 


   He could already feel it. His hands and some of his upper arms were numb, and he was beset with the familiar, light headed tiredness that comes with being too cold for an extended period. Still, he dug. Julia was more important than he was. He wouldn’t be satisfied until she was free of the snow and able to move on her own again. 


   He was completely soaked with sweat by the time he dug Julia out to her hips, allowing her to wiggle the rest of the way free from the snow. Harry collapsed into a sitting position, cold and exhausted. He blinked, and a small yawn escaped his mouth. 


   “There,” he mumbled. “I did it…” 


   “Harry…” Julia took him by the arm, struggling to pull him to his feet. “Where did you put your pack?” 


  
My pack… I’m so tired. I can barely think.



   He managed to nod toward where he’d set Julia’s camera and his heavy pack down in the snow. His teeth weren’t chattering anymore, and he had just enough sense to know that it was a very bad sign. The sun was setting in the distance, and the temperature felt like it was dropping by a degree a minute. 


   “Come on!” said Julia, hauling him up. “We need to find shelter for the night…” 


   “Our tent…” mumbled Harry. 


   “It’s now underneath a ton of snow,” said Julia. “Along with our food. We just have what’s in your pack, Harry. That’s it.” 


   “We just need to rest…” said Harry. “Just for a minute…” 


   He felt so tired. His movements were clumsy and slow. Julia forced him to walk with her, bearing the brunt of his weight. She got to his pack and pulled it on, stuffing her camera into one of the pockets. 


   “We’re moving,” she said. “We’ll use the cave we saw on the way up here.” 


   “That’s fine…” Harry could barely keep up with what she was saying. He yawned again, and felt a strange calm settle over him. Julia struggled with the combined weight of the pack and helping Harry. He closed his eyes, still moving his legs, but barely conscious of what was happening. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 20 


     


   “Please Harry!” begged Julia. “Just relax. Your clothes are frozen. Just keep your body still and let me get you out of them.” 


   Harry blinked. His eyes opened, and he saw Julia’s face, barely lit by a single circle of illumination over her shoulder. He was lying down, and there was stone underneath him, rather than ice or snow. 


  
I’m in the cave. She brought me back here?



   “Julia…” he mumbled. “What…?” 


   “Good, you’re awake,” she said. “Harry, I can’t put you into the sleeping bag with your clothes on. They’re either frozen, or wet. Jesus, you sweat so much digging me out! Why didn’t you pace yourself?” 


   “Because I had to save you,” he said, his voice a whisper. “I couldn’t live without you, Julia.” 


   She stared at him for a moment before going back to what she was doing. She pulled his jacket off roughly and tossed it aside. Harry couldn’t decide whether he was colder with it off than he’d been with it on, given that the shirt underneath was stiff with ice.  


   The wind whistled against the cave’s opening. Snow was coming down in thick blankets, and occasionally the wind would shift a burst of it through the cave’s opening. It was a large enough space that the snow didn’t reach them, but Harry still felt the bite of the cold, even so. 


   Julia proceeded with pulling off his snow pants and boots, rubbing her hands roughly over his feet for a minute before moving on. Harry couldn’t feel it. He wasn’t sure if he could feel anything, anywhere on his body, and he knew that was a very bad sign. 


   “I’m going to take off your shirt and pants, Harry,” she said, slowly. “I’m going to take off… all of your clothing.” 


   There was just enough light in the cave for him to see the blush on her cheeks from the statement. He nodded slowly and tried to smile. 


   “Go right ahead,” he said. “I would never say no to you undressing me.” 


   Julia flicked him on the shoulder playfully, and then got back to work. She pulled his shirt off quickly, and then his jeans. His boxers came last, and she used only her fingers, looking away prudishly as they came down and revealed his nudity. 


  
It’s too cold for me to be packing much down there, anyway.



   “Hurry, Harry!” snapped Julia. “I unzipped the sleeping bag next to you. Just roll over and you’ll be inside it.” 


   Harry nodded. He rolled, feeling as he passed from the stone onto the insulated cloth of the sleeping bag. Julia zipped it up around him and breathed a sigh of relief. 


   “Good,” she said. “Alright. We have a chance.” 


   Harry smiled and closed his eyes. He loved her so much. He’d saved her, and then she’d saved him. It was fitting, really. The two of them working together as a team to survive the frigid temperatures. 


  
I’m okay with the way things are now with Julia, even if she always sees me as someone to protect and nurture.



   The sleeping bag shifted. Harry opened his eyes in time to see Julia sliding into it next to him. She was completely naked, not even wearing her bra and panties. Harry felt her warmth mingling with his, tingles running all over his body, and not just from lingering effects of the cold. 


   “Julia…” he whispered, in surprise. “You’re… naked?” 


   “It’s the only way you’ll warm up, Harry,” she whispered. “Just try not to think about it. We need to share body heat if we’re going to make it through the night.” 


   Warmth and sensation flooded back into Harry faster than he could have imagined. Julia’s naked, soft body was against him. He groaned at the pleasure of it, feeling the blood rushing down to his cock. It was pressed right against her butt. It started to get hard. 


   “Julia…” he said. “I think we’re going to have a problem.” 


   She fidgeted, her butt accidentally mashing back against Harry’s tool. It felt way too good, and he instinctively wrapped an arm around her waist. The sleeping bag was too tight for there to be more than an inch or two in between them, certainly not enough room to keep Harry’s cock from grinding into her. 


   “There’s nothing that we can do about it,” whispered Julia. “We have to stay in the sleeping bag.” 


   Harry pushed forward, his crotch humping into her butt. Julia made a tiny noise of either embarrassment or surprise. His hand slid up higher, across her stomach, toward her chest. 


   “There is… something, that we could do about it,” Harry said. His hand grazed the bottom of her breast. His erection was rock hard, and he slid it in between Julia’s thighs, letting it rest brazenly against her hot pussy. 


   “Oh,” said Julia. “Harry, we can’t do that! Think about who I am, who we both are to each other.” 


   “Mmm, Julia,” he moaned. He thrust forward a little, feeling his cock catch on the edge of her tight hole. It was a tough angle, but if he leaned back, and if she slid forward, it would be enough to allow penetration. 


   “Harry!” said Julia. “Can’t you… use your hand?” 


   “You want me to use my hand, while we’re both still in the sleeping bag?” asked Harry. He didn’t need to say anything more than that. It would be just as hot, borderline pornographic. He’d be masturbating and blowing his load right on her, maybe hitting her butt or back, but more likely her cunt. 


   “But if you did the other thing,” whispered Julia, “we’d both have to live with it. We couldn’t go back to normal.” 


   Harry kissed her neck and let his hand cup her breast openly. It was so insanely soft, and her nipple felt lewd against his palm. He leaned back a little and thrust forward again, coming even closer to getting the angle right. The sleeping bag was warm, a shield against the cold. 


   “I don’t know if I can resist, Julia,” he whispered, feeling ashamed. “This is just… too much for me.” 


   “Too much… stimulation?” asked Julia. 


   “Way too much,” he said, groaning. He pushed forward again, and this time, the tip of his cock found its target. He slid into her about an inch or so, and Julia moaned. 


   “Harry!” said Julia, her voice urgent. “Don’t move! Your thing just pushed in. If you move, it’s going to…” 


   “I know,” said Harry. “Julia, I can’t help it.” 


   “Just… stay totally still,” said Julia. “If we both don’t move, we can hold out. And we don’t have to cross the line!” 


   Contrary to her desperate plea, she shifted forward, gasping as she pushed her crotch lower along Harry’s rod. She let out a little squeal and pulled away, but the sleeping bag was tight, designed for one occupant instead of two. There was nowhere for her to roll away to. She was skewered on his cock, the two of them locked together in sexual stasis. 


   “Julia…” moaned Harry. “You’re too sexy.” 


   His hips seemed to move with a will of their own, rocking forward into her. 


   “Breathe!” said Julia. “We both just need to breathe!” 


   She put her hand over his, which inadvertently trapped it against her breath. 


   “Okay…” said Harry, trying to focus. “We’ll just… breathe.” 


   His cock was pulsing with sexual power, buried halfway in Julia’s pussy. It throbbed with pleasure, desperate to thrust, ready to blow. Harry couldn’t ignore it, but for Julia’s sake, he could try. 


   “Ready…” said Julia. “Keep breathing. Say it out loud with me. In… and out.” 


   “In…” whispered Harry. “And out.” 


   They both moved without meaning to, pushing together on in, pulling away on out. Julia quivered, a tiny sound of shameful pleasure escaping her lips. 


   “Oh god, Harry,” she moaned. “Again. In…” 


   Harry felt her push her crotch back against his cock. He couldn’t resist responding, pushing forward. 


   “And out…” he finished. He pulled back as far as he could, stretching against the confines of the sleeping back. 


   “In…?” whispered Julia. 


   “In.” said Harry. He took a deep breath and thrust into her. Julia gasped with pleasure. 


   It was a shameful, disgusting joke. They repeated the words again, and Harry thrust forward again, feeling Julia moving back to receive his hard, throbbing shaft. Harry was drunk on lust, and couldn’t stop himself. He knew it was the same for her, and moreover, she needed to say the words. The words and the breathing gave her something to hold onto, something to distract her from the lust of the moment, and the truth of their horny, passionate desires. 


   “Keep breathing,” said Julia. “In and out!” 


   Harry thrust again. 


   “In and out!” he said, pumping into her faster. 


   “Oh… oh god, Harry,” she whispered. “In…” 


   “Oh fuck, Julia!” 


   Something broke in the moment, and the two discarded any pretense of doing anything other than fucking. Harry groped at Julia’s breasts and pinched her nipples. Julia spread her legs and pushed her butt up, giving him better access to her tight, hot hole. 


  
My cock is inside Julia. This is so wrong. And it feels so good.



   “Harry!” moaned Julia. “Oh… Jesus, Harry!” 


   “Julia!” 


   Her body shook with a ferocious orgasm. She went limp against him. Harry kept thrusting, feeling ashamed at how horny he was. He couldn’t stop, even if she was no longer an active participant. His body made lewd noises as it moved against hers, wet and sloppy. He felt her cunt tighten around his throbbing cock, and it was too much for him. 


   “Oh… fuck…”  


   He came inside her. There was no other real option, but he would have chosen to, even if there had been. The pleasure of it was overwhelming. He came inside Julia, the woman who’d looked out for him since he’d been a miserable, orphaned twelve-year-old. She’d taken him in, and he’d repaid the favor by growing into a man, and taking her as a man takes a woman.  


   Neither of them said anything. It was dark outside the cave, but Harry had no idea what time it was. He held Julia against him, and focused on breathing, until finally, he fell asleep. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 21 


     


   When Harry awoke, he was still in the cave. The events of the previous night had been so surreal that at least part of him had been unconvinced of the reality of them. Julia was already up, and shockingly, there was a small fire burning in the center of the cave. Outside the cave’s entrance hole, snow fell in a constant, windy flurry. 


   “Good morning,” she said. 


   “Uh, morning.” Harry sat up in the sleeping bag, forgetting the fact that he was still totally naked.  


  
We were both naked, last night. We had sex. Julia and me.



   “Unfortunately, all the food was in my backpack,” said Julia, with a sigh. “We do have the fire starting kit. And there were the remnants of someone else’s campfire here, with enough left for me to get it going.” 


   It was then that Harry noticed what she was doing. His wet clothes from the night before were folded on the stone next to the fire. She’d taken each garment and carefully dried it over the flame, a process that must have cost her at least an hour of effort, if not several. 


   “Thank you,” he said. “Can you toss me my underwear?” 


   Julia smirked at him, finding his boxers and passing them over to him. Harry pulled them on in the sleeping bag, finding that the inside of the cave had been warmed enough to almost be comfortable. 


   “Harry…” said Julia. “About last night…” 


   He knew what she was going to say. He could hear it in the tone of her voice, see it in her body language. She wanted them both to forget that it had ever happened, and go back to the way things were. Not just the way things were before the hike, or even before Vivian moved in. The way things were when Harry was just a boy, with Julia looking out for him and playing at being a parent. 


   “I know,” he said, softly. “It was an accident. On both our parts.” 


   “I had to get you warm,” said Julia. “And it was embarrassing, for both of us, but it was the only way. But it was a mistake, and it can never happen again. We both need to just… forget about it.” 


   Harry frowned. He could admit that the sex had been an accident, but something about the word mistake made him rebel a little. It hadn’t been a mistake any more than falling in love with someone could be a mistake. It felt like they’d been through this before, and this time, it was harder for him to accept. 


   “I don’t think it was a mistake,” he said, slowly. “We didn’t mean for it to happen. But Julia… I’m sort of glad that it did.” 


   He cringed a little at his own, clumsy phrasing. It wasn’t easy to admit to the woman who’d raised him that he was glad he’d gotten the chance to have unintended sex with her. 


   “Don’t say things like that, Harry,” said Julia. “You’re still a little confused, from the cold.” 


   Harry shook his head. 


   “I felt the same way after the break-in, when we were trapped under the bed,” he admitted. “I don’t care, Julia, if it makes me a deviant, or a pervert, or whatever. I love you… like that. In that kind of way. Where it feels like I just can’t get close enough, and when I finally do, I just want to…” 


   “Stop,” said Julia. “Just… stop. I’m sorry, Harry.” 


   She was blushing furiously, and slid more of his clothes over to him without looking his way. Harry glanced at them, feeling the pain in his heart as he slowly started to pull them on. He’d disgusted her with his words. This was rejection of a different kind. 


   Harry remembered asking out a girl who’d been a close friend of his in high school. She’d said no, admitted that she was attracted to someone else, and the two had rarely spoken after that. He hadn’t just lost an opportunity at having a date, he’d lost a friend. 


   And now, he’d done it again, this time to the person he loved most. By admitting to Julia that he was attracted to her, as a man, he’d shattered any kind of intimate, familial bond that they might have had. Now, any love left between them would be awkward and dysfunctional, all because he couldn’t listen to her in the moment when it mattered. 


  
There’s a good chance that we won’t make it through the next couple of days, if this snowstorm doesn’t let up. Maybe that’s why I felt the need to tell her how I really feel?



   He frowned at the thought. He could accept that maybe, because of his stupid decision to follow in his father’s footsteps, he was going to get himself killed. What Harry couldn’t accept was that he’d sacrificed Julia, just by bringing her along with him. 


   “I’m going to head out,” said Harry. “It’s a snowstorm, but we need food, Julia. We need your backpack.” 


   Julia glanced up at him, her mind clearly still on what they’d last been talking about. She frowned and shook her head. 


   “Harry, there’s too much snow coming down,” she said. “My backpack was buried under an avalanche, and several inches more has fallen since then.” 


   He didn’t stop getting dressed, moving onto his snow clothes next. 


   “There doesn’t seem to be much else that I can do,” he said. 


   “When you dug me out, you sweat so much that you ended up with hypothermia,” said Julia. “What if that… happens again?” 


   Harry could sense that her mind was still on the events of the previous night. He didn’t answer her question, not wanting to bring the conversation back in that direction. 


   “We need food, Julia,” he said. “That’s the only food on this mountainside that might be even somewhat accessible to us.” 


   Harry glanced around the cave. They did have a little more firewood, neatly stacked off to one wall. All they needed was the food in Julia’s pack, and they would stand a chance at surviving for at least a few days. 


   She knew it, too. There was a mixture of emotion on her face, fear, embarrassment, and hope. She looked up at him, meeting his gaze for the first time since they’d talked about the night before. 


   “You’re so much like your father, Harry,” she whispered. “It breaks my heart.” 


   He smiled and shook his head. 


   “That’s the last thing I ever want to do,” he said, softly. 


   He pulled on his winter coat and lifted the hood up and over his head. There was a small face cover that came up over the mouth, but he left it down, not wanting his breath to spread moisture into the rest of his jacket. 


   Julia dug through his backpack frantically, finding one of the long ropes that they’d been planning on using for the more dangerous climbing sections further up. She handed it to him and nodded. 


   “Try to attach this to something at the end of the trail leading up to the ledge,” she said. “That way, you can find your way back here if the snowstorm picks up while you’re out there.” 


   “I will,” he said. “Keep the fire going. It’s just as important as us getting food.” 


   “I know.” Julia stood up. Harry was bigger than she was, but her presence was so full of worry and concern that it made it feel as though she loomed over him. She reached her arms out and pulled him into a tight hug. 


   “I love you, Harry,” she whispered. 


   He hesitated, knowing that the words didn’t mean what he wanted them to mean. 


   “I love you, too,” he said. 


   He squeezed her in his arms and felt her squeeze back. She snuck a quick kiss in on his cheek as they parted. Harry walked over to the cave’s entrance, getting a face full of windblown snow as he pushed his way out into the storm. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 22 


     


   The snowstorm was unlike anything Harry had encountered at ground level. He staggered forward, almost forgetting where he was in the face of the wall of snow. The conditions were whiteout. He could barely see more than a few feet directly in front of him. 


   He felt for the mountain, keeping one hand on the ice and rock wall and walking up the slope. The wind was strong enough to buffet him back. He was glad that it wasn’t coming from the other direction, because it would have easily risked pushing him off the trail and to his death. 


  
I need to stay focused. I can only stay out here for so long before it gets too intense.



   Harry took careful steps forward, until he’d made it to the top of the slope, where the avalanche had occurred. He stopped and took out the rope, carefully tying one end of it to a heavy rock, as Julia had suggested. It would be hell trying to find his way back without it, and he’d be risking falling off the mountain, given how much he could see. 


   He dropped low, moving on all fours across the snow to reduce his wind profile. It took him a few minutes, but he was sure he had the right spot when he found where the avalanche had taken place. It was a pile of snow ten feet higher than the surrounding ground, unmissable from up close. 


   Harry struggled to remember exactly where he’d dug Julia out. She’d been setting the tent up against a cliff wall, which had seemed like a good way of keeping some of the wind off them, at the time. He tried to picture where she’d set her pack down, and where it would be.  


   “She’d taken the tent out,” he muttered to himself. “Her sneeze set off the avalanche, right above her. Her backpack would have been… off to the left side.” 


   He walked around to the left side of the snow pile and started brushing away powder. The biting cold chill of the wind made the situation feel urgent, but he fought off the feeling. The last thing he needed to do was to rush and end up getting sweaty. He could endure the cold for perhaps an hour, but only if he stayed dry. 


   It was a slow process. The snow was heavily packed. It hadn’t frozen much overnight, which was a small miracle, but there was an enormous amount of it. Harry slowly cut away at it with his gloved hands, pulling of fistfuls at a time, wishing that he had a shovel. 


   His hands brushed against something foreign. He paused, and focused in on the spot, digging out a small, rectangle. It was the broken radio, and it was a sign that he was close. 


   It took another ten minutes for him to find the backpack, and then another ten after that to dig it loose. One of the straps was caught on a chunk of ice, and Harry spent several angry minutes trying to work it loose before realizing that he could just undo the strap itself and fix it once he was back in the cave. 


   Harry laughed as he pulled the bag free. He slipped it over his shoulder, and reached down to take the rope.  


  
The rope…



   It had been there only moments earlier. The snow had covered it up completely in that short amount of time. Harry fished through the white powder, his heart pounding at the thought of realizing his goal, and then not being able to make it back to the shelter.  


   He found a tent pole first, and then after another minute, the rope. Harry breathed a sigh of relieve, taking the tent pole along with him as he followed the path back toward the cave, in case Julia needed a better fire poker. 


   He was headed down the final stretch of slope toward the cave’s entrance when he saw a figure outside of the opening. Harry blinked, his eyes focusing through the curtain of white. It was an animal, and it was trying to get in. 


   “Julia!” he shouted. “No!” 


   He lumbered forward, almost slipping on the slick snow and ice coating the trail. The animal, a large mountain bear, let out a roar and reared back on its legs. It turned to face Harry, taking a step toward him on all fours. 


   The fear that surged through Harry was almost enough to make him run away. Part of his brain understood the situation on an instinctual level. They’d taken the cave from the bear. It wasn’t theirs to claim, and now its angry, massive owner had come back to evict them. 


  
If we leave the cave, we die. Assuming Julia could even get out past this thing.



   Harry clutched at the tent pole. It was a pathetic excuse for a weapon, but it was all he had. He rushed forward, swinging the flexible shaft like fresh tree branch. 


   “Get back!” he yelled. “Get… back!” 


   He struck the bear several times across the snout, shouting at the top of his lungs, waving his other arm. He knew immediately that it wouldn’t do much more than annoy the massive animal, but it wasn’t as though he had any other option. Harry struck it repeatedly. The beast swung a paw at him, catching him in the shoulder and knocking him back. 


   It stood up on its hind legs, and Harry was sure that it was about to collapse down on him, like a heavyweight wrestler preparing to use his bulk to overwhelm a smaller opponent. In a last, desperate bid for survival, he jabbed forward with the tent pole, aiming for the bear’s snout. 


   He missed, but the edge of it struck something sensitive, probably its eye. The bear stumbled back, letting out a roar of anger and pain. It started to rush forward, and amazingly, it slipped on the icy trail. 


   It was like watching something out of an old, physical comedy sketch. The bear rolled, bumping into the side of the mountain, and then falling off the edge of the trail, probably to its doom. Harry felt a stab of sympathy for it, which was immediately replaced by a wave of concern for Julia, who was still in the cave. 


   He pushed in through the opening, the warmth of the cave an instant contrast to the whipping ice and snow outside. Julia was standing right next to the entrance, eyes wide in surprise, lips turned up into a wide smile. She held her camera in her hands, and slowly lifted it up to snap another shot of him. 


   “That… was amazing,” she said. “Harry… you just fought off a bear.” 


   Harry sat up. He shrugged off her backpack and pushed it toward here. 


   “I also found this,” he said. “With the wood to keep the fire going, and the food in your supplies, we should be good for at least a few-” 


   Julia bowled him over with tight, appreciative hug. She kissed him over and over, switching between cheeks. Her lips felt hot against his nearly frozen cheeks, and pride surged in his chest. 


   “Julia…” Harry pulled off his gloves and took her hands into his. She was still on top of him, and he looked deep into her eyes. 


  
It’s just the two of us, in this tiny cave. There is still one struggle yet to come, at least for me.



   Julia cleared her throat and pulled away from him just as the tension reached near unbearable levels. She smoothed her hand across her jeans as she stood up. 


   “On top of that,” she said, carefully. “We have a second sleeping bag now. Should make things a lot easier for us.” 


   Harry nodded, though on the inside, his disappointment was very real. 


   “Yeah,” he said. “You’re uh, totally right. We can just wait here in the cave until the snowstorm passes, and try to find a way down.” 


   Julia moved to tend to the fire again, keeping the flames small but strong. She smiled at him, her expression sympathetic. 


   “I am so proud of you, Harry,” she said. “Between the bear, the cliff, and digging me out of the avalanche, you’ve saved my life three times in under 24 hours.” 


   “You’re welcome,” he said. “I think I’d get pretty bored if I was up here by myself, anyway.” 


   Julia laughed and took another photo of him. Harry started taking off his jacket, and then had a thought. 


   “Did you get any good photos?” he asked. “Of me and the bear?” 


   Julia licked her lips. 


   “I don’t want to use the screen right now, with the battery as low as it is,” she said. “But trust me, the shots I got were amazing. Harry… we’re all set. I have more than enough to recoup our funding.” 


   He frowned at her. 


   “I didn’t make it to the top,” he said. “It seems like it’s kind of hollow without any photos of me standing on the summit.” 


   “Is this about your dad, Harry?” asked Julia. 


   He hesitated, not sure what to say. 


   “I guess,” he finally said. “I mean, he was even younger than me when he managed it.” 


   Julia walked over to where he was. She pulled him into a hug from behind, letting her breasts push against his shoulders, and her breath tickle his neck. 


   “But I don’t think he fought off any bears, or saved any damsels in distress on the way up,” she said. “If you want to follow in his footsteps, maybe you should focus less on his accomplishments, and more on his character.” 


   Harry turned his head to face her. Their lips were inches apart. She smelled amazing, despite their long day of hiking. He wanted to kiss her so badly. 


  
Is that what my dad would do? Go right ahead and kiss a woman who doesn’t feel the same way about him?



   Julia held the position for a moment, and Harry started to get the sense that she wanted the kiss as much as he did. The tension built, and then one of the logs on the fire cracked and disrupted the silence, pulling them both back to reality. 


   “Alright,” said Julia. “Let’s get started on dinner. Or lunch? It’s hard to tell what time it is with all those clouds.” 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 23 


     


   Never before in Harry’s life had oatmeal smelled so incredible. Julia melted snow over their small fire, and then slowly stirred in the oats. They had beef jerky left, along with some granola bars, and had the hiking equivalent of a feast. 


   They were both grateful to be alive, almost to the point of hysteria. They joked with each other, laughing and teasing back and forth. The air seemed to hum with a deep appreciation for the simple things, for being warm and dry, for having food. For still having each other. 


   “How do you think Vivian is doing back home without us?” asked Julia. 


   Harry laughed. 


   “From what she was texting me before, back when we were in the village, I’m sure that she’s already started to lose her mind,” he said. “She gets surprisingly lonely for someone so rebellious.” 


   Julia nodded. 


   “I just hope she doesn’t try out some kooky escape plan,” she said. “I promised her mother that I’d keep a close eye on her.” 


   Harry raised an eyebrow. 


   “And flying off to Argentina with me, to climb a mountain, counts as keeping a close eye on her?” 


   Julia flashed a conspiratorial smile, and even leaned in a little closer to him, as though afraid of being overheard. 


   “I asked one of my friends to look in on her,” said Julia. “Katherine. It just so happens that she’s also a private detective with friends in the police department.” 


   “That’s devious,” said Harry. “Let’s hope for her sake, then, that she doesn’t try anything.” 


   They spent another hour or two by the fire, enjoying each other’s company. There wasn’t much to do in the tiny cave other than to stare into the flames, or stare out into the swirling snow. Harry was alright with being bored, however. With Julia there, it became bearable. 


   They retired to their sleeping bags as it began to get dark. Even with the fire going, the cave wasn’t all that warm, and Harry felt an odd sense of disappointment as he slipped into his. 


   “What’s wrong?” asked Julia. 


   He looked over at her, unsure of how to put his emotions into words. 


   “I’m sorry,” he said. “For what happened last night. I feel like I keep messing things up as soon as we get close, physically, or emotionally, or however. There’s like this rubber band effect, where the distance between us keeps shrinking, and then pushing so far out that it’s like… we’re going to snap apart.” 


   “Harry…” Julia’s eyes gleamed with love. She took her sleeping bag across the cave floor, and set it down next to his, letting her hand run over Harry’s shoulder and arm. “There’s never been any distance between us, as far as I’m concerned.” 


   “That’s not what I mean,” he said, feeling his face heat up a little. 


   “I know exactly what you mean.” Julia leaned in closer, her face coming within just a couple of inches of his. The tension in the air hardened his cock in seconds. He leaned in, and kissed her. 


   She kissed him back, and he was almost floored by it. Her kiss wasn’t that of a passionate lover, or of a fellow, horny teenager. Her kiss was that of an older woman, with experience, who loved him deeply. Her kiss made him realize that he was actually a pretty bad kisser. 


   Julia was cupping his cheek as she pulled back. She kissed him again, and then let her finger run down across his lips, as though she’d had her eye on them for a very long time. Harry was in her sleeping bag, and he felt a bit of the warmth leaking out as Julia wordlessly unzipped the side of it. 


   With quick movements, she attached both bags together, zipping them into one that was big enough for two people. She had to slide down to finish zipping the bottom of the large bag to do it, and Harry was expecting her to slide back up as soon as she was done. But she didn’t. 


   “Oh… whoa!” 


   Harry felt Julia’s hand cupping his hardness through his jeans. He’d felt Julia before, felt her touching, and even been inside her, but there had been an element of deliberate intention that had usually been missing. This felt so different. This felt scarily good. 


   She didn’t say anything as she unzipped his jeans with slow, unhurried movements. She pulled at them several times to get them all the way off, and then let her hot hands trace their way back up bare leg. 


   Harry heard a soft, appreciative moan as Julia nuzzled her cheek against his hard cock through his boxers. Her fingers traced over his bulge, as though trying to get a solid estimate on the contents of a present while it was still wrapped. It felt good, and Harry was insanely turned on, and more than a little worried that he might cum prematurely. 


   Finally, Julia slid an exploratory finger into his waistband, sliding it along the sensitive skin there and sending electric chills of pleasure through Harry’s abdomen. She pulled them down tenderly, and did it so slowly that he had to assume that she was either having doubts, or teasing him. 


   A hot, bare hand wrapped itself around his hard shaft a moment later. She wasn’t having doubts. Julia let out a tiny, pleased sigh and slowly began to stroke him off. 


  
She has me completely under her control. I wonder if she knows that?



   Harry leaned his head back, feeling as though he was in the middle of a once and the lifetime experience. Julia’s soft hand, running up and down his shaft. Julia’s hot breath, tickling the head of his cock. It was too much sensation for him to process in the standard fashion. 


   There was more to it than just a basic hand job. Julia was caressing him. Her hands ran across his crotch, appreciating the hair there. She’d let the fingers of one hand slide over his abs, tracing each muscle with the kind of appreciation that only an older woman can give a fit, young man. 


   And with the way she gently stroked and fondled his manhood, it was clear that she was trying to learn about it, as much as give him insane amounts of pleasure. She took it firmly in her small hands, and for a time, grasped it with both, as though she was gripping a staff. Harry knew for certain at that point that she was getting the measure of its size. 


   It was intense to be on the receiving end of, especially when Julia was the one doing it. Harry’s mind fluttered with thoughts about her that were entirely inappropriate for the context.  


   He remembered how she’d done a photo shoot for his school’s fundraising calendar one year, and all his male classmates had made sex jokes about her. And then there was the time at the beach when Julia’s bikini had torn, and she’d made him drive home while she kept her arms wrapped around her breasts, blushing fiercely. 


   “Julia…” he moaned. She had one hand around the base of his shaft, giving slow, insistent tugs. “I… I’m close.” 


   One of her hands ran up across her stomach and chest, and then Harry felt her lips slide over the head of his cock, engulfing it. He let out a sharp gasp of pure, unbridled pleasure, leaning his head back as she began to work her head up and down. 


   Delirious with pleasure, each of the movements of Julia’s lips and mouth were burned directly into Harry’s memory. She started out giving head as though she was sucking on a lollipop, working on the tip and turning her mouth at different angles, tongue swirling as though she was trying to melt the candy even faster. 


   Then, she started to go deeper, sucking in his cock while maintaining a tight seal. It was hot, and wet, and incredible. Harry ran a hand through her hair and knew for a fact that he was the luckiest man in the universe.  


   Julia would squeeze with her lips, increasing and decreasing pressure in a way that made him feel like her mouth was doing double duty. She was going even deeper, letting the tip of Harry’s cock probe against her throat each time she bobbed her head up and down. It was all way too much. 


   “Julia…” he whispered, tapping with his hand. “Oh… Jesus, Julia!” 


   He let out a groan as his cock exploded, blasting his hot, sticky seed deep into the mouth of the woman who’d raised him for almost half his life. Julia squealed slightly, more with amusement, than with surprise, and carefully swallowed each and every drop. 


   The pleasure was enough to render Harry temporarily speechless. Even as his cock went soft, and Julia slid up to face him directly, her face unashamed and full of love, he still couldn’t find words. 


   “We’ll talk more about this in the morning,” she said. “For now… let’s get some sleep.” 


   Harry nodded. He reached out to pull her against him, but ended up resting his head against her stomach, instead. They both fell asleep quickly. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 24 


     


   “Hello? Is anybody home?” 


   Harry woke up. Julia was still nuzzled against the sleeping bag. Both of them were clothed and spooning, and someone was standing outside the cave. 


   “Yes…” he said, still groggy. “We’re here.” 


   The snowstorm was over. Harry’s eyes adjusted to the light streaming in through the cave’s entrance, and he recognized Kara’s face. It took him a moment to reconcile her appearance, however, fully clothed in snow pants and a jacket adequate for the weather, rather than naked. 


   “The two of you have no idea how lucky you are,” said Kara. “This cave is practically the only shelter on either side of the mountain that could have gotten you through that storm.”  


   Julia sighed and sat up next to him, rubbing her eyes. Kara’s eyes flicked over to her, and her brow furrowed in surprise. 


   “How did you find us?” asked Harry. 


   “The snow died down for a bit, late last night,” said Kara. “Your fire stuck out like a sore thumb. Me and a few of the other women headed out immediately.” 


   Julia yawned, and only then seemed to realize the implications of the new arrival. She scooted slightly over, putting some distance between herself and Harry. 


   “The two of you shared a sleeping bag last night?” asked Kara. “But I thought you weren’t, well, you know… together like that?” 


   “No!” said Julia, quickly. “It was just… for the extra heat.” 


   Kara’s smirk was enough to tell Harry exactly what she thought of that excuse, true enough as it might be. 


  
It does look a little suspicious, on paper. But it’s not like anyone else will ever find out… right?



   “Come on,” said Kara. “You should get your stuff on. It might start snowing again soon, and the route we’ll need to take to get down is a little tricky.” 


   Harry nodded slowly, but he felt an odd sense of disappointment over not having reached the top. 


   “Guess I’ll have to concede this round to my overachieving father,” he said to Julia, in a quiet voice. She waited until Kara was turning to leave the cave, and then gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. 


   “It’s not about his accomplishments, Harry,” said Julia. “It’s about who he was, and who you are.” 


   Harry smiled. 


   “Right,” he said. “Also, he probably never fought off a bear.” 


   Julia pinched his shoulder, and the two of them set about packing their bags. It was time to head home. 


     


     


   THE END 
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   FREE EXCERPT FROM LAST MAN ALIVE



     


     


   CHAPTER 1 


     


   The morning did not feel like it held any major significance to Julius. 


   It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion.  


   The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom. 


   Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it. 


   As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her. 


   The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples. 


   Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey. 


   “Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?” 


   “You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?” 


   “I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.” 


   She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch. 


   He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face… 


   The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom. 


   “Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,” 


   Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head. 


   She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further. 


   He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands. 


   “Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.” 


   Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch. 


   Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further. 


   He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in. 


   At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out. 


   He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal. 


   The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him. 


   “Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!” 


   She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman. 


   Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay. 


   “Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?” 


   “When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked. 


   “You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.” 


   She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty. 


   “That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!” 


   The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was. 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 2 


     


   Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place. 


   It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was. 


   There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded. 


   He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger. 


   Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening. 


   Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room. 


   “Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?” 


   Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes. 


   “Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?” 


   His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy. 


   She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized. 


   “Mom, what’s going on?” he asked. 


   Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak. 


   “Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!” 


   He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying. 


   “What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?” 


   Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man. 


   “There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died…” 


   “Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.” 


   She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her. 


   “Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!” 


   “I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.” 


   “Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.” 


   He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother. 


   Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met. 


   The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone. 


   “Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.” 


   Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought. 


   “Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?” 


   “I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.” 


   She smiled at him, and he smiled back. 


   “Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately. 


   “Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.” 


  




  

   


   CHAPTER 3 


     


   Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicated the situation further. 


   Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known was that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill. 


   “Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.” 


   Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient. 


   “He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.” 


   The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off. 


   His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain. 


   Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him. 


   He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles. 


   It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum. 


   Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way. 


   He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused.  


   His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over. 


   “Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better.  


   “Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member. 


   That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave. 


   “I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.” 


   He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions. 


   After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium 


   “Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing. 


   “The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued. 


   “Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.” 


   “However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.” 


   “I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.” 


   The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world?  


   Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive. 


   He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand. 


   It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it. 


   Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower. 


   “Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.” 


   His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for. 


   “Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?” 


   “Yeah mom?” 


   “You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory. 


   “I will mom, don’t worry,” he said. 


   She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house. 
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