
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: A Chance Encounter

The Pacific Crest Trail was a beast—a 2,650-mile ribbon of dirt, rock, and sweat stretching from Mexico to Canada, cutting through deserts, mountains, and forests that could chew you up and spit you out if you weren’t ready. I was 20, fresh off a year of college that’d left me restless and horny as hell, so I’d ditched the textbooks for a backpack, some shitty boots, and a vague plan to hike as far as my legs would take me. It was late summer, the air thick with the promise of cooler nights, and I’d been on the trail for a couple weeks, my body leaner, my skin sunburned, my dick neglected except for the occasional desperate jerk-off under the stars. The PCT was solitude, freedom, and a whole lot of nothing—until I met her.

It was dusk, the sky bleeding orange over the Oregon Cascades, pines casting long shadows across the trail. I’d made camp in a small clearing near a creek—nothing fancy, just a flat spot to pitch my tent, the gurgle of water cutting through the silence. My fire was going, a weak crackle of twigs I’d scavenged, and I was hunched over it, heating a can of beans, my stomach growling like a pissed-off bear. The day had been brutal—20 miles of switchbacks, my calves screaming, my shirt soaked with sweat—and all I wanted was food, sleep, and maybe a quick tug to take the edge off. Then I heard it: footsteps, light but deliberate, crunching through the underbrush.

I looked up, squinting through the smoke, and there she was—emerging from the trees like some goddamn forest nymph, a vision that hit me right in the balls. She was tall, maybe 5’9”, with legs that went on forever, tanned and muscled from the trail, stuffed into tight hiking shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin. Her tank top was damp, clinging to her chest, outlining a pair of tits that were fucking unreal—full, high, straining the fabric, nipples poking through like they were daring me to stare. Her hair was a dark auburn mess, pulled into a loose braid that snaked over her shoulder, strands sticking to her neck with sweat. She had a pack on her back, lighter than mine, and a walking stick in one hand, her skin dusted with trail dirt, her lips cracked but curved into a half-smile that made my cock twitch.

“Hey,” she said, her voice low, a little rough from the day, dropping her pack with a thud that sent pine needles scattering. “Mind if I crash your fire? I’m beat, and I don’t feel like setting up my own.” She didn’t wait for an answer, just plopped down across from me, stretching those legs out, her boots caked with mud, her calves flexing as she kicked them off. I caught a whiff of her—sweat, earth, a faint hint of something floral, maybe her shampoo—and my brain short-circuited, my beans forgotten, the can sizzling too close to the flames.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I managed, my voice rougher than I meant, shifting to hide the growing bulge in my shorts. “Name’s Jake. You hiking the PCT too?” Dumb question—she was geared up like me, a thru-hiker’s lean frame, but I needed something to say before I started drooling.

“Roxy,” she replied, her green eyes flicking up to mine, sharp and knowing, like she could see my dick straining and didn’t mind. “Been on it since Cali. You?” She leaned forward, grabbing a stick to poke the fire, her tank top dipping low, giving me a glimpse of cleavage that made my mouth dry. I swallowed hard, forcing my eyes back to her face.

“Started in Ashland,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my pulse was hammering. “Heading north, seeing how far I get before winter fucks me over.” She laughed—a sharp, dirty sound that hit me low—and nodded, digging into her pack for a water bottle, her fingers long and calloused, wrapping around it as she took a swig, water spilling down her chin, dripping onto her chest, darkening the fabric over her tits.

“Same,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, leaving a smear of dirt. “This trail’s a bitch, but it’s got its perks—like random campfires with strangers who don’t suck.” She grinned, and I grinned back, the tension easing into something warmer, friendlier, though my cock wasn’t getting the memo—it stayed hard, pressing against my shorts, begging for attention I couldn’t give it yet.

We swapped stories over the fire, the beans cooling as I offered her some, our spoons clinking in the can, the night settling in with crickets and the rustle of leaves. She’d dropped out of art school, tired of the bullshit, and hit the trail to “find herself or fuck off trying,” as she put it. I told her about ditching college, the monotony of lectures, the itch to move, and she got it—nodded like she’d felt the same, her eyes locking on mine, steady and deep. The firelight danced on her face, highlighting the sweat on her brow, the curve of her lips, the way her braid slid over her shoulder when she laughed at my dumbass trail mishaps—like the time I’d tripped into a creek and soaked my pack.

Hours passed, the fire dying to embers, the air cooling, and we kept talking—about the trail’s highs and lows, the blisters, the views, the solitude that sometimes felt like freedom and sometimes like a punch to the gut. She was crude, funny, unfiltered—called the PCT “a sweaty fuckfest with nature,” swore like a sailor, and didn’t flinch when I matched her, tossing out my own trail-cursed rants. My dick stayed half-hard, but it wasn’t just that—she was cool, real, the kind of person you don’t meet stuck in a dorm. We were friends by the time the stars were thick overhead, a bond forged in shared exhaustion and the glow of that shitty fire.

“Gonna crash here tonight,” she said, unrolling her sleeping pad a few feet from my tent, her silhouette sharp against the lake’s faint shimmer in the distance. “You’re not a creep, right? Don’t make me shank you.” She smirked, pulling off her tank top—fuck, no bra, just those perfect tits bouncing free for a split second before she slipped into a loose shirt, her nipples still poking through. I laughed, shaking my head, my cock fully hard now, hidden by the dark.

“Nah, I’m good,” I said, climbing into my tent, the nylon rustling as I zipped it shut, my voice tight with the effort of not staring. “See you in the morning, Roxy.” She grunted a reply, settling in, and I lay there, the ground hard under me, her scent—sweat, dirt, floral—lingering in my head, my dick throbbing, my mind racing with what might come next on this trail. The PCT was wild, unpredictable, and now it’d thrown me Roxy—sexy as hell, a friend for now, but the spark was there, smoldering like those embers, ready to flare up into something hotter.


Chapter 2: Campfire Sparks Ignite

The Pacific Crest Trail had already kicked my ass by the time I met Roxy—two weeks of relentless climbs, sunburned shoulders, and nights spent jerking off under the stars to fantasies that didn’t hold a candle to the real thing. That first night by the creek, with her sprawled across from my fire, her tight shorts hugging her ass and her tank top straining over those unreal tits, had planted a seed—a dirty, throbbing ache that wouldn’t quit. We’d clicked fast, trading trail stories over cold beans, her crude laughs and sharp green eyes cutting through the solitude like a blade. She was 22, an art school dropout with a mouth like a trucker and a body that could stop traffic, and by morning, we’d agreed to hike together, partners in this sweaty, punishing grind through the Oregon Cascades.

It was a week later, deep in the forest near Three Sisters Wilderness, when shit got real. The days had been brutal—25-mile hauls over rocky ridges, my calves screaming, my pack chafing my hips, and Roxy right beside me, her long legs eating up the trail, her braid swinging, her sweat-soaked tank top clinging to her curves. We’d fallen into a rhythm—hiking, camping, talking shit about the PCT’s endless switchbacks and the assholes who left trash at campsites. She was a friend now, sure, but every time she bent over to fill her water bottle, her shorts riding up to flash the curve of her ass, or stretched by the fire, her nipples poking through her shirt, my cock reminded me I wanted more. I kept it cool, though—didn’t want to fuck up the vibe—but the tension was there, simmering under every glance, every laugh.

That night, we’d found a killer spot—a flat clearing near a small alpine lake, the water glassy under the moonlight, pines towering around us like silent sentinels. The air was crisp, scented with resin and earth, and my body was wrecked—muscles tight, feet blistered, sweat crusted on my skin. We set up camp fast, my tent a few yards from hers, and got a fire going, the flames snapping as I tossed on dry branches, the heat cutting through the chill. Roxy dropped her pack, groaning as she stretched, her arms high, her tank top riding up to show a strip of tanned stomach, her tits straining the fabric, nipples hard from the cold. “Fuck, I’m beat,” she said, kicking off her boots, her bare feet pale against the dirt, toes curling as she wiggled them free.

“Same,” I grunted, peeling off my shirt, the damp cotton sticking to my back before I tossed it aside, my chest bare, sweat glistening in the firelight. I caught her eyeing me—quick, subtle, her gaze flicking over my lean frame, the trail-hardened muscles I’d earned—and grinned, flexing a little just to see her smirk. “Gonna rinse off in the lake,” I said, grabbing a bar of soap from my pack, my shorts already tenting from the thought of her watching. “You coming?”

“Hell yeah,” she replied, stripping off her tank top in one smooth move, no hesitation—her tits bounced free, full and perfect, dark nipples stiff against her tanned skin, the fire casting shadows over her curves. My cock jumped, hard as fuck now, pressing against my shorts, and I turned quick, heading for the lake to hide it, my pulse hammering. She followed, dropping her shorts as she went, leaving her in nothing but a pair of black panties, the fabric clinging to her ass, a dark patch hinting at her bush underneath. The moonlight hit her, turning her into a goddamn vision—legs long and strong, hips swaying, tits swaying with every step—and I nearly tripped over a root, my dick screaming to take her right there.

The lake was cold as hell, a sharp bite against my calves as I waded in, the water lapping at my thighs, then my waist. I dunked under, the chill shocking my skin, washing away the day’s grime, my soap sudsing as I scrubbed my chest, my pits, my balls, the cold doing nothing to kill my hard-on. Roxy splashed in beside me, her laugh echoing—rough, wild—water streaming down her tits as she ducked under, coming up with her hair slicked back, droplets clinging to her lashes, her nipples puckered tighter. “Fuck, that’s cold,” she said, shivering, her arms crossing under her chest, pushing her tits up higher, and I couldn’t look away, my cock throbbing, the soap slipping in my hand.

“Yeah, but it feels good,” I said, my voice thick, wading closer, the water rippling between us. She grinned, splashing me, the icy spray hitting my face, and I splashed back, catching her off guard, water cascading over her shoulders, running down her cleavage. She lunged, tackling me into the shallows, her body slamming into mine—wet, warm despite the cold, her tits smashing against my chest, her thighs brushing my cock through my shorts. I grabbed her waist, my hands sliding over her slick skin, fingers digging into her hips, and she didn’t pull away—just laughed, her breath hot on my neck, her pussy pressing against my thigh under the water.

“Careful, perv,” she teased, her voice low, her hands on my shoulders, nails scraping light, her tits still pressed into me, nipples hard as rocks. “You’re gonna start something.” My cock pulsed, fully hard now, tenting my shorts under the water, and I smirked, my grip tightening, pulling her closer so she could feel it—feel me—against her.

“Maybe I want to,” I shot back, my eyes locked on hers, green and glinting, her lips parted, water dripping from them. The tension snapped—she kissed me, hard and fast, her mouth crashing into mine, all teeth and tongue, tasting of lake water and sweat, her hands clawing my back, nails raking red lines. I kissed her back, desperate, my tongue shoving into her mouth, my hands sliding down to grab her ass, squeezing her cheeks through her panties, spreading them under the water, the cold lapping at my fingers.

She moaned into my kiss, her pussy grinding against my thigh, heat cutting through the chill, and broke away, panting, her lips swollen, her eyes wild. “Fuck, Jake,” she gasped, her hands dropping to my shorts, yanking them down, my cock springing free, hard and leaking, bobbing in the water. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slow, her grip firm, thumb swiping the head, smearing precum through the lake’s cold grip. “Been wanting this,” she muttered, her voice rough, and I groaned, my hands ripping her panties down, the fabric tearing as I bared her bush—dark, wet, curling over her pussy lips, glistening in the moonlight.

I spun her around, bending her over in the shallows, her hands braced on a rock, her ass up, water streaming down her cheeks, her hole winking at me through the wet hair. “Fuck me,” she growled, looking back, her braid swinging, her tits swaying under her, and I didn’t wait—spat on my cock, thick and sloppy, and thrust into her pussy, hard and deep, her walls swallowing me whole, hot and tight, clenching like a fist. She screamed, a raw, echoing sound, her ass flexing as I pounded her, water splashing around my thighs, my balls slapping her clit with every thrust, the lake rocking with us.

The cold water lapped at my legs, the fire’s distant glow warming my back, the air thick with pine and her scent—sweat, musk, sex—as I fucked her, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her tanned flesh. She pushed back, meeting every slam, her moans—loud, filthy—mixing with the splash, her pussy dripping, soaking my cock, her juices running down her thighs into the lake. “Harder, you fuck,” she snarled, and I gave it to her, my thrusts brutal, my dick throbbing, her walls pulsing, the pressure building in my balls as the PCT faded to just us—this moment, this fuck, this wild, sexy bitch who’d turned my trail into paradise.

We stumbled back to the fire, dripping, panting, my cock still hard, her pussy still wet, and collapsed by the embers, friends turned fuck-buddies, the night stretching out with endless, dirty promise.


Chapter 3: Trailside Temptations Unleashed

The Pacific Crest Trail had morphed into something primal since Roxy crashed into my life—a grueling slog turned into a sweaty, lust-fueled odyssey. That first fuck in the alpine lake a week ago had cracked open a door we couldn’t shut, her tight pussy gripping my cock under the moonlight still burned into my brain, her wild moans echoing in my ears every time I zipped up my tent. We’d been hiking together since, a duo bound by blisters, bad trail food, and a friendship that now simmered with raw, unspoken heat. She was 22, an art school dropout with legs that could kill and tits that haunted my every step, and I was 20, a college runaway with a hard-on that wouldn’t quit around her. The Oregon Cascades stretched ahead, rugged and relentless, but all I could think about was getting her naked again.

It was mid-afternoon, the sun a brutal bastard overhead, baking the trail into a dusty oven. We’d been pushing hard—28 miles since dawn, my calves screaming, my pack straps digging into my shoulders, sweat pouring down my back, soaking my shirt until I’d ditched it hours ago, letting it hang from my waistband. Roxy was ahead, her braid swinging like a metronome, her shorts riding up with every stride, flashing the curve of her ass, her tank top clinging to her spine, dark with sweat, her tits bouncing under the thin fabric, nipples poking through like fucking beacons. The air smelled of pine, dirt, and her—salty, musky, a scent that hit me low and kept my cock half-hard all day, chafing against my shorts.

We hit a ridge overlooking a narrow valley, the trail dipping toward a stream fed by snowmelt, the water glinting silver through the trees. “Break time,” Roxy called, her voice rough from the climb, dropping her pack with a thud that sent dust puffing up, her hands on her hips as she stretched, her tank top riding high, baring her flat stomach, sweat beading in the dip above her navel. I nodded, slinging my pack off, my shoulders groaning in relief, and plopped down on a flat rock, my legs sprawled, my chest heaving, sweat dripping down my pecs, pooling in the hollow of my collarbone. She eyed me, her green gaze sharp, lingering on my bare torso, my trail-hardened abs, the bulge in my shorts I didn’t bother hiding anymore.

“Fuck, it’s hot,” she said, peeling off her tank top in one fluid move, tossing it onto her pack—her tits sprang free, no bra, full and heavy, tanned from days in the sun, nipples dark and stiff, glistening with sweat. My cock jumped, fully hard now, straining against my shorts, and I didn’t look away—couldn’t—my mouth dry as she smirked, knowing exactly what she was doing. “Gonna cool off,” she added, kicking off her boots, her bare feet pale against the dirt, toes curling as she shucked her shorts, leaving her in black panties, the fabric damp, clinging to her bush, outlining her pussy lips. She didn’t wait for me, just sauntered toward the stream, her ass swaying, hips rolling, a trail goddess begging to be fucked.

I scrambled up, my dick screaming, and stripped—boots off, shorts gone, boxers yanked down, my cock springing free, hard and leaking, precum beading at the tip as I followed her, the dirt warm under my feet, pine needles crunching. The stream was shallow, knee-deep, ice-cold from the melt, a shock against my calves as I waded in, the water lapping at my thighs, my balls tightening from the chill. Roxy was already there, splashing water over her chest, droplets cascading down her tits, catching in her navel, running over her panties, turning them sheer, her bush dark and curling through the fabric. “Fuck, that’s better,” she groaned, her voice low, dipping her hands in and splashing her face, water dripping from her chin, her lips parted, wet and red.

“Looks good,” I said, my voice thick, wading closer, the cold doing jack shit to kill my hard-on, my cock bobbing as I moved, the water rippling around it. She grinned, splashing me, the icy spray hitting my chest, running down my abs, and I lunged, grabbing her waist, my hands sliding over her slick skin, fingers digging into her hips, pulling her against me. Her tits smashed into my chest, nipples hard as pebbles, her pussy brushing my thigh through her panties, heat searing through the cold water. “You’re a fucking tease,” I growled, my breath hot on her neck, and she laughed, rough and dirty, her hands clawing my back, nails raking red lines.

“Been teasing you all week,” she shot back, her lips crashing into mine, a kiss that was all teeth and tongue, messy and desperate, tasting of sweat and stream water, her braid swinging as she tilted her head, deepening it. My cock pressed into her stomach, throbbing, leaking, and I grabbed her ass, squeezing her cheeks, spreading them under the water, my fingers brushing her crack through the soaked fabric. She moaned into my mouth, her pussy grinding against my thigh, her hands dropping to my dick, wrapping around it, stroking slow and firm, her thumb swiping the head, smearing precum through the cold grip of the stream.

“Fuck, Roxy,” I gasped, breaking the kiss, my hands ripping her panties down, the fabric tearing as I bared her bush—dark, wet, curling over her swollen lips, glistening with water and arousal. She kicked them off, letting them float away, and spun around, bending over in the stream, her hands braced on a rock, her ass up, water streaming down her cheeks, her pussy pink and dripping, begging for me. “Do it,” she snarled, looking back, her green eyes wild, her tits swaying under her, nipples brushing the water’s surface.

I spat on my cock—thick, sloppy—rubbing it over the shaft, and thrust into her pussy, hard and deep, her walls swallowing me whole, hot and tight, clenching like a vice. She screamed, a raw, echoing sound that bounced off the valley walls, her ass flexing as I pounded her, water splashing around my thighs, my balls slapping her clit with every slam, the cold lapping at my legs, her heat burning through me. “Harder, you fuck!” she yelled, pushing back, meeting every thrust, her pussy dripping, soaking my cock, her juices running down her thighs into the stream, mixing with the melt.

The air was thick with pine, earth, and her—sweat, musk, sex—a primal stench that hit my nose as I fucked her, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her tanned flesh, leaving red marks. She reached back, grabbing my wrist, pulling my hand to her ass, “Finger me there,” she growled, and I obeyed, spitting on my fingers, shoving two into her tight hole, stretching her rim, pumping in time with my cock, her moans—loud, filthy—shaking the trees. The dual assault drove her wild, her pussy clenching, her ass gripping my fingers, her body trembling as the stream rocked with us, waves crashing against the rocks.

I pulled out, my cock slick with her cum, and spun her around, lifting her onto a boulder at the stream’s edge, her ass on the cold stone, legs spread wide, pussy open and dripping. “Eat me,” she ordered, grabbing my hair, yanking my head down, smashing my face into her cunt. I dove in, tongue plunging into her slit, tasting her tangy heat—salty, sweet, thick with arousal—sucking her clit hard, flicking it fast, her moans echoing as she ground against me, smearing her juices across my nose, my chin, my lips. My hands gripped her thighs, spreading her wider, my fingers digging into her flesh, her bush scratching my face as I ate her out, the fire’s distant crackle a faint hum against her screams.

She came hard, her pussy flooding my mouth, a hot gush that ran down my throat, her thighs clamping my head, her nails clawing my scalp as she bucked, her screams—raw, unhinged—shattering the valley. I stood, panting, my cock throbbing, and she grabbed it, guiding me back in, her pussy still pulsing, swallowing me deep as I fucked her on the rock, the cold stone under her ass, the water lapping at my feet, my balls slapping her, her tits bouncing with every thrust. “Cum in me, you bastard,” she snarled, her hands clawing my chest, nails raking red lines, and I lost it—slamming into her one last time, unloading thick ropes deep in her cunt, my cum mixing with hers, leaking out around my shaft as I roared, the sound bouncing off the peaks, my body shaking, wrecked.

We collapsed into the stream, water splashing over us, her pussy dripping my load, my cock twitching against her thigh, our breaths ragged, mingling with the pine-scented air. She grinned, wiping sweat from her brow, her tits heaving, “Fuck, Jake, you’re stuck with me now,” and I laughed, pulling her close, her wet body pressed into mine, the PCT stretching out ahead, wild and endless, our friendship now a full-on fuck-fest, the trail our playground for whatever came next.


Chapter 4: Hot Springs Heat

The Pacific Crest Trail had become a twisted paradise since Roxy and I started fucking our way through it—every mile a mix of grueling climbs and raw, sweaty sex that left my cock sore and my head spinning. We’d been hiking together for weeks now, her long legs and unreal tits a constant tease, our friendship a combustible mess of trail dust and lust. It was late August, the Oregon Cascades giving way to volcanic ridges, the air thick with pine and the faint sulfur tang of geothermal secrets. My body was beat—25 miles of rocky bullshit that day, my calves tight, my pack a bastard on my shoulders—but Roxy kept me going, her braid swinging, her shorts hugging her ass, her tank top soaked with sweat, nipples poking through like a promise.

We’d heard rumors of hot springs off the trail—a hidden gem near McKenzie Pass, unmarked, a locals’ secret—and after a brutal stretch of lava fields, we needed it. The sun was dipping low, casting the landscape in gold and shadow, when we veered off the PCT, following a faint path through scrubby pines and basalt scree. My boots crunched on the volcanic rock, sweat dripping down my spine, my dick half-hard just from watching Roxy’s hips roll ahead of me. “Better fucking be worth it,” she grumbled, swatting a mosquito off her thigh, leaving a red mark on her tanned skin, and I smirked, knowing I’d make it worth it either way.

The springs came into view—a cluster of steaming pools carved into the rock, fed by a trickle from the hillside, the water murky with minerals, the air heavy with sulfur and heat. My pulse kicked up, my muscles aching for relief, but then we saw her—a woman already there, naked as fuck, lounging in the biggest pool, her body half-submerged, steam curling around her like a halo. She was older, maybe 30, with a lean, wiry frame, pale skin flushed pink from the heat, short black hair slicked back, wet and wild. Her tits were small but firm, nipples stiff and dark, floating just above the water, her bush a dark triangle breaking the surface as she stretched, oblivious to us—or so I thought.

“Holy shit,” Roxy muttered, stopping short, her pack thudding to the ground, her green eyes glinting with something hot and curious. I dropped mine too, my cock stirring, the sight of this stranger’s bare body hitting me like a punch. She looked up then, her gray eyes sharp, a slow smirk spreading across her lips—no shock, no shame, just a lazy, “Well, fuck, didn’t expect company.” Her voice was gravelly, smoked-out, and she didn’t move to cover up, just leaned back, arms spread along the rock edge, tits glistening, water lapping at her skin.

“Mind if we join?” Roxy asked, already peeling off her tank top, her tits bouncing free, sweat and dirt streaking her chest, nipples puckering in the cooling air. The woman shrugged, her smirk widening, “Plenty of room, hot stuff,” and I watched, my dick hardening, as Roxy kicked off her boots, shucked her shorts, and stripped her panties, baring her bush—dark, wet with sweat, curling over her pussy lips. I followed, my shirt gone, shorts and boxers hitting the dirt, my cock springing up, hard and leaking, the sulfur air doing nothing to kill the ache.

We waded in, the water scalding my calves, then my thighs, a searing relief that swallowed my balls as I sank in, the heat soaking into my bones, loosening every knot. Roxy slid in beside me, her shoulder brushing mine, her tits floating, water streaming down her cleavage, and the woman—introducing herself as Mara—watched, her gaze flicking between us, lingering on my cock bobbing under the surface, then Roxy’s curves, her lips parting like she was tasting the idea. “Trail’s been lonely,” Mara said, her voice low, splashing water over her chest, droplets catching on her nipples, running down her flat stomach. “You two look like fun.”

“Damn right,” Roxy grinned, splashing back, the water hitting Mara’s tits, making them jiggle, and I felt the tension shift—slow, heavy, a spark ready to ignite. We soaked, the heat melting us, swapping trail stories—Mara was a section hiker, out for a month, her skin toughened by the PCT, her vibe raw and unfiltered. The steam thickened, the sulfur stink mixing with our sweat, the fire in Roxy’s eyes growing as she eyed Mara’s lean frame, her small tits, her bush glinting wet. My cock throbbed, fully hard now, and I didn’t hide it—let it poke above the water, precum beading at the tip, catching Mara’s glance, her smirk deepening.

Roxy moved first, wading closer to Mara, her tits swaying, water rippling around her hips. “You’re fucking hot,” she said, blunt as hell, and Mara laughed, a throaty sound, leaning in, their faces inches apart, steam curling between them. “Back at you,” Mara replied, and then they kissed—slow at first, lips brushing, then hard, mouths crashing, tongues tangling, water splashing as Roxy’s hands grabbed Mara’s tits, squeezing them, thumbs flicking her nipples. Mara moaned, her hands sliding down Roxy’s back, clawing her ass, pulling her closer, their bodies pressing, tits smashing together, wet and slick, the heat amplifying every sound—sloppy kisses, gasps, the soft slap of skin.

I leaned back against the rock, my cock aching, and wrapped my hand around it, stroking slow, the hot water slicking my grip, my eyes locked on them. Roxy pushed Mara against the pool’s edge, her braid swinging, and dropped her head, sucking a nipple into her mouth, her tongue swirling, teeth grazing, Mara’s groan—low, filthy—echoing off the rocks. Mara’s hand slid between Roxy’s legs, fingers plunging into her pussy, pumping fast, water churning, Roxy’s moans muffled against Mara’s tit, her hips bucking, her bush dripping as Mara fucked her, knuckles deep, her other hand pinching Roxy’s nipple, twisting it hard.

“Fuck, yes,” Roxy gasped, pulling back, her lips swollen, and spun Mara around, bending her over the rock, her pale ass up, water streaming down her cheeks, her pussy pink and open, bush wet and matted. Roxy knelt in the shallows, spreading Mara’s ass, and buried her face in it, tongue spearing her cunt, then her hole, licking sloppy and deep, Mara’s screams—raw, desperate—cutting through the steam, her hands clawing the rock, leaving scratches. I jerked faster, my fist tight, precum mixing with the water, my balls tightening, the sight of Roxy’s braid bobbing, her tongue fucking Mara’s ass, her hands gripping her thighs, driving me wild.

Mara came, her pussy gushing into Roxy’s mouth, a hot flood that ran down her chin, her screams shaking the pines, and Roxy stood, panting, her face slick, grabbing Mara’s hair and kissing her hard, sharing her own taste. “Your turn, Jake,” Roxy growled, wading back to me, her tits bouncing, water dripping from her bush, and pulled me up, my cock throbbing in my hand. Mara turned, smirking, and waded over, her lean body pressing into mine, her small tits against my chest, her hand wrapping around my dick, stroking with Roxy’s, their grips overlapping, slick and hot.

Roxy straddled my lap, her pussy sinking onto my cock, tight and scorching, her walls clenching as she rode me, water splashing, jets blasting my ass. Mara knelt beside us, her tongue licking my neck, then Roxy’s tits, sucking her nipples, biting them, Roxy’s moans—loud, filthy—mixing with the sulfur air. I grabbed Mara’s ass, pulling her closer, and shoved two fingers into her pussy, pumping hard, her cum still dripping, her walls pulsing around me as Roxy fucked me, her pussy milking my dick, her hands clawing my shoulders.

“Cum, you fuck,” Roxy snarled, slamming down, and Mara’s fingers joined mine, rubbing Roxy’s clit, fast and brutal. Roxy came, her pussy flooding my cock, soaking me, her screams shattering the night, and I lost it—thrusting up, unloading deep in her, thick ropes filling her cunt, leaking out into the water as I groaned, my body shaking. Mara licked Roxy’s cum from my shaft, her tongue hot, then kissed me, sharing it, her lips soft and filthy.

We sank back, panting, the hot springs steaming around us, our bodies tangled—Roxy’s tits on my chest, Mara’s hand on my thigh, the trail forgotten, the night ours, erotic and wild.


Chapter 5: Campsite Carnage

The hot springs had turned into a steamy, sulfur-soaked fuck-fest, leaving me, Roxy, and Mara a panting, dripping mess—my cock still twitching from unloading in Roxy’s pussy, her cum and mine mixing with the mineral water, Mara’s tongue lingering on my lips with the taste of Roxy’s release. The Oregon night was closing in, the Cascades dark and silent beyond the bubbling pools, the air thick with heat, sweat, and that primal stink of sex that clung to us like a second skin. We’d stumbled out of the springs, our bodies loose and wrecked, the cold air biting our wet skin as we gathered our gear, Roxy’s tits swaying free, Mara’s lean frame glistening, my dick half-hard despite the exhaustion. “Camp’s not far,” Roxy said, her voice rough, her green eyes glinting with more mischief, and I knew this wasn’t over—not by a long shot.

We trekked back to the trail, a short stagger through pines and volcanic scree, the moonlight filtering through the branches, casting shadows over Roxy’s ass in her soaked shorts, Mara’s nipples poking through her thin shirt, my cock chafing against my boxers as I hauled my pack. We found a clearing a hundred yards off the PCT—a flat patch of dirt ringed by trees, the faint gurgle of a creek nearby, the perfect spot to crash and, apparently, keep fucking. My hands shook as I pitched my tent, the nylon rustling, my mind replaying Roxy’s pussy clenching me, Mara’s fingers in her cunt, the hot springs’ heat still searing my bones. Roxy and Mara set up too, their tents close, a triangle of nylon and lust, the air buzzing with unspoken plans.

The fire was next—dry twigs and logs I scavenged, the crackle of flames cutting through the silence as Roxy tossed on pine needles, the smoke curling up, sharp and woody, mixing with the sulfur still on our skin. We stripped again, no point in clothes now—my shorts hit the dirt, my cock springing free, hard and ready, Roxy’s tank top and panties gone, her bush dark and matted, her tits bouncing as she kicked her boots off, Mara’s shirt and shorts discarded, her small tits firm, her pussy bare and glistening in the firelight. The night was cool, the fire’s heat licking our naked bodies, sweat beading on my chest, Roxy’s thighs, Mara’s neck, the ground rough with pine needles and pebbles under our feet.

Roxy moved first, her braid swinging as she grabbed Mara, pulling her into a kiss—hard, sloppy, tongues clashing, lips smacking loud enough to echo off the trees. I sank onto my sleeping pad by the fire, my cock in hand, stroking slow, the heat and their bodies fueling me—Roxy’s hands squeezing Mara’s ass, spreading her cheeks, Mara’s fingers clawing Roxy’s tits, pinching her nipples ‘til they puckered tight. “Fuck her, Roxy,” I growled, my voice thick, my fist tight around my shaft, precum slicking my grip, and Roxy smirked, shoving Mara onto her back, the dirt grinding into her pale skin, her legs spreading wide, pussy open and dripping.

Roxy knelt between Mara’s thighs, her ass up, firelight dancing on her curves, and buried her face in Mara’s cunt—tongue plunging deep, slurping loud, sucking her clit, Mara’s moans—sharp, desperate—cutting through the night, her hands clawing the ground, pine needles sticking to her palms. I jerked faster, my balls tightening, the sight of Roxy’s braid bobbing, her lips smeared with Mara’s juices, her ass flexing as she ate her out driving me wild. Mara bucked, her small tits jiggling, her pussy gushing into Roxy’s mouth, a hot flood that ran down her chin, her screams—raw, unhinged—shaking the trees, and Roxy pulled back, panting, her face slick, grinning like a devil.

“Join us, perv,” Roxy said, crawling to me, her tits swaying, and yanked my hand off my cock, replacing it with hers—stroking hard, her grip rough, nails scraping my shaft. Mara followed, her lean body pressing into my side, her tongue licking my neck, then my chest, sucking a nipple into her mouth, biting it ‘til I groaned. I grabbed Roxy’s ass, pulling her onto my lap, her pussy sinking onto my cock, tight and scorching, her walls clenching as she rode me, the fire’s heat searing my back, her moans—loud, filthy—mixing with the crackle. Mara straddled my thighs behind Roxy, her hands spreading Roxy’s cheeks, her tongue spearing her ass, licking sloppy and deep, Roxy’s screams—wild, primal—ringing in my ears as I fucked her, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her tanned flesh.

The air was thick—smoke, pine, sweat, cum—a primal stench that hit my nose as I pounded Roxy, her pussy dripping, soaking my cock, her juices running down my balls into the dirt. Mara’s tongue fucked Roxy’s ass, her fingers rubbing Roxy’s clit, fast and brutal, and Roxy came, her pussy flooding me, a hot gush that soaked my groin, her screams shattering the night, her body shaking, her nails raking my chest, leaving red lines. I kept thrusting, my cock throbbing, and Mara slid off, grabbing my shoulders, pulling me out of Roxy, my dick slick with her cum, and shoved me onto my back, the ground biting my spine, pine needles pricking my skin.

Mara straddled my face, her pussy smashing onto my mouth—tangy, hot, dripping with her earlier orgasm—and I ate her out, tongue plunging into her slit, sucking her clit hard, her moans—low, guttural—vibrating against my lips, her bush scratching my chin. Roxy knelt between my legs, her mouth closing around my cock, sucking deep, her tongue swirling, slurping loud, her hands cupping my balls, rolling them rough, nails grazing the skin. The dual assault—Roxy’s throat on my dick, Mara’s cunt on my face—pushed me to the edge, my balls tightening, the fire’s heat licking my side, the dirt grinding into my back.

Then—footsteps, a rustle in the trees, a sharp intake of breath. I froze, Mara’s pussy still on my lips, Roxy’s mouth still on my cock, and glanced up—two hikers, a guy and a girl, mid-20s, packs on, standing at the clearing’s edge, their faces lit by the fire, eyes wide, mouths open. The guy’s shorts tented, the girl’s cheeks flushed, but they didn’t move—just watched, rooted, as Roxy pulled off my cock with a wet pop, smirking, “Enjoying the show?” her voice rough, cum dripping from her lips. Mara lifted off my face, her pussy glistening, and grinned, “Keep hiking or join in,” her tone daring, but they didn’t—stood there, silent, the guy’s hand twitching toward his crotch, the girl’s breath hitching, then turned, disappearing into the dark, their footsteps fading.

“Fuck ‘em,” Roxy laughed, diving back onto my cock, sucking harder, her throat squeezing me, and Mara dropped back, grinding her cunt on my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth. I lost it—thrusting up into Roxy’s mouth, unloading thick ropes down her throat, my cum spilling out, dripping onto her tits as I groaned into Mara’s pussy, the vibration pushing her over, her cunt gushing, soaking my face, her screams—sharp, wild—mixing with Roxy’s muffled moans. We collapsed, a sweaty, cum-drenched heap by the fire—Roxy’s tits on my chest, Mara’s thigh over mine, the hikers’ eyes a fading memory, the PCT ours, wild and filthy, the night stretching out with endless, erotic promise.


Chapter 6:  Forest Fuck-Fest Unleashed

The campfire was a dying glow behind us, embers casting faint light over our wrecked, naked bodies—me sprawled on the dirt, Roxy’s cum-smeared tits pressed into my chest, Mara’s lean frame draped across my thigh, her pussy juices still dripping down my chin. The Pacific Crest Trail had turned into a nonstop orgy since the hot springs, our threesome a sweaty, filthy tangle that left my cock raw and my balls drained. The air was thick with smoke, pine, and the musky stench of sex—our cum, sweat, and spit mixing into a primal funk that clung to the clearing. The two hikers who’d caught us mid-fuck had vanished into the Oregon night, their wide-eyed stares and quick retreat a fleeting interruption—until we heard it.

A low moan cut through the silence, distant but unmistakable, followed by a sharper cry—raw, desperate, echoing off the trees. Roxy lifted her head, her braid swinging, her green eyes glinting in the firelight, a smirk curling her lips. “What the fuck’s that?” she muttered, wiping my cum from her chin, her voice rough from sucking me dry. Mara sat up, her small tits bouncing, her black hair wild, and cocked her head, listening as another moan rolled in—deeper, guttural, a sound that hit me right in the dick, stirring it back to life despite the ache. “Sounds like someone’s having fun,” she said, her gravelly tone laced with curiosity, and I grinned, my pulse kicking up, the exhaustion fading under a fresh wave of lust.

“Let’s check it out,” I said, scrambling up, pine needles sticking to my ass, my cock half-hard, swaying as I grabbed my boots—no point in clothes, not now. Roxy and Mara followed, their naked bodies glowing in the moonlight—Roxy’s tanned curves, her bush matted with cum, Mara’s pale skin streaked with dirt and sweat—grabbing nothing but their water bottles, the three of us a feral pack stalking through the forest. The ground crunched under my boots, twigs snapping, the air cool against my sweaty chest, the sulfur from the hot springs still faint on my skin as we followed the sounds, weaving through pines and boulders, the moans growing louder, closer, guiding us like a filthy beacon.

We hit a small hollow, a dip in the terrain shielded by thick trees, the moonlight filtering through, and there they were—the two hikers who’d watched us, fucking like animals in the dirt. The guy was on his back, shorts shoved to his ankles, his cock buried in the girl riding him, her shirt rucked up, no bra, her tits bouncing free, nipples stiff and dark. She was lean, blonde, her hair a tangled mess, her ass flexing as she slammed down, her pussy swallowing his dick, wet and glistening, her moans—high, frantic—mixing with his grunts, low and rough. Their packs were tossed aside, a lantern flickering beside them, casting shadows over their sweaty, straining bodies, the air thick with pine, earth, and their sex—salty, musky, a raw echo of ours.

“Holy shit,” Roxy breathed, stopping short, her tits heaving, her hand brushing my arm, her eyes locked on them, glinting with heat. Mara chuckled, low and dirty, stepping closer, her bare feet silent on the needles, and I felt my cock harden fully, throbbing, the sight of them—turned on by us, fucking because of us—igniting something wild. They hadn’t seen us yet, too lost in it, her hips grinding, his hands clawing her ass, spreading her cheeks, her pussy dripping down his shaft, pooling in the dirt.

Then she looked up, mid-thrust, her blue eyes wide, catching us in the moonlight—me naked, cock hard, Roxy and Mara bare and dripping, a trio of trail-fucked beasts. She froze, her pussy still impaled, his dick pulsing inside her, and he followed her gaze, his face flushing red, but his hips didn’t stop, bucking up into her, a groan slipping out. “Fuck—don’t stop,” he muttered, his voice wrecked, and she stammered, “You… you turned us on so much—watching you, we couldn’t… we were nervous, didn’t know how to…” Her words trailed off, her tits heaving, her pussy clenching visibly around him, and Roxy laughed, sharp and filthy, stepping forward.

“No need to be shy now,” Roxy said, dropping to her knees beside them, her tits swaying, her hand reaching out to grab the girl’s hair, pulling her into a kiss—hard, sloppy, tongues clashing, lips smacking loud. The guy groaned, his cock twitching, and I moved in, my dick aching, kneeling behind Roxy, my hands gripping her hips as Mara joined, her lean frame pressing into the girl’s side, her tongue licking her neck, then her tit, sucking a nipple into her mouth, biting it ‘til the girl yelped into Roxy’s kiss, her pussy gushing, soaking his dick.

“Name’s Jake,” I said, my voice thick, thrusting into Roxy’s pussy from behind, her walls tight and hot, still slick with my earlier cum, her moan muffled against the girl’s lips. “Roxy, Mara,” I nodded at them, and the guy panted, “Tanner… this is Elle,” his hands clawing Elle’s ass, spreading her wider, her pussy dripping as she rode him, her eyes darting between us, wild and needy. “Fuck us,” Elle gasped, breaking Roxy’s kiss, her voice wrecked, and we did—turned their nervous fuck into a full-on forest orgy.

Roxy pulled off Elle’s mouth, shoving her forward onto Tanner’s chest, her ass up, and spat on her crack—thick, wet—spreading her cheeks, tongue spearing her ass, licking deep, Elle’s screams—high, desperate—shaking the trees as I fucked Roxy, my cock slamming into her, water and cum from the springs still dripping down her thighs, my balls slapping her clit. Mara straddled Tanner’s face, her pussy smashing onto his mouth, his tongue plunging in, slurping loud, her small tits bouncing as she ground down, her moans—low, guttural—mixing with Elle’s, her hands clawing Tanner’s hair, smearing her juices across his face.

I grabbed Elle’s tits, squeezing them hard, thumbs flicking her nipples, her pussy pulsing around Tanner’s cock as Roxy ate her ass, her tongue fucking her hole, spit dripping down to Tanner’s shaft, slicking it more. “Fuck, yes,” Elle screamed, her body shaking, her cum flooding Tanner’s dick, running down his balls into the dirt, and he groaned into Mara’s cunt, his hips bucking, unloading thick ropes inside Elle, his cum leaking out, mixing with hers, soaking the ground. Roxy pulled back, her face slick, and I yanked out of her pussy, my cock throbbing, grabbing Elle’s hair, pulling her off Tanner, her pussy gaping, dripping, and shoved my dick into her mouth, her lips stretching wide, sucking hard, her tongue swirling, tasting Roxy’s cum on me.

Mara came, her pussy gushing into Tanner’s mouth, a hot flood that ran down his chin, her screams—sharp, wild—echoing as she bucked, and Roxy took her place, straddling Tanner’s cock, sinking down, his cum-slick shaft disappearing into her pussy, her ass bouncing as she rode him, her moans—loud, filthy—ringing out. I fucked Elle’s throat, her gags sloppy and wet, spit dripping down her chin onto her tits, my hands gripping her hair, her blue eyes watering but hungry, and Mara knelt behind me, her tongue licking my ass, spearing my hole, fucking me deep, her spit hot and slick, pushing me over.

I came, slamming into Elle’s mouth, thick ropes hitting her throat, spilling out, dripping onto her tits as I roared, my body shaking, Mara’s tongue curling in my ass, Elle swallowing what she could, the rest streaking her face. Roxy hit her peak, her pussy flooding Tanner’s cock, soaking him, her screams shattering the night, and Tanner came again, his cum pumping into Roxy, leaking out around his shaft, pooling in the dirt. We collapsed, a sweaty, cum-drenched heap—me on my back, Elle’s tits on my chest, Roxy’s ass on Tanner’s lap, Mara’s hand on my thigh—the forest silent again, the hikers’ nervous watch turned into a fuck-fest we’d all claimed, the PCT wilder than ever, the night ours, filthy and free.


Chapter 7: The Trail’s Erotic Triumph

The Pacific Crest Trail had been a brutal, beautiful bitch—2,650 miles of dust, sweat, and sex that turned my legs to steel, my skin to leather, and my dick to a relentless beast. Roxy, Mara, Tanner, and Elle had become my trail family, a pack of horny bastards who’d fucked our way from Oregon to the Canadian border, every campsite a battleground of lust, every mile a testament to our stamina. It was late September now, the Washington Cascades looming ahead, the air crisp with autumn, pine needles carpeting the path, the end in sight. My body was wrecked—blisters on my feet, pack straps carving grooves into my shoulders—but my cock stayed hard, fueled by the memory of Roxy’s pussy, Mara’s tongue, Elle’s throat, Tanner’s groans, our forest fuck-fests etched into every aching muscle.

We’d picked up Tanner and Elle after that night they watched us, their nervous voyeurism turning into a full-on orgy that sealed our fates. Months of hiking and humping followed—hot springs, lakes, ridges, every stop a chance to strip down and screw, their bodies as familiar as the trail itself. Roxy’s tanned tits bouncing as she rode me, Mara’s lean frame trembling under my fingers, Elle’s blonde hair tangled in my grip, Tanner’s cock slick with our cum—it was a rhythm we’d perfected, a filthy harmony that carried us through the PCT’s final stretch. The border monument was close now, a wooden post in a clearing, the finish line of this wild, sweaty saga, and we were ready to end it with a bang.

The last day was a grind—20 miles of steep climbs, my calves screaming, sweat pouring down my chest, my pack a bastard on my back. Roxy led, her braid swinging, her shorts hugging her ass, her tank top soaked, nipples stiff against the fabric. Mara flanked me, her black hair wild, her shirt tied up, small tits bare underneath, her bush peeking from her shorts. Tanner and Elle trailed, his lean frame glistening, her blonde curls bouncing, their hands brushing, their eyes glinting with the same heat that burned in us all. The air smelled of pine, moss, and our musk—a primal stew that kept my cock half-hard, chafing against my shorts, the promise of the end driving us forward.

We hit the monument at dusk, the sky a blaze of orange and purple, the wooden post weathered and proud, “Canada” carved into it, a silent witness to our triumph. My pack hit the dirt, a thud that echoed my relief, my chest heaving, sweat dripping down my abs, pooling in my navel. Roxy whooped, dropping her gear, her tits jiggling as she spun, her grin wild, “Fucking made it, you bastards!” Mara laughed, a gravelly sound, stripping her shirt off, her nipples puckering in the cool air, and Tanner and Elle joined, their packs falling, their clothes following—his shorts gone, cock springing free, her shirt and bra tossed, tits bouncing, bush glinting in the fading light.

No words needed—we stripped, a frantic pile of fabric hitting the ground, my boots off, shorts yanked down, my cock hard and leaking, precum beading at the tip as I stood naked, the trail’s dirt under my feet, the monument behind us. Roxy grabbed me, her hands clawing my chest, nails raking red lines, and kissed me—hard, sloppy, her tongue shoving into my mouth, tasting of sweat and victory, her tits smashing into me, nipples stiff against my skin. Mara pressed into my side, her tongue licking my neck, then my ear, her hand wrapping around my cock, stroking slow, her grip firm, thumb swiping the head, smearing my precum. Tanner pulled Elle close, his cock pressing into her stomach, her hands gripping his ass, their kiss loud and wet, a mirror to ours.

“Finish it right,” Roxy growled, breaking the kiss, her green eyes wild, shoving me onto my back in the dirt, pine needles pricking my spine, the cool earth a shock against my sweaty skin. She straddled my face, her pussy—dripping, swollen, musky with days of trail sex—smashing onto my mouth, her thighs clamping my head, her bush scratching my lips as I plunged my tongue in, sucking her clit hard, tasting her tangy heat, her moans—loud, primal—shaking the trees. Mara knelt between my legs, her mouth closing around my cock, sucking deep, her tongue swirling, slurping loud, her small tits brushing my thighs, her hands cupping my balls, rolling them rough, nails grazing the skin.

Elle climbed onto Tanner, her pussy sinking onto his cock, tight and hot, her ass bouncing as she rode him beside us, her tits swaying, her moans—high, frantic—mixing with Roxy’s, his hands spreading her cheeks, fingers teasing her ass. I grabbed Roxy’s hips, my nails digging into her tanned flesh, my tongue fucking her slit, her juices flooding my mouth, running down my chin, her screams—wild, unhinged—ringing out as she ground down, her pussy pulsing, her cum gushing, soaking my face, my throat, my chest. Mara sucked harder, her throat squeezing my cock, her spit dripping down my shaft, pooling in the dirt, and I groaned into Roxy’s cunt, the vibration pushing her over again, her second flood hitting me, her nails clawing my scalp.

Tanner flipped Elle onto her back, her legs wide, pussy open and dripping, and slammed into her, his cock pounding her, water and cum from past fucks slicking his thrusts, her screams—sharp, desperate—echoing as he fucked her, his hands squeezing her tits, thumbs flicking her nipples. Roxy slid off my face, panting, her pussy glistening, and grabbed Mara’s hair, yanking her off my cock, my dick slick with her spit, throbbing in the air. “Fuck him,” Roxy ordered, shoving Mara onto my lap, her lean frame sinking onto me, her pussy swallowing my cock, tight and scorching, her walls clenching as she rode me, her moans—low, guttural—mixing with the fire we’d never lit, the air thick with pine, sweat, and sex.

Roxy knelt beside us, her tongue licking Mara’s ass, spearing her hole, fucking her deep, spit dripping down to my balls, slicking Mara’s pussy more as I thrust up, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging in, her small tits bouncing, her cum flooding my cock, soaking me, her screams shattering the night. Elle came, her pussy gushing around Tanner’s dick, a hot rush that ran down his thighs, his cum pumping into her, thick ropes leaking out, pooling in the dirt as he roared, his body shaking. I grabbed Roxy’s braid, pulling her to me, kissing her hard, tasting Mara’s ass on her tongue, my cock throbbing in Mara’s cunt, my balls tightening as Elle crawled over, her tongue licking my neck, then Mara’s tits, sucking her nipples, biting them ‘til Mara screamed again.

“Cum, you fuck,” Roxy snarled into my mouth, her hand rubbing Mara’s clit, fast and brutal, and Mara’s pussy spasmed, her third flood soaking me, her body trembling as she collapsed, my cock still buried in her. I lost it—thrusting up, unloading deep in Mara’s cunt, thick ropes filling her, leaking out around my shaft as I roared, my cum mixing with hers, dripping onto the dirt, Roxy’s tongue shoving into my mouth, Elle’s hands clawing my chest, Tanner’s groans a distant echo as he watched, spent but grinning.

We fell apart, a sweaty, cum-drenched heap—me on my back, Mara’s pussy dripping onto my thigh, Roxy’s tits on my chest, Elle’s blonde hair tangled in my fingers, Tanner’s cock softening beside us—the monument looming, the trail complete, the Cascades silent around us. Roxy smirked, wiping sweat and cum from her brow, her voice wrecked, “Fucking conquered it, Jake,” and kissed me slow, her lips possessive, her tongue lazy but claiming. Mara laughed, her hand slapping my ass, leaving a sting, “Best trail ever, perv,” and Elle nodded, her blue eyes sated, “Couldn’t have ended better,” her fingers brushing my cock, still twitching. Tanner grinned, his cum streaking Elle’s thigh, “You’re all insane,” and we laughed, a raw, triumphant sound.

I lay there, wrecked but whole—covered in their cum, sweat, and dirt, my body a map of every fuck, every mile, every scream. The PCT was done, a trail of blisters and bliss, and we’d finished it our way—fucked-out, filthy, free. The monument stood silent, the night closed in, and as their heat seeped into me, I felt it—a deep, dirty satisfaction, the kind that comes from pushing every limit and coming out on top, cock-first, with the wildest crew I’d ever known. This was our end, our erotic victory, and I’d carry it—sore, sticky, and grinning—long after the trail faded to memory.
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