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River Camp Harem: Part 2

“Sure. Come in, Sheriff.”

Ashley disappeared into the bedroom with a little eep as I motioned the sheriff inside. Like many of the locals, I’d known Gordon Ayres for a good chunk of my life. He’d been a couple of grades ahead of me in school, and we’d both played on the small sports teams fielded by the high school. Since I’d come back, we’d gotten together for beers a couple of times to catch up.

He took off his hat and took a seat on the couch. “Got a man—Grady Simpson—claiming that you assaulted him.”

I shrugged. “I sort of did.”

“Why do I think there’s more to the story than what he told me?”

Ashley emerged from the bedroom—dressed, thank goodness—and stood beside me with her hands planted on her hips. Gordon’s eyebrows rose in surprise at the sight of the lovely blonde.

“And who is this?”

 “I’m the rest of the story. Ashley Davis. I work the registration desk here.”

Gordon’s face went completely expressionless. “And what is your relationship to Colt?”

“He’s my boyfriend.”

When the sheriff looked at me for confirmation, I nodded. “I am. It’s a new thing.”

He looked back at Ashley. “Good for you, young lady. I’ve known this guy a long time, and he’s one of the good ones.”

“Oh, I know. That’s why I snapped him up. Now, about Grady. He’s been after me since he checked into camp over a week ago. Yesterday he caught me alone at the Big House, locked the door, and went after me.”

“Where were you?” Gordon asked me.

“Running errands around camp. I got back just in time to stop Grady before things got really ugly. He had her cornered behind the front desk and was trying to get under her shirt. That’s when I assaulted him.”

Gordon frowned darkly. “You let him off too easy, if you ask me.”

“At the time I was more interested in making sure Ashley was okay.”

“Suppose I can’t blame you for that.”

“Where is he now?” Ashley asked.

“Locked up in my holding cell for drunk and disorderly, DUI, and public intoxication. I may think of a few more charges on the way back. Was he drunk when he assaulted you, Miss Davis?”

She nodded. “From the way he was acting and the smell of his breath, he’d been drinking all day.”

“Looked like he was still blotto from the way he drove off, too,” I added.

“And you evicted him from the camp?”

“Yes. I gave him an hour to pack and be gone.”

“Okay, I think I’ve got the whole picture now.”

Ashley took my hand. “What are you going to do with him?”

“Are you willing to press charges?”

Her eyes cut to me. “I’d rather not, but I will if it’s the only way to get rid of him.”

“Then I’ll explain to him—and to his lawyer—that he insists on pressing charges against Colt he’s going to get hit with kidnapping and attempted rape. And that it would be in his best interest to get the fuck out of my county and stay out. If I see him again I’ll bury him under so many charges he’ll need a whole army of lawyers to dig him out.” Gordon stood up with a smile at Ashley. “He’ll be on his way in a few hours.”

“Thank you, Sheriff,” she told him.

At the door, Gordon paused and lowered his voice. “You have a gun?”

“I lived and worked in Houston. Sig nine millimeter and a 1911.”

“Good. If he does come after Ashley again shoot him and save everybody a lot of grief.”

“If that fucker lays another finger on Ashley you’re not going to have to worry about a body turning up.”

Gordon shot a glance at her. “Take good care of that one, Colt. The way she looks at you, she’s a keeper.”

“I’m going to do my best.”

“I’ll give you a heads up if it looks like he’s going to be a problem.”

“We appreciate it, Gordon.”

He put on his hat and touched the bill with two fingers. “You can buy the first round next time we meet up.”

“You think he’s going to leave me alone?” Ashley asked with a nervous tremor in her voice as I closed the door.

I wrapped my arms around her from behind. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you. Even if it means I have to keep an eye on you twenty-four seven from now on. When you’re sleeping. When you’re showering...”

“Not funny.”

“It’s a little funny. And I’m only partly joking. I don’t want you out of my sight.”

She turned in my arms so she was facing me and smiled. “I’m okay with that. Want to watch me while I shower?”

“More than you’ll ever know.”

After we’d both showered we went and got breakfast at the cafe halfway between the camp and town. I still needed to go grocery shopping for real food, and we both wanted to get away from the camp for a while.

“Table or booth?” a terminally bored teenage girl asked us.

“Booth,” Ashley said, and she grinned as she slid in beside me rather than taking the seat across from me. “I’m keeping you close, mister. No way I’m giving you a chance to run away now.”

“Do you really think I’d want to?”

She considered that. “Hm. I’m not risking it until I’m sure your conscience isn’t going to be a problem and you’ve realized you can’t live without me.”

“I’m mostly there now,” I admitted.

“That took less time than I expected, to be honest.”

“You don’t give yourself enough credit. You make a very convincing argument just by breathing.”

“Aww.” She ran her hand lightly along my thigh under the table. “You almost make me believe you mean it.”

The waitress came back with a carafe of coffee. “You ready to order?”

Once that was taken care of, I turned back to Ashley. “What would you like to do today?”

“Spend it with you.” She gave me a gentle smile. “You don’t have to entertain me, Colt. I’m perfectly fine just going back to your place and lazing the day away. I’m a pretty low maintenance girl.”

After last night and this morning, I was more than okay with that. Hell, I was ready for a nap. The girl had worn me out. It wasn’t long before the waitress returned with Ashley’s pancakes and my southwestern omelet, and we both dug in.

 “Is your aunt going to be worried about you not coming home?”

She’d told me that she and Lauren lived with her dad’s older sister. I didn’t know the woman. The family had moved here from another small town nearby after I’d left for college.

“She doesn’t care as long as I let her know I’m alive. Says I’m old enough to make my own mistakes now, and she’s too old to ride herd on me.”

I raised my eyebrows. “She’s my age, isn’t she?”

Ashley smirked. “I’m not answering that. But you didn’t seem too old to ride herd on me last night.”

“And I’m not touching that one. But I have to say, right now I don’t feel old.”

I felt pretty damned good, actually, both mentally and physically. It had been so long that I’d forgotten what the first heady rush of a new relationship was like. The look in Ashley’s eyes told me that she understood.

“I’ll keep you young, Colt.”

“Or kill me trying.”

She bumped me with her shoulder. “You’re a big, strong boy. I think you’ll survive.”

We teased and flirted that way all through breakfast, and I enjoyed every second of it. We took our time about it, too. There was no place we had to be and we were more than content just to be together. The breakfast crowd had mostly cleared out when our waitress came back to the table and stifled a yawn.

“Can I get you anything else?”

I looked at Ashley, who shook her head. “Just the check, thanks.”

The girl handed me the bill. “Pay up front when you’re ready.”

Ashley heaved a dramatic sigh when she walked away. “I remember being that bored with life.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah. Couldn’t wait to graduate and go to college in the city. That was fun for about the first year, and then I started missing home. The space, the quiet, going to the river and hiking, the wildlife. As soon as I finished my degree I came straight back.”

“I know what you mean.” I opened the photos on my phone and showed her a picture of my old house in The Woodlands.

“Damn, Colt. That is some house.”

“You’ve seen where I live now. Guess which one I prefer.”

“The one that comes with the smoking hot blonde?” she guessed.

“That’s definitely a selling point. I feel more at home in that little cabin than I ever did in Houston, though. I’m not leaving again.” I looked into her sky blue eyes. “I’m going to start looking for a house this fall, or land I can build a house on. I’ll take my time and find something I really like, and then live there forever.”

“Living the dream.”

“In more ways than one.”

“You really are sweet, Colt. Ready to get out of here?”

I drained the last of my coffee. “Yep.”

While we were waiting at the front register, a voice came from behind us. “Ashley?”

“Oh, hey Megan.”

I turned to see a redhead around Ashley’s age with two young children in tow.

“Taking the munchkins to breakfast?” Ashley asked.

“On Saturdays I get them out of the house and let someone else cook.”

“Where’s Brett?”

“He’s in Bandera helping one of his high school buddies move. They’ll undoubtedly end up at the bar afterwards. But it got him out from underfoot for the day, so I’m not complaining.” She turned her attention to me. “And who is this?”

“This is Colt Walker. My boyfriend. Megan and I went to school together,” she explained to me.

“Nice to meet you, Megan,” I said, holding out my hand.

She took it but glanced back at Ashley, startled. “Boyfriend?”

“Yep! We work together at the river camp.”

“Nice to meet you, too,” Megan said belatedly. “Ashley, tell Peyton to call me. I got in some of that perfume she likes, and she wanted me to save a bottle.”

The bored teen waitress interrupted us. “Your table’s ready.”

“Thanks.” Megan tugged the two kids closer. “See you later.”

We settled our bill then went out into the perfect June morning. As soon as we were in my truck, Ashley broke into a fit of giggles.

“Did you see her face when I said you were my boyfriend?”

“She looked like she’d bitten into a lemon.”

“Megan’s a sweetheart, but her husband is a real award winner. Can’t stay away from the beer long enough to keep any kind of decent job.”

“Sounds like half the guys I went to high school with.”

“Yeah. She deserves better, but for some reason she really loves him and won’t leave.”

“The two kids might have something to do with that.”

“I guess so.”

Ashley scooted across the seat to sit close to me on the ride back to camp, and I draped an arm across her shoulders. “Sure there’s nothing you want to do?”

“I’m doing it. I just want some time alone with you.”

That was hard to argue with. Back at the cabin, we snuggled up together on the couch and watched old movies on TV. We fell asleep spooning together not long after the second one started, and when I woke up Ashley was draped halfway over me with her head on my chest. Nothing short of the cabin being on fire could have induced me to move, and I just laid there under my Ashley blanket trying to soak in all of her I could get through osmosis.

After a while she let out a sigh and stirred. China blue eyes opened and looked into mine, and her lips curved in a lazy smile.

“I could get used to this,” she murmured.

“Me, too.” Like, yesterday.

Her fingers curled into my hair and pulled my mouth to hers for a long kiss. “Mmm. I could really get used to this.”

“Getting hungry for lunch?” 

She stretched against me. “I could eat.”

“Let’s see what I’ve got.”

She followed me into the kitchen, and after a minute turned to me with a reproving look. “Do I need to start shopping for you?”

“I’ll start stocking real food,” I promised. “Pizza?”

“That works.”

We ate at the back of the house where there were a couple of chairs and a table in the shade of the oak trees on the bluff. From there you could look down and see the bend of the river and the camp on the other side with the hills in the distance. Since it was the hottest part of the day, the birds were mostly hiding out to avoid the sun, but a couple of squirrels had enough ambition to chase each other from tree to tree.

“I’ve never been back here before,” Ashley said. “It’s nice.”

“It’s even better in the evenings. I like to sit out here with a beer if I get home early enough. There’s usually a nice breeze, and the birds are still out.”

“That does sound nice. I’ll have to join you sometime.”

Afterwards we went back inside to the couch and spent the rest of the afternoon watching TV and practicing our kissing. I thought we were getting pretty damned good at it.

“You’re not bored?” I asked her later.

She gave me a startled look. “No! I am so relaxed right now. I’m just enjoying a lazy, quiet Saturday together.”

“Good,” I sighed. “This is about the best day I can remember.”

Ashley linked her fingers with mine. “I told you I’m low maintenance. I’d just be home reading with Lauren—we both love books—or watching TV with Peyton. Our weekends are pretty laid back. Sometimes we’ll go swimming, or we’ll make the drive to Fredericksburg if we’re going stir crazy and really want to get away for the day. Now and then we’ll go for a hike in the evening after it cools off. My aunt says we’re a bunch of boring old ladies.”

She was nothing like my ex. Elaine would have been climbing the walls after an hour in the cabin and demanding that I take her to do something. Preferably where there was shopping. I was beyond glad she wasn’t my problem anymore. Like Ashley, I was relaxed and felt perfectly content. While we couldn’t do this every day, I’d take every bit of it that I could get.

It was early evening when Ashley said, “I should probably go home.”

“Do you have to?”

“I’m wearing one of your t-shirts and the panties I wore yesterday.”

“I have more t-shirts, and it won’t offend me if you don’t wear panties. Ever. In fact, you’re more than welcome to stay naked all the time. Think how much simpler that would be.”

“I’m not against spending Saturdays naked with you, but I still need clean clothes. And my shampoo and conditioner. And you could probably use some time. It’s been a really good day. Let’s not push too far at once.”

I hated the idea of her leaving, but maybe she was right. “Okay.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be back. I told you, you’re not getting rid of me.”

Once she was dressed, I drove her to her aunt’s house on the far side of town. We kissed goodbye in the truck, because I wasn’t quite ready to meet her aunt yet. I’m not sure Ashley was ready for that, either.

It was ridiculous how empty the cabin felt without her there. I did some laundry and piddled around to kill time until dinner, and then did my usual beer and pizza—with rather more beer than I normally drank—while I watched Youtube videos on my laptop. I couldn’t manage to immerse myself in anything, though. Invariably my thoughts drifted to the lovely blonde girl, and when I went to bed I kept catching the scent of her on my pillow. I was up late reading when my phone dinged.

Good night, boyfriend

Is it weird that I miss you so much already?

No. I miss you too

It’s feels empty without you here

I think we’re in trouble

Oh yeah. Definitely

Do you mind?

Not even a little bit

Good

I’ll talk to you tomorrow

Sweet dreams

You too, sweetheart

She sent back a single heart. I sank back against my pillow and stared at the ceiling. I was definitely in trouble. I was pretty damned sure I was already cooked.

RU awake?

It was almost ten in the morning when Ashley texted, and I was sitting out back working on my second cup of coffee.

Close enough

Got plans for the day?

Not a thing. You?

I usually spend Sundays with P and L, but I was thinking

Yeah?

How about we all come spend the afternoon at your place?

We’ll stop by the store on the way and get food

We can grill!

While I’d really hoped I’d get to spend another day alone with Ashley, this wasn’t a bad compromise. They were her best friends, which meant I was going to have to share custody of Ashley with them no matter how much I might have liked to keep her all to myself. Besides, Peyton and Lauren were both nice enough. I could deal.

Sounds good

We can go swimming later if you want

There was a path behind the cabin that ran down the bluff to a fairly secluded part of the river. Not many campers visited the spot because camp services didn’t maintain the bank this far upstream. It was a slower, deeper part of the river that I preferred to most of the swimming spots closer to the main camp.

Yay!

Be there in a couple of hours!

Can’t wait

My emotions were a weird mix of excitement at seeing Ashley and guilt about the feelings I’d had about her friends since the dance. There was a part of me that hadn’t let that go and threw in memories of kissing Lauren at random times and wondered about Peyton and her crush on me at others, and I felt like a complete asshole for it. I had Ashley, for fuck’s sake. I was crazy about her and it seemed to be mutual, and I was really starting to think she might be the best thing that had ever happened to me. I couldn’t understand why my brain kept lingering on her friends—no matter how beautiful they were.

I had enough time to finish a third cup of coffee while I tidied up inside the cabin and dragged a couple more lawn chairs out of the storage shed behind the house. There was an old barrel grill out back that looked like it had been welded together from pieces of scrap steel. It was rusty on the outside, but perfectly functional once I’d cleaned it out. I scrubbed down the grill itself in the kitchen sink with dish soap and steel wool until it was shiny again then set it aside to dry. Since we were just going to be lounging around the back yard, I didn’t bother changing out of my t-shirt and faded cargo shorts.

I heard their cars pull up in front and went out to meet them. All three girls were dressed simply in cutoff shorts and t-shirts, which didn’t lessen their impact on me one tiny bit. All three were stunning no matter what they were wearing.

“Give us a hand, Colt,” Ashley called out.

The back of her car was loaded with plastic grocery sacks, while Lauren and Peyton were pulling soft drinks and beer from the trunk of the other car. I paused to give Ashley a quick kiss. It had only been last night since I’d kissed her, but it felt like a damned week.

“Okay, you two, save some for later,” Lauren said.

Peyton laughed. “I’d turn the hose on them, but I don’t want to get the food wet.”

“You just want to get Colt all wet.”

“Truth,” the slender brunette admitted wistfully.

I loaded my arms with bags and led the girls inside. “Put anything you want in the fridge. I already cleaned the grill, so we can start on that whenever you like.”

They’d brought pre-made hamburger patties, hot dogs, and sausage links along with everything needed to go with them and a small mountain of snacks. The beer and sodas went into the fridge along with the cheese and vegetables.

Peyton held out a beer. “Want one?”

“Sure. It’s after noon. Just.”

The girls each took one too, and I sipped mine while setting the meats out on a large cookie sheet which I then covered with foil before sliding it into the refrigerator.

“I’ll get the grill fired up.”

The girls followed me outside, chattering gaily among themselves, and sat in the lawn chairs while I got the grill going. 

“This is nice, Colt,” Lauren said. 

“Great view, too,” Peyton agreed.

“Stop staring at Colt’s ass,” the other girl said.

I pretended not to hear that. “There’s a path down to the river,” I told them, pointing to it past the trees at the edge of the bluff. “It’s kind of steep, so be careful.”

“Come on! Let’s go look!” Lauren said.

The three of them clumped together, laughing, teasing, and shoving as they made their way down to the water. While they were gone I got the charcoal started. I’d just finished my beer when they got back, a little breathless from the climb.

“That’s a really sweet spot,” Peyton said. “I had no idea it was even there.”

Lauren nodded. “We should go swimming there after lunch.”

“Just wait thirty minutes after eating before you go in the water,” Ashley sang out.

Peyton stuck her tongue out at the blonde. “That’s just an old wives’ tale.”

“Ashley isn’t old,” Lauren objected. “And she just wishes she was a wife.”

That caught me off guard. I hadn’t thought anywhere near that far ahead, yet. Shit. Did I even want to get married again? I’d sworn off the institution in the months after my divorce. But Ashley wasn’t my ex, or anything like her.

Ashley glared at the other girl. “Lauren, if you scare him off I swear I will make you suffer for the rest of your life.”

I went inside for another beer, and when I came back out and sat in the free chair Ashley was in my lap half a second later. She didn’t say a word, just took my face in her hands and gave me a deep, searing kiss.

“Keep it PG-13, kids,” Peyton admonished us as hands started to wander.

“Or take it to the bedroom,” Lauren put in.

“Oh, I don’t want to hear that.”

“I sort of do,” Lauren muttered.

“Perv.”

Lauren shrugged. “I’m just living vicariously through Ashley.”

“You could get your own boyfriend.”

“Ew. No, I like Ashley’s better.”

Peyton sighed. “Same. So you two feel free to retire to the bedroom if you want. Just be loud.”

“Are they always like this?” I asked Ashley.

“No. They actually like you. If they didn’t, there would be nothing but snarky comments and they would have left already.”

Lauren grinned at me. “Yep! You’re stuck with us for as long as you’re with Ash.”

“Maybe longer,” Peyton added with a saucy wink. “Especially if you decide to trade up.”

“What ever happened to shy, sweet Peyton?” I asked.

“She went into retirement after she watched you stick your tongue down Lauren’s throat at the dance,” the slender brunette replied. “Why is it that I’m the only one who hasn’t kissed him when I was the one who had a crush on him first? It isn’t fair.”

Lauren gave a wicked laugh. “I’m sure if you asked him nicely Colt would stick his tongue down your throat. Right, Colt?”

Peyton blushed as she caught my gaze, but Ashley echoed Lauren’s evil laughter. “I’ll give him a free pass, Peyton. All you have to do is ask.”

“And no one cares what I think about all of this,” I muttered.

Lauren rolled her eyes. “Like you wouldn’t kiss her if you got the chance. She’s hot.”

That was way too close to the thoughts that had already been bouncing around my head, and I winced. Lauren caught it and grinned.

“See? You’d totally kiss her!”

“Can we please talk about something beside me kissing everyone?”

“Why?” Peyton asked with a puzzled frown.

Ashley gave me a squeeze. “I’m kind of enjoying it, myself. You’re a guy. You can’t tell me that after kissing me and Lauren that you haven’t been curious about Peyton.”

“That doesn’t mean I’d do it.”

Peyton puffed up in indignation. “Hey! Why wouldn’t you? I’m hot. Not as hot as Lauren, because nobody is, but I’m still hot!”

Lauren shook her head. “Now see what you’ve done? You’re going to have to kiss her now, or her ego will be crushed.”

How the hell had I gotten myself into this? “Peyton, you’re gorgeous. Seriously gorgeous, and I have wondered. But I think that I’m going to stick with just kissing Ashley for a while. No offense.”

The slim brunette sighed in disappointment. “That’s about what I expected.”

“You’re not going to give up that easily, are you?” Lauren demanded.

“Shush. I’m trying to lull him into a false sense of security so he’ll lower his guard.”

Ashley grinned up at me. “I’ll bet having three beautiful, younger women arguing about kissing you wasn’t on your bingo card for the day.”

“No, I can’t say that it was.”

Her lips grazed my cheek. “Does it bother you?” she whispered. “I can make them stop.”

“Not really,” I replied with a wry smile. “I’m just glad they like me enough to tease.”

Lauren giggled. “He thinks we’re teasing.”

Ashley shot her a quelling look. “I mean it, Lauren. You scare him off and I will devote the rest of my life to making yours a living hell.”

Lauren’s lovely, plush lips compressed in a pout. “You never let me have any fun.”

“She let you kiss her boyfriend,” Peyton muttered. “Favoritism. That’s what it is.”

I bussed Ashley’s lips and set her on her feet. “I need to check the coals.” They were all gray around the edges and ready to go. “Looks good. It’s time to grill.”

I went inside and grabbed another beer from the fridge. I had a feeling I was going to need it. I set the tray with all the meat on the counter and seasoned the hamburger patties with salt and pepper, then coated them and the hot dogs liberally with barbecue sauce. Satisfied, I carried the tray out to the grill.

“Ashley? Will you grab a couple of plates for me?”

“Sure!”

Careful not to crowd the grill, I put down a selection of a bit of everything. The rest I covered back up with the foil before returning the tray to the refrigerator. I’d cook it in batches so everyone could get whatever they wanted without having to wait.

“We need some music,” Lauren said.

“Find something on your phone,” Ashley told her. “The TV inside isn’t on the internet and only picks up channels from the last century.”

The luscious brunette glanced at me. “Any requests, Colt? It’s your place.”

I shrugged back. “I’m pretty versatile, as long as it’s not rap.”

She bent back over her phone, which started playing some kind of light pop. It wasn’t my favorite, but I didn’t hate it.

Peyton stretched out on her chair and closed her eyes. “This is the life.”

“Lounging around while a hot guy grills for us?” Lauren asked.

“Oh, hell yes”

Ashley winked at me. “Colt probably feels the same way. Grilling while three hot, younger women lounge around his backyard.”

“I can certainly think of a lot worse ways to spend a Sunday afternoon.”

“You’re such a man,” she scolded, but she couldn’t hide her smile.

The stuff on the grill didn’t take long, and I pulled it off and stacked it on one of the plates Ashley had fetched so I could carry it inside. “Come and get it,” I told them.

Lauren pretended to pout. “You’re not going to wait on us?”

Peyton shook her head sadly. “The fantasy just took a nosedive.”

“Seriously. I was hoping he’d serve us lunch with his shirt off.”

“You really need to find them boyfriends,” I told Ashley.

An enigmatic smile toyed with her lips. “I’m working on it.”

“Work faster.”

“You can’t rush genius, dear.”

While they crowded into the kitchen to fix their plates, I put the next batch of meat on the grill. It gave me a couple of minutes of peace before they started up again.

“You didn’t have to take it all at once,” Peyton complained as they came back outside. “He’s making more.”

“Fine.” Lauren stabbed a sausage link with her fork and transferred it to the other girl’s plate. “Happy? You can pretend like it’s the real thing.”

Peyton picked it up with her fingers, glared at Lauren, then ran her tongue slowly along the length of the sausage. “Mmm.”

“I can’t take you two anywhere,” Ashley growled. “Behave!”

Peyton looked over at me. “Colt doesn’t mind. Do you?”

I didn’t mind, but I was really wishing I could drag Ashley to my bedroom about now. “It’s fine. Let them tease each other.”

“You really are a good sport,” Ashley murmured as she dragged her chair next to mine.

We ate until everyone was full and had downed a couple more beers. I pulled the last of the meat off the grill and covered it up inside. When I came back out, I realized Peyton had gotten a lot more giggly.

“How many beers has she had?” I asked Ashley under my breath.

“Three, I think. She’s a lightweight.”

“Cheap date!” Lauren called out.

“Don’t care!” Peyton sang. “Who wants to go swimming?”

“I’m too full,” Ashley told her. “Let lunch settle a little first.”

“Boo! I’m going to change.”

When the slender girl disappeared inside, Lauren stood up. “I’ll go with her. I ate too much and want to get out of these shorts.”

Ashley peered at me from under her sooty lashes. “I wish I wasn’t so full. I’d take advantage of you while they’re gone.”

“We can always fool around later.”

She worried her lip nervously. “So, about that... I brought my work clothes so I can spend the night. If you don’t mind.”

“Why would I mind? I plan to reward you for being so smart and thinking ahead.”

“I look forward to that.”

Whatever I was going to say in response never made it out, because Lauren and Peyton emerged from the house wearing bikinis and my brain bluescreened. Peyton’s was white with a pink, lacy pattern while Lauren’s was shiny, turquoise satin. My eyes flickered from one to the other, unsure where to land. They were different as night and day—Peyton sleek and graceful while curvy enough not to be boyish and Lauren with the body of a fifties pinup girl—but both were insanely gorgeous.

“I think Colt approves,” Lauren said with a smirk.

Ashley patted my hand. “Of course he does. He has excellent taste.”

My heart started beating again, thank God. “I definitely approve.”

“I’d better go put mine on before you forget that I’m here.”

I tugged her down into my lap. “Not happening in this lifetime.”

“You say the sweetest things. And you two had better put on sunscreen before you cook!”

I was then subjected to the exquisite torture of watching the two brunette beauties slather each other with sunscreen and rub it in. I have no doubt whatsoever that they drew it out as long as possible and got a lot more involved with it than they normally would have for my sole benefit. Unable to take anymore, I stood up and took Ashley’s hand.

“Come on. Let’s get changed.”

“Good idea. You can help me if it gets complicated.”

I followed her into the bedroom and saw an overnight bag I hadn’t noticed before. Ashley closed the door then made a game of slowly stripping before me. By the time she was naked, I was hard as steel.

“Sure you don’t want to send them down to the river while we stay here?” I asked as I pressed lingering kisses along her collarbone.

She shivered and arched her back. “Tempting, so very tempting. But I’m ready to cool off. And we have all night, Colt.”

“It may take all night.”

She pulled my face up to hers and brushed her lips softly against mine. “I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

Her bikini was black with hot pink and purple flowers, and it did absolutely nothing to dampen my libido. Neither did what she said next.

“Put some sunscreen on me?”

Rubbing the slick, oily fluid over every inch of her perfect skin damned near killed me. “You’re not making it any easier to wait,” I growled.

“Just think how amazing it’s going to be after all the anticipation.”

“If by amazing you mean ‘done in three seconds,’ sure.”

“Oh, I think you’ll do better than that.” She put her mouth against my ear and whispered, “I’ll bet you last at least six,” then pulled away, giggling. “You’re really good for my ego, Colt.”

She was good for mine, too, but I had no business boiling like a horny teenager at my age. I doubted my heart could take much more of this. Quickly I changed into an old pair of cutoffs, and we rejoined the others outside. Twin wolf whistles greeted us as the girls caught sight of me without my shirt.

Lauren pretended to fan herself. “Damn, Ashley. No wonder you jumped on him the first chance you got.”

“That’s not why,” the blonde objected. “Well, it’s not the only reason,” she added with a sidelong grin at me.

“I feel like a piece of meat,” I whined to her.

Peyton nodded sagely, fighting a giggle. “And it’s only going to get worse.”

Everyone put on their shoes, collected their towels, then set out on the path to the river. Ashley and Peyton had worn flip-flops, and the trail was so steep that I ended up with one clinging to each of my arms while I watched Lauren’s delectable ass descending ahead of us. It was a wonder we didn’t all die on the way down.

Peyton was well into the tipsy phase, and far more clingy and handsy than the situation actually warranted. Ashley just smirked and rolled her eyes when she noticed. She really didn’t seem to mind her friends messing around with me, and I’d be a liar if I said that didn’t send my brain spiraling into some very filthy places. By the time we reached the bottom I was aching to drag the slender brunette hanging from my arm behind a tree for an hour or so.

The river bank was only a few yards wide on this side and lined with tall cypress and sycamore trees. The water was shady and deep right off the bank, but started sloping up about halfway across the river into shallows that sloped up into a broad, stony shore on the other side. We dumped our towels and shoes onto a large, flat rock near the end of the path.

“”Who’s going in first?” asked Lauren.

“Me!” Peyton yelled. She leaped in, plunged in over her head, and came up spluttering. “Holy fuck that’s cold!” she shrieked.

“Swim out further where you’re not in the shade,” I told her.

Lauren shrugged. “Might as well get it over with.” She dived in, graceful as a dolphin, and arrowed along underwater until she surfaced in a sunlit patch.

“Go together?” Ashley asked me.

I took her hand. “On three. One. Two. Three.”

We jumped in, and the icy water closed over our heads. Ashley didn’t let go of my hand but pulled us together, wrapped her legs around my waist, and then fastened her mouth onto mine. My arms went around her, sliding against skin slick with water and sunscreen as we kissed. The water’s chill had no power to match the heat of Ashley’s body wrapped around mine, and my cock swelled in my shorts as we slowly rose and broke the surface of the water.

The lovely blonde looked at me, her blue eyes shining. “I really want to do this again without clothes in the way,” she whispered.

“You and me both, sweetheart.”

We parted, and I swam until the cold finally killed my aching erection and banished the girls to the warmth of the stony flats on the other side of the river. I ferried over their towels, and the three of them stretched out to soak in the sun. The sight of them was enough to make a priest hyperventilate, and I could barely take my eyes off of Ashley. She was truly glorious in the sunlight, all tawny golds and bronzes from her hair to her toes, and I was totally addicted to her.

Once they’d warmed up again, we all went back into the water. We played tag, raced from one side of the river to the other, and the girls delighted in watching the fish that lurked in the depths along the bank and swimming as close to them as they could get before the fish darted away in a flash of silver. They lasted a couple of hours before they wore themselves out and we returned to the cabin, this time with Peyton and Lauren holding my hands while Ashley followed. The girls pulled t-shirts over their bikinis, which probably prolonged my life by a year or so, and we all settled into the backyard again with cold beers.

Lauren tipped her head back, closed her eyes, and sighed in contentment. “Thank you, Colt. This has been a really good day.”

“It has,” Peyton agreed.

Ashley put on a smug smile. “And I am officially a genius at picking boyfriends.”

“You really are,” I told her. “Possibly even a supergenius.”

Before long, though, the girls decided to retreat inside to the air conditioning. They curled up together under a blanket on the couch while we watched some ancient western comedy starring Lee Marvin. We’d all worked up an appetite swimming, so there was a steady procession back and forth to the kitchen for snacks and leftovers. After the movie was over, the girls insisted on cleaning up the mess in the kitchen before climbing back onto the couch. A cheesy disaster movie from the seventies had just started, and everyone turned their nose up at that.

“Got anything on your computer we can watch?” Lauren asked.

“I let all my subs expire after the divorce. All I have are a couple of the free streaming services and Youtube.”

I handed my laptop to Lauren, who was soon scrolling through the watch list on one of my accounts. “What’s Straight to Hell?”

“It’s kind of weird,” I warned her.

Peyton perked up. “I like weird!”

“That’s not very flattering to Colt,” Lauren told her in a stage whisper.

“It’s in your favorites,” Ashley said, nudging my arm. “I’m curious.”

“Okay. But I think you’re going to want another beer or three.”

I got us each one, and she pulled me down to the couch beside her and nestled against my side. I have to admit that I paid a lot more attention to the blonde under the blanket next to me than I did the movie. When it ended, Ashley turned to me with a baffled expression.

“What the fuck did I just watch?”

“That was awesome!” Peyton squealed before I could answer. “Was that Elvis Costello?”

“Yep. And Joe Strummer from The Clash, and Courtney Love.”

“Who?” Lauren asked blankly.

“Ignore them, Colt,” Peyton said. “They’re uncultured barbarians.”

Ashley heaved a long-suffering sigh. “There was a club in College Station that did eighties nights, and she hasn’t been the same since.”

“There has to be some kind of twelve-step program,” Lauren grumbled.

“That only works if you actually want to quit,” my girlfriend told her.

“Whatever,” the sultry brunette said. “We’re picking the next one.”

“Fine with me,” I replied.

It was still early, and since it was summer it didn’t start getting dark until around eight o’clock anyway. We watched more movies and drank a few more beers until Lauren nudged Peyton, who had started to nod off against her.

“We should probably go.”

“Aww,” the other girl groaned, but then she turned a bright smile on me. “Thanks for letting us hang out here today. It was fun.”

“I agree,” Lauren said. “We should do it again.”

“We will,” I assured her. “Are they okay to drive?” I whispered to Ashley as they gathered up their things. “They can spend the night if they want. You guys can take the bed and I’ll sleep on the couch.”

Ashley looked into my eyes and slowly shook her head. “You really are the best. But Lauren took it easy once Peyton started getting silly. She’s fine to drive.”

They said their last goodbyes and headed home. Ashley took my hand and led me to the bedroom before they were out of the driveway.

“I think it’s about time you got me out of these clothes.”

“I’m all for that,” I agreed, reaching for the bottom of her t-shirt. “If I had my way, you’d never wear any.”

The lovely blonde shivered as my fingers brushed the skin of her stomach. “We can stay naked the rest of the night. Seeing your hard-on in your shorts all day has had me aching for hours.”

“Noticed that, did you?”

Her hand stroked lightly against my crotch. “I couldn’t figure out which one of us turned you on the most.”

“You’re all fucking amazing,” I murmured as my lips found the sensitive spot on her neck just below her ear. “But I can’t look at you without wanting you, Ashley.”

“I feel the same way.”

“But I want more from you than that,” I told her, wrapping my arms around her slender waist, “I loved spending yesterday lounging around together with our clothes on just as much. As much as I love getting you naked and sweaty, I love just being in the same room with you while we do nothing, too.”

“I want more days like that, too,” she agreed. “Lots more. Now, take me to bed”

After all the teasing and flaunting I’d been subjected to, I wasn’t about to argue with that. I slung Ashley over my shoulder and carried her to the bedroom while she squealed and kicked her legs in mock indignation until I deposited her gently onto the bed.

“You’re a brute,” she said, but she held up her arms for me to undress her.

She was still wearing her bikini under one of my t-shirts that was almost a mini dress on her, so that didn’t take much. The shirt came over her head, and the bikini top followed it onto a pile of clothes by the closet a second later. She had the loveliest tits—high and firm, her nipples pink gumdrops sitting on a big scoop of vanilla.

Ashley’s big, blue eyes sparkled up at me. “I love how you are with my friends. You really were the perfect boyfriend today, and I think you’ve earned a reward.”

Her fingers nimbly unbuttoned my shorts and tugged them down with my underwear, and her lips twitched with a smirk as my freed cock strained towards her. She slid off the bed onto her knees and gripped the base of my erection with one hand.

“So eager,” she purred. “Poor Colt. Have you been like this all day?”

“Damned near.”

She peered up at me while she slowly ran her tongue around the head. “Told you I’d make it up to you.”

Her tongue glided down my length then she wrapped it around the sensitive bottom of my shaft before returning to the head. I couldn’t help the groan that rose from my chest. Now that it was slippery, she used her hand to pump the lower end of the shaft while using her tongue on the upper end and head.

“That feels so fucking good.”

Her eyes met mine. “I want you to come in my mouth.”

Ashley’s lips wrapped around the head of my cock and slid lower until she had half of me inside her mouth. When she’d gone as far as she could, she started sucking and swishing her tongue against my shaft while slowly drawing back. She stopped when only the head remained in her mouth, and then did it again, back and forth with her hand pumping my shaft. The whole time her china blue eyes stayed locked on mine.

I’d been on edge for too long, so it didn’t much of that before my balls started to tighten and tingle. I slid my fingers into Ashley’s golden curls to hold her steady, and as soon as she realized what I was doing she relaxed and let me take over. With me moving her, she took me a little more deeply, and the extra sensation of her hot, wet mouth enveloping so much of my cock tipped me over. I grunted and spilled into her mouth.

As soon as I’d finished, I pulled out so she wouldn’t choke. Ashley swallowed the whole load, though, and licked her lips in satisfaction. Her tongue went right back to my cock, licking every inch of my still-pulsing cock until it was clean.

“Was that all right?” she asked anxiously.

“Ashley, that was fucking fantastic,” I told her.

Her smile brightened her whole face. “Good! I don’t have much practice, and I know I can’t go very deep. But I’ll work on it!”

“You did great. And now it’s my turn.”

I helped her to her feet and stripped off her bikini bottoms before urging her onto the bed. For a couple of seconds I just stood there looking at her, awed by how perfect her body was, how utterly gorgeous she was from head to toe. I couldn’t even make up my mind where to start. Finally my eyes locked on her pink nipples, standing stiffly up from her firm, round tits and begging for attention.

As I slipped onto the bed beside her, Ashley laid back and stretched. “What are you going to do to me?” she asked playfully.

Rather than answering, I bent over her and swirled my tongue around a nipple. She gasped then arched her back with a purring sound. I loved how sensitive she was. Just a touch or a lick could send her up the wall. I sucked and licked that little gumdrop until her breathing deepened in arousal, then slid my hand down her stomach, past the patch of damp, golden curls at her apex, and found her slit.

When my fingers probed inside I found her wet and ready. I teased a fingertip around her entrance and her hips rocked eagerly against me, but I drew back to run the slicked pad across her clit.

“Oh,” she whimpered. “Oh, yes. Touch me there.”

I circled her nub and gently rubbed along the sides while I continued using my mouth on her nipple. She must have been almost as on edge as I’d been, because it only took a couple of minutes of that before she let out a sharp cry and went rigid against me. I rode it out with her, fingers and mouth coaxing every last bit of pleasure out of her body until she relaxed again.

“I love it when you do that,” she sighed.

I just chuckled as I hopped up and pulled her by her ankles to the edge of the bed. She was going to like this one hell of a lot more. I lifted her right leg with one hand on her ankle and the other under her calf and bent over her pretty foot. The toenails were painted hot pink, and I pressed a soft kiss to the tip of each toe. Turning her foot, I slowly kissed and teased the tip of my tongue along her instep.

“That tickles!” she giggled and .made a halfhearted attempt to yank away.

I had a firm grip on her, though, and kept on going. Her ankle. Her calf. Behind her knee. When I reached her inner thigh, Ashley slumped back onto the bed with a moan.

“Okay, I lied. Don’t stop. Ever.”

The lightly tanned skin of her thigh was warm satin against my lips, and I could have spent all day exploring her with my mouth. That would be a project for a Saturday when we had the whole day to ourselves. Soon. I didn’t rush, though. We were both enjoying ourselves, and it was giving me time to recover.

As I got closer to her center, Ashley began to tremble. The musky smell of her arousal drew me in until my mouth reached her slit. I eased my tongue along her lips, and the tart taste of her sex sent a quiver through my dick. Ashley was twisting on the bed now, and I took hold of each of her legs behind the knee and spread them apart as I knelt down between them.

This time I used my tongue instead of my fingers, switching between her pussy and clit until Ashley gave a low cry and her hips bucked up from the bed. Ever so gently I licked her nub while the waves of pleasure coursed through her, keeping the orgasm going as she whimpered and moaned and shook.

When she sank back against the bed, I went right back to work with my mouth on her clit and two fingers pumping slowly in her tunnel. By now she was sopping wet, her honey spilling out to roll in thick droplets down the curve of her ass.

“Fuck, Colt,” she gasped. “Oh, I can’t...”

I lashed her clit with my tongue, then sucked on it before returning to licking it. Faster then slower, rougher then lighter, mixing it up until the lovely blonde couldn’t form words anymore and simply mewled as the pressure between her legs built again. I could feel the tension in the muscles of her legs, and more of her juices spilled from around my fingers buried in her pussy.

She cried out again, her fingers clutching my hair and pressing my face against her. As she climaxed, I sucked hard on her clit and swirled my tongue around it until Ashley was grinding herself against my face. Her cries were louder this time, and went on and on until I began to wonder if she’d ever stop coming.

Finally she went limp, and I let go of her legs so I could wipe all of her juices smeared on my face off with a corner of the sheet. My erection was diamond hard. Guess I hadn’t needed as much time to recover as I thought.

“God, the things you do to me,” she murmured. “I had no idea.”

“Oh, honey. I haven’t even dug into my bag of tricks, yet.”

She was still at the edge of the bed, her pussy already open and inviting, so I stepped forward and slid straight into her until my balls pressed against her soft ass. Even soaking wet, Ashley was still tight and the pressure on my cock felt incredible. After a few strokes to get used to it, I reached down and started massaging her clit with the pad of my thumb. Ashley moaned and hooked her calves around my waist.

“You are so good at this,” she murmured.

“Decades of practice,” I told her. 

Not to mention an ex-wife who was a hell of a lot harder to please. She’d bored easily, and after twenty years of that I had enough tricks up my sleeve to keep Ashley entertained for a very long time. An image of Ashley’s pink asshole stretched around a butt plug while I hammered into her from behind flickered through my head and almost sent me over the edge. Holy crap. I shook my head. I had to go slowly with her. Ashley obviously wasn’t used to anything like that. She was enthusiastic enough, but didn’t seem very experienced. Besides, I wasn’t remotely tired of the basics with her, yet.

Ashley came again while I stroked into her, a quieter release this time with aftershocks that had her walls quivering against my shaft. When she recovered she looked up at me, her blue eyes heavy-lidded from an overdose of pleasure.

“You’re doing all the work. That’s not fair.”

Ignoring my protests, she sat up and pulled me back onto the bed then pushed me flat so my erection pointed towards the ceiling. She gave me a quick kiss, then pressed her lips along my jaw and down my neck, trailing a line of soft kisses down my chest and stomach until she got to my cock. With a teasing smile she popped the head into her mouth and gave it a long suck before letting it go and straddling my hips. Carefully she sank down so that my erection was nestled in her groove, and then she slowly glided her hips back and forth until I was coated with her juices.

Biting her lip in concentration, she angled her hips so I slid back into her then arranged her legs so she was in the perfect position to ride. Once she was satisfied, she lifted her hips until only my head was still inside of her and then sank back down so she was sitting on my lap. It only took her a couple of times before she found a rhythm that worked for her, leaning forward with her hands on my chest to support her weight as she worked her hips.

I laid back and enjoyed it for a while, but when I saw her starting to flag I took hold of her hips and took over some of the work. With my help she rocked harder and faster so that our bodies came together with a wet slap, and before long she was flying again. We were both sweaty and panting with exertion by then, and I was loving every second. She just looked so damned beautiful riding me that I didn’t want it to end.

Ashley slammed herself down on my cock and came with a cry that people probably heard down at the river. Her legs clamped onto my hips while her nails dug into my chest and her tunnel pulsated and squeezed down on me. I managed one last thrust up into her before I followed. I spurted into her until my groin ached, gobs of hot cum filling her depths then oozing past my cock and dripping down my balls and thighs.

“We made a mess,” she giggled.

“I’ve got clean sheets.”

“And I’m going to need a shower before bed.”

“We both do. I’m all sticky now.”

“I think we can both fit,” she mused. “It’ll be a little tight, but you like that.”

“I’m willing to give it a try.”

It was tight, but that was a feature not a bug. I washed Ashley first, scrubbing away the sweat and cum until she was clean again. She preened and purred happily as I ran my hands over her water-slick skin. Her body was driving me crazy, so tight and sexy that I didn’t think I could ever get enough of her.

She leaned back against me with a contented sigh. “We should do this every day.”

“Two, three times,” I agreed.

After I rinsed her hair, she turned around and grabbed the soap. “My turn.”

She was just as thorough as I’d been, and was obviously enjoying the chance to explore my body, too. “The camp has been good to you,” she said as she ran her hands down my chest and abs.

“So good,” I groaned when she went lower.

With a laugh she knelt to wash my legs and feet. When she looked up my cock was stiffening right in front of her face.

“Colt? Is it bad if I still haven’t gotten enough of you?”

“I warned you it might take all night.”

She went down on me again, her hands clutching my ass for support while she licked and sucked me back to full hardness. When I couldn’t take anymore, I pulled her to her feet and turned her so she was facing the wall. With the shower pounding against my back, I entered her from behind. She was still so wet inside that I went straight in. I couldn’t imagine anything feeling better than wet, slippery Ashley molded against me while I was buried inside of her.

I went more slowly this time, mainly because I was afraid I’d slip on the tile, and I reached around her so I could finger her clit while I drove into her. Ashley rubbed her slick ass against me and moaned with every thrust. The buildup was slower in coming, but even more intense for that. I had to hold myself up on the shower wall when I exploded inside of her because my legs went wobbly.

When we were able to move again, we rinsed off, stumbled out of the shower, and wrapped each other in towels before flopping onto the bed.

“I don’t think I can move,” Ashley announced.

“I don’t know why you’d want to.”

There was a dull ache low in my groin from coming so much. I didn’t remotely give a damn. Knowing we were done for the night, I reached over and turned out the lamp on my nightstand. As soon as I settled, Ashley snuggled up against me, impossibly soft and cuddly. How is it that we have the exact same body temperature, but girls always feel ten degrees warmer?

“Colt?” she asked, her voice very soft.

“Yeah.”

There was a long pause. “Is it too soon to say I’m falling in love with you?”

I reached over and stroked her hair. “No. No, it’s not.” I smiled in the darkness. “I’ve been falling harder for you every single day. I just didn’t want to jinx things by admitting it.”

Her chest heaved against me with a relieved sigh. “Good. We can fall together.”

I pressed a kiss against her hair and hoped like hell she didn’t regret it later.

Waking up next to Ashley took an awful lot of the sting out of Monday mornings. It’s hard to be angsty when you’re spooning a lovely, naked blonde half your age. Despite the very obvious temptations, we managed to shower, get breakfast and coffee, and show up at the Big House on time.

While Ashley took her own car, I realized that someone was bound to have noticed it parked at my place all night. In a gossip mill like the camp there was no way to keep secrets for long. It would be a miracle if everyone who worked here didn’t know about us by the end of the day. We’d just have to live with it. It wasn’t like I was her boss or anything, and my uncle had never cared about employees dating unless it interfered with their work.

I’d undoubtedly get a lot of crap from Jeff, Janie, Marybeth, and the rest of the older crowd, but it wouldn’t be malicious. I wasn’t as sure about some of the other employees like Lori and Bobbi. They weren’t likely to say much to me, but I didn’t want them giving Ashley shit. The perky blonde could take care of herself, but I’d rather she didn’t have to.

She’d already started making the coffee when I walked in, and I let my eyes linger on her before I went into the office. Lucky didn’t begin to describe how I felt to have her in my life. I had no idea what I’d done to deserve her, and I pondered that for a bit as I slid into my chair.

I wanted to deserve her, wanted to be my best for her and give her everything she needed. And no matter what she said, I had a hard time believing that she’d be content just lazing around my cabin all the time, even if her friends came by to liven things up on the weekends. I should take her out. Hell, it would do me some good to get out, too. It wouldn’t have to be anything fancy, and I didn’t have to make a big deal out of it, just something simple to mix things up a little. I could always plan more adventurous outings for us later.

Only seconds after the coffee maker beeped, she set a mug in front of me. I huffed a laugh as I smiled up at her.

“You don’t have to wait on me.”

“I don’t mind. It’s too early for the phones to start ringing, so I’ve got time.”

“How about going out on a date with me Wednesday?”

She blinked at this sudden change of subject. “You don’t have to do that, Colt. I know how busy you are trying to run this place with Buck and Irma out of town.”

“I’m getting ahead of the curve, so I’ve got time,” I told her, echoing her own words to me. “I was thinking of a simple, casual night out just to get away from camp for a while.”

Her smile lit up her face. “I would love to go on a date with you.”

“Bring extra clothes with you Wednesday. We can go back to my place to shower and change after work before we go out. That way you don’t have to drive all the way home first.”

“I can do that. Should I plan on spending the night?”

“Sweetheart, I’d be happy if you stayed with me every night.”

“Really? I haven’t wanted to push too much or annoy you by intruding.”

The uncertainty in her eyes wrung my heart, and I gathered her into my arms. “Ashley, I might get tired of you in forty or fifty years, but I wouldn’t bet on that. Hell, I’d ask you to move in with me if the place wasn’t so small.”

“I don’t care,” she said. “I’d like to be with you all the time. I know it’s fast, but I really don’t like being away from you.”

“I feel the exact same way, so bring enough clothes to stay at least through the weekend. Unless you decide I’m an asshole while we’re on our date.”

She rolled her eyes. “As if. What should I wear?”

“Casual. I was planning to stick close to home since we both have to be at work bright and early on Thursday morning. We can plan a production date later after my uncle and aunt get home and I’m not tethered to the camp.”

“Sounds good to me,” she said with a smile. “And we’ll see how you feel about me moving in after I’ve been underfoot for a few days.”

I put my arms around her waist and pulled her to me. “It won’t make any difference.” I’d keep her as long as she was willing to stay. “Will your aunt be okay with it?”

Ashley bit her lip in embarrassment. “I already talked to her and she’s fine with it.  She knows Buck and Irma, and has heard about you through the grapevine.”

“What about your parents?”

She shrugged. “They basically quit being parents when I turned eighteen and left for college. I don’t think they ever wanted kids in the first place and were glad to shed the responsibility. They sold our house, bought an RV, and travel all the time. I’ve hardly seen them since. I just get the odd text now and then with pictures of where they’re staying.”

I tightened my arms around her possessively. I’d be damned if I’d ever let a day go by where she felt unwanted or like she was a burden. 

“I’m sorry that happened. But you’re important to me. You matter.”

“I know. You don’t just say the words, either. You show me. You probably would have preferred spending yesterday alone with me, but you took on my friends all day because you care about what’s important to me.” She groaned as the phone out front rang. “I’d better get to work.”

“Me, too.”

It didn’t feel nearly as much like work with Ashley there, though. Now that I wasn’t beating myself up for how I felt about her, I could let myself enjoy working in the same office with together. I was going to miss it when my uncle got back.

I needed to do some hard thinking about what I was going to do next. While I loved the camp, working as a maintenance guy wasn’t something I’d be happy with over the long term. I didn’t actually have to work, but it wouldn’t take long before I was climbing the walls from boredom without something to do. I also needed to get serious about looking for a place bigger than a closet to live so I could move Ashley in with me. She’d need an office if she was going to do remote accounting work, and we’d need a good outdoor space to entertain her friends when they came over. I had a new life unfolding before me, and it was time to embrace it.

The next couple of days passed glacially in a sweet agony of anticipation about our coming date and the prospect of Ashley staying at my cabin for several days. On Wednesday I found myself counting the hours until quitting time. At least Ashley seemed equally anxious to get the show on the road. When 5:30 finally rolled around we both practically sprinted for the door.

She parked next to my truck at the cabin and pulled a suitcase from the back seat. “I’m so excited,” she admitted as we went inside. “I know it’s silly.”

“It’s not silly at all. I haven’t been able to think about anything else all week. I feel like a teenager going on my first date.”

“Hold onto that for later.”

“You don’t have to worry about that.”

I showered quickly and got out of the bathroom so Ashley could take her time getting ready. I was stunned to speechlessness when she emerged after only half an hour wearing a pretty sundress and sandals with her long, honey curls clipped back. The dress was a sunflower print that swirled down just past her knees, and she looked both beautiful and sweetly innocent wearing it.

“Is this okay?” she asked a little nervously.

“It’s perfect,” I managed to say. “So are you.”

We took her car, since it was nicer and not nearly as dusty as my truck. That was something else that needed to go on my to-do list—pick up my car from storage in Fredericksburg. I hadn’t anticipated needing it, and there was no good place to park it in camp. If I was going to be taking Ashley out, though, I needed something better than the truck. And the sexy blonde would look damned fine sitting in my Lotus Emira. The idea made me pause. Ashley probably had no clue that I had money. She’d only ever seen me in work clothes, living in the tiny cabin, and driving the battered truck around. As much as my aunt liked to gossip and had spread the news about me and my divorce far and wide, she wouldn’t have mentioned my money. Ashley was in for a big surprise.

I took her to a little family-owned Mexican restaurant in town that served damned good Tex-Mex along with some more authentic Mexican dishes, and we ordered the fajita plate for two. Over a leisurely meal she told me about her life in College Station with Lauren and Peyton. They’d gone to high school together, but they’d become inseparable after four years at A&M. All of them had difficulties with their parents, but they’d gotten each other through that, tough professors, bad boyfriends, and the homesickness that had claimed them all after a while.

“I got caught up in boys my first year,” she told me. The dating pool growing up here was more like a fishbowl, so I went a little wild when I finally had choices. Then my grades tanked, and I realized I was going to lose my scholarship if I kept on that way. When I took a step back, I also realized that I hadn’t gone out with a single guy who gave a damn about me. They were all just looking to score easy freshman pussy. So I mostly gave up on dating after that. Peyton dated more, but she’s so shy around guys she really likes that it mostly went nowhere. And Lauren...” She sighed and shook her head. “Lauren can’t go anywhere without guys swarming her. The problem is that none of them ever get past her looks. By the time we started our junior year she was over it and stopped dating at all. Senior year she found a guy she thought was different, but he turned out to be a major asshole who cheated and lied to her and then tried to gaslight her about it all.”

“Dating this decade is shitty all around,” I agreed. “Online is even worse.”

“But I lucked out and met the perfect guy at work,” she said with a smile.

“I’ll agree that we both lucked out, but I’m not remotely perfect.”

She gasped and her eyes went wide. “You’re not? Oh, crap. Now I’m going to have to rethink this whole thing.”

“On second thought, I am pretty perfect, huh?”

“You’re perfect for me, at least.”

“I sure as hell wasn’t for my ex.”

Ashley snorted. “Her loss, my gain. If she was too stupid to realize what she had, she didn’t deserve you.”

I still didn’t really get what it was exactly that Ashley saw in me, but I was beyond worrying about it. She seemed happy, and that was all I really cared about. We both had a couple of margaritas with dinner and were feeling pretty good when we left. I held her hand as we strolled down the sidewalk.

“The car’s that way,” Ashley said, confused.

“I know, but we’re going there.”

I pointed to the tiny movie theater down the street. It only had two screens and showed movies that had long ended their runs at the big cinemas, but it had been a fixture in town forever. The popcorn machine was older than I was.

“My parents went here on their first date,” I told Ashley as I held the door open for her.

“Seriously? Aw. And you brought me here for ours. That’s so sweet. Oh, can we watch Twisters? I saw the first one in the dorm at A&M.”

“Works for me.”

The seats weren’t the most comfortable, but I didn’t care much. Since it was a Wednesday there were only half a dozen other people in the theater, and none of them paid any attention to us. I sat with my arm around Ashley, and we kissed a few times just because we could. I thought the whole night went very well, and I was feeling pleased with myself when we headed home after the movie. I felt even better knowing that Ashley would be staying with me for at least the next few days.

“Colt?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. That was the best date I’ve ever had.”

“You know what? Me, too.” I glanced over and noticed that she was watching me intensely. “What? Did I get guacamole on my shirt?”

“No. But I have something to ask you, and I need you not to freak out.”

Uh, oh. Now what? “Go ahead,” I said warily.

Ashley took a deep breath. “Would you take Lauren out on a date? Like this one?”

“What?” I managed to drag my eyes back to the road before we hit a deer or ended up in a ditch.

She laid her hand gently on my thigh. “I’d like you to take Lauren out. Have fun with her. Get to know her better.”

“You mean like a friend date?”

“No, Colt. A real date. Hold her hand. Kiss her if the moment’s right. Just like you did with me tonight.”

This didn’t make any sense, but I thought back to that kiss at the dance and drew some uncomfortable conclusions. “Ashley, are you trying to fob me off on Lauren?”

“Absolutely not,” she replied firmly. “I’m not trying to get rid of you. I told you that you’re stuck with me, and I meant it.”

“Then what’s all this about?”

She sighed. “It’s going to sound crazy.”

“Crazier than it does now?”

“Kind of,” she admitted. “Unconventional, at least.”

“Spit it out, Ashley.”

“Colt, how would you feel about having two more girlfriends?”

I almost missed the curve in front of us and had to jerk the wheel over hard. “Shit. Sorry.”

“I probably should have waited until we got back to your place to spring this on you, huh?”

“Sweetheart, have you lost your ever-loving mind? Two more girlfriends?”

“No, hear me out. Please? Colt, all three of us have had really shitty dating experiences, and moving back isn’t likely to change that. It’s like fishing in a puddle here. We all want the same thing—something real, with a man who sees us as more than just walking sex dolls and who’s more interested in spending time with us than playing video games.”

Who in their right mind would prefer to play video games when these three were running around? “You have got to be kidding me.”

“Nope. You can ask Peyton about that one. Speaking of Peyton, she was already crazy about you before I kissed you, but she was too shy to make the first move. And you wouldn’t have done anything even if you’d known about it. Laurel has been lonely for a really long time, and it caused her to make a couple of really bad decisions with guys. I’m not going into all of that. You can ask her about it if you’re interested. She likes you, though, and she’s starting to trust you because of how you’ve treated the three of us.”

“What about us? You and me?”

“There won’t be any less of us. There will just be more of them.”

“I don’t know about this. I don’t know that I could do it.”

“Is it because you think you couldn’t care about Lauren or Peyton the way you do for me?”

I liked them both a lot. Hell, they were dream girls—lovely, sweet but snarky, and bright. They were fun to be around and more than sexy enough to be tempting. If I hadn’t already been with Ashley, I could see myself falling for either of them just as easily.

“No, it’s not that,” I admitted.

Her hand squeezed my thigh. “Then is it because you think you’d care about me less if you cared for them, too?”

I didn’t even waste time thinking about that one. “No.”

“Colt, I haven’t known you very long, and I’m sure there are plenty of things about you that I don’t know. But I know you. I know your heart is big enough to love all three of us without straining. And we all want you—even if Laurel won’t come right out and admit it, yet.”

“And you think they’d be okay with this? With sharing me, I mean?”

Ashley laughed softly. “Peyton is all for it. She’s just been waiting for me to talk to you. Lauren still has to convince herself that you’re not too good to be true and won’t break her heart like every other guy she ever cared about, first. But when she comes around, she’ll be fine with it.”

“This is going to take some time to process.”

“Just think it over. I don’t expect you to give me an answer right this second. If you were the kind of guy who’d do that, you wouldn’t be the right one anyway. This has to be right for you, too. If you’re not happy about it, it won’t work.” She leaned over and rested her head against my shoulder with a sigh. “And Colt? If you decide that you can’t do it, that it’s not what you want, it won’t change how I feel about you. You’re the sweetest man I’ve ever met, and I’m completely crazy about you.”

“You’ll stay even if I say no?”

“You’re stuck with me, Colt, whatever you decide about my friends.” Her lips quirked up in a little smile. “And you’ll still be stuck with them, too. But just as friends.”

I blew out a deep sigh. “All right. Let me think about it for a while. And I promise you that I’ll really think it over.”

“That’s all I can ask. I want them to be as happy as I am. And I think the three of us could make you even happier.”

The primal part of my male brain was howling with glee at the thought of having all three of them. That part of me couldn’t understand why there was even any question about it. But I remembered how Peyton had looked at me before, the raw longing in her eyes. I remembered the sweetness of Lauren’s kiss as we danced. And then there was Ashley. I was already falling hard for her and imagining a real future for us.

Could I love all three of them that way? Even if I could, was I willing to do it? I couldn’t kid myself—it would take a hell of a lot of effort to make it work, to ensure that all three of them felt equally loved and got all the attention they deserved, that their wants and needs were met as individuals and didn’t get lost in the background. They might be best friends, but they were very different people. This would be the hardest thing I’d ever done.

But having all three of these amazing girls loving me back? God, wouldn’t that be worth just about anything?

As I pulled up in front of the cabin, Ashley cleared her throat. “Colt? One more thing and then I promise I’ll shut up about it until you’re ready to talk. You won’t have to deal with it by yourself when there’s a problem, whether it’s with one of us or life throwing a curve ball. We’ll all help and work together to sort things out.”

I nodded and handed her back her keys. “Okay.”

She swallowed and glanced down. “Do you still want me to stay?” she asked in a very small voice.

I pulled her back against me and hugged her tightly. “For as long as you want me.”

“That’s going to be a really long time.”

“You know I’m going to get old, right? A long time before you do.”

“And we’ll take care of you. And when you go, we’ll take care of each other. But that’s a long, long way off, and we’re not going to worry about it now. For now we’re just going to be happy that we found each other.”

“That sounds like an excellent plan.”

“Good. Now, how about we go inside and you let me take your mind off of everything else for a while?”

The shelters and campsites on the flats in the eastern part of the camp were more numerous than the ones on the bluff and around the entrance because there was a lot more room for them. It was a later addition that dated from the seventies, when ever-increasing numbers of guests had prompted my grandparents to expand. I didn’t think it had anything like the charm of the western side of the camp, but people paid good money to fill it to capacity every year. It’s hard to argue with money.

There were some things I’d have changed if I was in charge, though. I’d add more restrooms and showers and update the oldest plumbing, for instance. This was the third time this month that we’d been called out to unclog the plumbing in one of the restrooms over there.

“Ten bucks says it’s wet wipes,” Jeff grumbled as we got out of his truck.

“No bet.”

I’d learned very quickly that flushable wipes aren’t really, and the regular ones were even worse for the plumbing. Despite the prominently displayed signs in every bathroom in camp, people flushed both kinds anyway. Along with even worse things.

Since I was still learning the ins and outs of plumbing, I was along on this trip mainly as an observer and to fetch anything Jeff might need. He was big on grumbling to himself as he worked.

“We really need to do something. Systems weren’t designed for this many people.”

“Yeah. I had that thought myself. There ought to be two more facilities through here, and then another one for the campsites out near the highway. They just never envisioned it getting so crowded when they added in this side of camp.”

Jeff leaned back on his heels and looked up at me. “I wish like hell Buck would leave you in charge of managing this place. Things haven’t run this smoothly since I’ve been here, and you don’t try to cut corners. If you see something needs to be done you take care of it and don’t dick around.” He sighed. “I’ve known Buck for half of forever and he’s a good man, but he’s not the manager his pop was. Or the businessman.”

“I appreciate the vote of confidence, but me working here is just temporary.”

“Got someplace you need to be? I figured Ashley would have convinced you to stick around.”

He knew about Ashley? “Shit,” I groaned.

That got a good belly laugh. “Colt, that little red car of hers practically lives at your place. Doesn’t take a rocket surgeon to figure out what’s going on. Good for you, by the way. She and her friends are good people, unlike others I could mention.”

“I don’t have any current plans to leave, but I wasn’t planning to take over, either. Even if I wanted the job, I doubt Uncle Buck could afford to hire someone to manage the place.”

“You’d earn your keep and then some, I bet. Take care of the things Buck has just been letting slide for years by fixing symptoms instead of tackling the real problem. It would save him more long term than what you’d cost him. Hard to make him see that, though. Lord knows I’ve tried often enough.” He grunted as he fished a thick wad of wet wipes from the pipe. “Assholes can’t read. When are Buck and Irma coming back, anyway?”

“They said Sunday.”

“You should talk to him about it, Colt. I’m sure as hell going to.”

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Well, I am. Plenty of others agree with me, too. Janie, Marybeth, Tom. All the old hands can see it.”

I warmed inside knowing that they appreciated the work I’d been doing. They all worked hard keeping the camp running, and I respected their opinions.

“Give it some thought, Colt. Buck might not be as hard a sell as you think. I know you don’t need the job for the money, but I think you may need the job for you. Besides, it’s a good excuse to stay close to Ashley.”

“I don’t need an excuse for that.”

He grinned. “You’re smarter than you look. She’s good for you. You look more alive than since you got here.”

I felt it, too. “I’ll think about it.”

The idea of running the camp full-time had a certain appeal. I’d always loved the place, and making it better gave me an strong feeling of satisfaction. The place had potential to be a lot more, too. I’d definitely think about it.

My phone dinged as I was on my way back to the Big House from that job. Old Tom, the groom who was in charge of caring for the horses, wanted me to stop by the paddock, so I drove back down to The Beach.

I found Old Tom in the shack, which Jeff and Brad had fixed as good as new. I took off my hat and fanned myself with it as a sheen of sweat broke out all over my body.

“It’s got to be a hundred and ten degrees in here,” I grumbled. “How the hell do you stand it?”

The older man rolled his eyes. “I’m not a city sissy like you who can’t live without air conditioning. Give me a hand with the feed bags. Jason caught a whiff of pussy on the last ride and took off on me.”

We each picked up two of the fifty pound cloth sacks of oats and hauled them out to the pens, where we filled the feeding troughs for the horses. I smiled to myself as the horses ambled up. Not long ago I couldn’t have managed more than one bag at a time. One more way my ex-wife really had done me a favor by filing for divorce.

“We’ve got enough people signed up for the five-thirty ride, but Jason isn’t answering his phone. You mind taking it out with Lori?”

The last thing in the world I wanted was to be stuck with Lori, but I knew that Old Tom was having hip trouble and sitting in the saddle that long got painful.

“Sure. I can do that.”

“Just take them up to the pecan grove then bring them back down along the river. It’s a lot cooler that way.”

“Sounds like a plan.” I tossed the empty sacks onto a pile in the taproom. “I’ll be back for the five-thirty.”

Before I got back to my truck, though, I heard someone calling my name. “Colt! Colt, wait up!”

Peyton came running up to me from Janie’s food truck. She smiled shyly when I stopped for her. I wasn’t quite sure how to react to her after my bombshell conversation with Ashley. Ashley said the lovely brunette was willing to share me, and I was still having trouble grasping that. I’d been thinking a lot about it without coming to any decision, yet, but I couldn’t deny that sweet, shy Peyton was awfully fucking irresistible.

“Hey. What’s up?” I asked.

“Tom said you might take out the late afternoon ride, and I was hoping I could talk you into letting me go along.”

“As long as we’ve got an empty spot, I don’t see why not.”

Her face broke into an excited grin. “Really? That’s great! I’ve never ridden before,” she explained.

I blinked at her in surprise. “Seriously?”

“Never. We moved here from Dallas my senior year of high school, and I didn’t know anybody who had horses.” She dropped her eyes. “And I’ve always been nervous about trying. They’re just so big. I thought maybe with you to teach me, though...”

When she looked up at me with hope shining in her big, brown eyes, I knew I was toast. I remembered feeling the exact same thing with Ashley. I wanted Peyton, too. Not just in my bed, but as a part of my life. I might not have developed feelings for her as deep as what I felt for Ashley yet, but I knew that I could. And I wanted to.

“I’ll sign you up.”

“Thanks, Colt!”

“Sure. Get here a little early and we’ll work on getting on and off before the ride starts.”

“You’re the best!”

She gave me a quick hug then skittered across the stones back towards Janie’s food truck. I shook my head. Ashley and Peyton both wanted me and were willing to share. The universe just didn’t make sense anymore. It made me wonder what the hell was going to happen next. Alien invasion, maybe? Zombie outbreak? Those seemed every bit as likely to me.

I drove back to the Big House and did paperwork until it was time to get back to the horses. I told Ashley I was taking a ride out and would be home later, but didn’t say anything about my little epiphany about Peyton. I’d hold off on that until we were alone at the cabin and had time to talk. Besides, I still had to figure out if we could make it work with Lauren. She remained a big question mark in my book, especially since from what Ashley had said she wasn’t nearly as gung-ho about the whole idea as the other two.

Peyton was already waiting at the horse pen when I pulled up. She’d changed from her shorts into a pair of tight jeans that made her slender legs look miles long and emphasized the curves of her hips and ass. I wanted to say to hell with the ride and take her back to my cabin then slowly skin them off of her. Knowing she’d be perfectly okay with that did not help matters. This was something important to her, though, and if we were going to have something together it wasn’t just going to be about sex.

I took several deep breaths to collect myself before walking over to her. It felt a lot like going on another first date, only this one was without all the time I’d spent with Ashley beforehand to smooth things over. While Peyton might not be aware that I’d made up my mind to go ahead with things, I couldn’t think of anything else.

“Ready to ride?”

“Oh, yeah!”

“Come on.”

All of our horses were placid, but I picked out the most tolerant of the lot for her. Frosty had a cream colored coat with a hair and mane that were almost white. She looked us over with liquid brown eyes and huffed a greeting.

“Come closer,” I told Peyton. “Stroke her nose.”

The girl reached out a tentative hand. “It’s so soft,” she breathed. “What’s her name?”

“Tornado.”

Peyton’s eyes went wide and she took a step back. “Colt...”

I couldn’t hold in a snicker. “I’m kidding, Peyton. This is Frosty. Trust me, she’s as sweet as you are. We usually put the smaller kids who’ve never ridden before on her.”

She glared at me for a second before succumbing to the giggles. “You are a bad man, Colton.”

“You have no idea.”

I wasn’t even kidding. If this girl knew half the shit I’d been thinking about her, she’d have run screaming if she had any sense. I had a feeling Peyton was more likely to jump in with both feet, though. I might be the one who was in trouble.

I led her and Frosty around to the side of the taproom where we kept a short stepladder. I positioned it next to Frosty.

“Okay, the first thing you need to remember is that you always get on from the left side. Some of them are trained so you can mount from either side, but they’re all trained to be mounted from the left.”

“Why?”

“I honestly don’t know,” I chuckled. “I started riding when I was four, and it’s never occurred to me to ask. Now, get on the top step, then take hold of the saddle horn and put your left foot in the stirrup.”

Once she’d positioned herself as I’d asked, which put her succulent little ass right in front of my face, I continued. “Now, pull yourself up and swing your right leg over the saddle.”

She wobbled a bit, but managed it. By her third attempt she had it down.

“All right. Now let’s try it without the steps.”

Peyton looked dubiously at the stirrup and then the horse. “That’s a long way up.”

“You can do it,” I assured her. And she did, more gracefully than she’d managed the first time using the steps. “Very good!”

She beamed at me from atop Frosty’s back. “It’s easier than I thought.”

A group of people signed up for the ride had gathered outside the paddock while I worked with her. “All right. Sit tight here. The ride will start soon.”

When Lori showed up she threw a dirty look at Peyton, but she kept any snark to herself. I told her about Tom’s suggestion to take the pecan grove route then we got the others up onto the horses, and at five-thirty sharp Lori led the group up the road to the bluff. I rode at the back of the line with Peyton, who was holding onto the saddle horn for dear life as the horses went up the steep incline.

“Use your legs to hold on,” I told her. “Your hands need to be on the reins.”

“It looks so freakin’ easy in the movies,” she grumbled, but she did her best to follow my instructions.

It was easier once we got to the top of the bluff and set out on the trail to the pecan grove not far from the Big House. The trail was well worn and the horses all knew the way, so there was little to do but sit through the ride. When I glanced over at Peyton, though, she was sitting ramrod straight in the saddle like she had a poker up her ass. I twitched my reins and came in close beside her.

“Relax, hon. Move with the horse, don’t fight it. There’s a rhythm to it, like slow dancing. Just relax and let her lead.”

It took a little while, but by the time we reached the pecan grove and turned towards the river bottom she was getting a much better feel for it. A few more times and she’d look like she’d been riding for years.

“You’re doing great,” I told her.

“Thanks. I really appreciate you taking the time to do this.”






“It wasn’t any trouble. I’m glad you finally got to ride and you’re enjoying it.”

She gave me that look again, and my insides melted. Yeah, I was definitely going to have to talk to Ashley when I got home. I wasn’t sure what the next step with Peyton would be, but I was more than ready to take it.

She dismounted a little stiffly after the ride but was all smiles when she was back on her feet. “That was so much fun! Can we do it again sometime?”

“That can probably be arranged.” I leaned close to her and lowered my voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “It so happens that I know the guy who owns the horses.”

Peyton giggled. “I know how busy you are, but if you have time one of these days...”

“Trust me, I’ll manage something.”

There were alternate horses that were kept as spares in case one of the regulars couldn’t go out. No one would bat an eye if I took her out for a private ride some evening on a couple of them. If she got good enough at it, I might steal her from Janie and use her as a trail guide. Our other ones tended to be flaky, like Jason taking off to chase tail and ignoring his phone, and I knew Peyton would be completely dependable.

“I told Janie I’d help her finish shutting down the truck for the night when I got back. I’ll see you later!”

I watched her bounce towards the concessions, still giddy from her first ride. She was adorable and sweet enough to give you cavities just looking at her. But she had that sexy, sassy side that was appealing, too. Ashley’s plan was looking better by the minute. But there was still Lauren to figure out.

I figured now was as good a time as any to talk to the sultry brunette since she’d be wrapping up for the day, so I set out towards the paddle boat rentals. As I turned the corner around the concessions, I saw Lauren bent over at the edge of the water trying to drag one of the boats up the bank to tie it up. It was a damned good thing that cars weren’t allowed on The Beach, because the sight of her bent over in those tight cutoffs would have caused wrecks.

I stopped and shook my head to clear it. I couldn’t go start a conversation with Lauren while at the mercy of my hormones. Almost immediately I began having second thoughts. This could never work. Ashley was crazy, and I was even crazier for listening to her. My head swiveled back towards Janie’s food truck where Peyton was working, and my doubts warred with an earnest desire not to disappoint her. Damn it. I didn’t know what to do.

“Oh, shoot!”

When I turned back I saw that Lauren had fallen into the river, and the paddle boat was slowly spinning as it floated into deeper water where the current caught it. I dashed over and pulled her sputtering from the water.

“You okay? Anything hurt?”

“Just my pride,” she replied ruefully.

Satisfied that she was all right, I hurried down the riverbank after the boat. As it rounded a gravel spit, I figured that was my best chance to catch it. My boots slipped and twisted on the smooth rocks, but I couldn’t slow down. I got to the end of the bar just as the boat passed. Water swirled around my knees and then my hips before I reached it and pulled myself up into the seat. With water sloshing out of my boots, I peddled it back to where Lauren waited, and together we dragged it onto the shore and got it locked up for the night.

“Thanks,” she said with a grateful smile.

Her soaked t-shirt clearly showed the darker fabric beneath cupping her ample tits. She tugged the shirt over her head, revealing a dark purple bikini top. While I’d seen her in a bikini before, it still took every bit of willpower I had to force my gaze up to her eyes. That turned out to be a mistake. Their gold-flecked green trapped me. Her plush lips curved up in a knowing smirk, while her long, chestnut curls danced in the breeze as though laughing at me.

“Thanks, Colt,” she said. “I’m sorry you got all wet.”

I shrugged. “I can change. I’m just glad you weren’t hurt.”

“I’m lucky you were here. I don’t know if I could have caught that boat before it got to the lower camp.”

“No biggie. Someone else would have. We have a couple of runaways every summer, and they always come back.”

”This is a bit out of your way. Were you coming to check up on me?”

While she talked, she started gathering up the inner tubes. After a moment I joined her to give my nervous hands something to do.

“No. I was going to...”

My voice trailed off, because I wasn’t sure exactly what it was that I’d intended to do. Ask her out? Just talk? I really needed to start planning shit better.

She glanced at me then froze, her expression wary. “Oh, crap. Ashley. She dropped her little plan on you, didn’t she?”

“Yeah.”

Lauren dropped the inner tubes and sank down into her lawn chair, shoulders slumped. “I really don’t know about this, Colt.”

I sat down on a big rock facing her with a commiserating sigh. “I don’t either.”

“Then why are you here?”

“Because I’d like to find out if maybe we could have something?”

She gave me a long look. “You’ve already decided about Peyton,” she guessed.

“I think so. Yes.”

“What caused you to make up your mind about her?”

I considered that for a few seconds. “When she looks at me with those big, brown eyes I want to do everything I can to live up to what she sees in me.”

Lauren huffed in amusement. “Peyton. She could have led half the boys on campus around with those big, puppy dog eyes if she’d wanted to. She just didn’t care. You know, she dated more than me and Ash put together, but she never got serious about any of them.”

“Why not?”

She shrugged. “Whatever it was that she was looking for, she never found it with the guys at college.” Her eyes landed on me with a speculative look. “She found it in you right away, though. I’ve never seen her look at a man the way she looks at you. And it looks like she finally figured out the power in those eyes.”

“Maybe so. I don’t think she was trying to manipulate me, though.”

“She wouldn’t. Not her style. But those eyes, though.”

“Yeah.”

Her head tilted to the side. “What do you see when you look into my eyes, Colt?”

I looked—really looked—at her. “I see a woman who’s desperately afraid of getting her heart broken again.”

She gave a little snort of surprise. “Well, you’re not wrong.”

“I get it,” I told her with a bitter smile. “I got mine curbstomped by a woman I was with for almost twenty years, who I expected to grow old with. Oh yeah, I get it.”

Lauren opened her mouth to say something then closed it again. I had a feeling I knew what she’d started to say, though.

“Do you think it was easy with Ashley? She scared the living hell out of me, Lauren. She was beyond too good to be true, and I wanted what she was offering so damned badly. But I knew that if she messed me around it was going to absolutely wreck me. My heart was barely being held together with bubblegum and duct tape after my divorce. Taking that step, letting myself fall for her, was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. And the easiest. God, she’s made it so easy. I’ve been seriously thinking what a future with her would be like. It’s the first time I’ve thought about the future since the divorce. Now I’m about to risk my heart again with Peyton.”

Lauren was silent for a long time, her gaze directed up at the fluffy clouds drifting far overhead. I left her to her thoughts for so long I was almost surprised when she spoke again.

“What do you see when you look at me?” she asked, standing up and using her hands to indicate her body from her shoulders to her hips. “I’ve seen you looking. I felt you react when we danced together.” She sat back down with a sigh. “I’ve been fending off guys since I turned thirteen. Usually older ones. They see the pretty face and centerfold body and can’t get past that. I learned not to trust a word out of a guy’s mouth long before I finished high school. And whenever I thought one was different and let my guard down, they broke my heart every single time. I’m tired of it, Colt,” she said in a small, sad voice. “So tired. Ash and Peyton swear you’re different, but...”

“You’re scared. I don’t blame you. You don’t have to do this, hon. We can be friends. That’s okay with me.”

Her hazel eyes met mine. “I don’t know that I can. See, I want what Ashley has with you. It would be so hard seeing her and Peyton with you and wondering if I could have fit in, too.”

I held out my hand to her. “So go out on a date with me and let’s see what happens. No expectations. No promises. Just a first date to see if we like each other enough to maybe try another one.”

“A friend date?”

I chuckled, remembering how I’d asked Ashley the exact same thing. “No. If we’re going to do it, we need to do it for real. Otherwise we may as well leave things as they are. We treat it like we would any other first date.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I know how things went with you and Ashley, and Peyton will jump into your bed the second you let her, but I’m not there yet. Don’t expect me to.”

“And I wouldn’t want you to. If we’re hitting it off that well, there will be plenty of time for that later.”

She considered it for a least a minute before nodding. “Okay, Colt. That’s fair. We both deserve a chance to see where this can go.” Her lips curved into a teasing grin. “I reserve the right to climb out of the bathroom window at the restaurant if you’re a dick, though..”

I blinked at her. “Have you actually done that?”

Lauren nodded. “You have no idea the kind of crap I’ve dealt with on dates.”

I grinned back at her. “Sounds like a story I’d like to hear.” Just then my phone rang. It was Jeff. I sent it to voicemail and looked back into Lauren’s hazel eyes. “So, what was the worst date you ever went on?”

When I got home later Ashley was watching TV on the couch with her hair up in a messy ponytail and wearing the oversize t-shirt and knit shorts that was her preferred outfit for lounging around. Her welcome home kiss had enough heat in it to get my heart pumping. It amazed me how her being here made almost every part of my day better—going to bed at night, waking up in the morning, spending a day at work, coming home, and even just sitting around doing nothing in particular.

“How was the ride?”

“Really good. Peyton loved it and will make a great rider with a little practice.”

“That’s great! Thank you for doing that for her. She’s wanted to learn since she moved here in high school.”

I gave her a crooked smile. “I couldn’t have not done it. The girl could charm the socks off a snake.”

Ashley laughed. “Want a beer? I made baked ziti if you’re hungry. I left it in the oven to keep it warm when you said you’d be late.”

“I’ll take a beer. Dinner can wait a little longer, even though it smells wonderful.”

She came back with a beer for each of us and settled onto the couch with her legs across my lap. I studied her lovely face, torn by what I’d decided. While adding Peyton and Lauren to the mix had been her idea, I was still nervous about how it was going to play out. The last thing in the world I wanted to do was anything that might hurt her or screw up what we had.

“Ashley...”

She saw the look on my face and grew concerned. “What is it, Colt?”

“I decided to give your idea a shot. With Peyton and Lauren, I mean.”

Her triumphant grin was so wide that it threatened to wrap around her whole head. “Peyton got to you.”

“Yeah, she damned sure did.”

“What did she say?”

“She didn’t have to say anything. She was just Peyton.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No. I thought I’d better see how you wanted to handle this.”

Ashley bit her lip, thinking. “I’ll have to figure out a way to do it without Lauren feeling left out.”

“Yeah, about Lauren...”

“What?”

“I talked to her after the ride. We’re going on a date. We haven’t put it on the calendar yet, but it’s happening.”

She sat up so fast she almost spilled her beer, her blue eyes shining with excitement. “Really?”

“Yep. We had a long talk. That’s why I was so late getting back. We’re both willing to give it a try and see what happens.”

Ashley set her beer on the coffee table and straddled my legs with her arms around my neck. “I’m so happy! I can’t believe it!”

“You can’t believe it?” I laughed. “I’m the guy looking at potentially three amazing girlfriends. I’m still not sure how that’s supposed to work.”

“We’ll make it work,” she assured me. “Do you want to tell Peyton yourself?”

“I’m not quite sure what to say. It’s not exactly a conversation I’ve ever prepared for.”

“No, I guess not. I’ll do it. But she’s going to want to see you—soon.”

“Tomorrow’s Friday. Why don’t we invite her to stay the weekend? Or is that moving too fast? Should I date her for a while first?”

“Oh, she’ll be here,” Ashley chuckled. “You may have trouble getting her to go back home again.”

“I’m not going to want her to, any more than I wanted you to.”

Her fingers gently caressed my face. “Was all this too fast for you, Colt?”

“No. I wasted half of my life on a woman who didn’t deserve any of it. I don’t want to waste another minute of it that I don’t have to.”

Ashley’s lips feathered across mine and she looked into my eyes. “We’re going to be good for you, Colt. We’re going to be the best thing that ever happened to you.”

“You already are. Now let’s eat. I need to keep my strength up if I’m going to juggle all three of you.”

Ashley called Peyton after dinner and danced into the living room when she was finished. “Oh, Colt. She’s so excited and happy. She’s going to come over after work tomorrow and stay the weekend.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at how pleased she was. “It’s going to be crowded.”

“I don’t mind. Do you?”

“No, I’m looking forward to it as much as you two are.”

“Really? You’re sure I didn’t push you into this?”

“Sweetheart, I can’t wait. I have no idea what’s going to happen, but I’m looking forward to finding out—with both of you.”

Later that night, after Ashley had fallen asleep, I was still reading in bed when I got a text from Peyton.

I am SO excited

Me, too

Come by as soon as you get off work

From what Ashley said, Peyton would probably cause sonic booms in her haste to get to the cabin. But hey, it wasn’t like I wasn’t just as excited.

I will

Love you, Colt. Nite!

I felt a twinge of panic. Love. It was too soon, wasn’t it? Even with Ashley I hadn’t gone off the deep end this fast. But I remembered how I felt whenever Peyton looked at me with those big, brown eyes, how I melted inside and wanted to do anything to make her happy. I remembered how much I looked forward to seeing her, how excited I’d been by the prospect of just kissing her for the first time, and how much I was looking forward to our next steps together.

Love you too, sweetheart

I stared at her words for a long time while a cold fist squeezed my heart and memories of my divorce crowded my thoughts. Please, God, don’t let me fuck this up.

Ashley was practically bouncing off the walls the next day at work. At five o’clock she pranced into my office.

“Do you mind if I sneak out a little early? I want to straighten up before Peyton comes over.”

“Go ahead. There’s nothing going on here anyway.”

“Oh, Lauren is coming by tonight around nine. We all want to go to the dance, if you’re up for it.”

“It’s fine with me.”

She pecked me on the cheek and spun away. “See you soon!”

I shook my head in amusement at her over-the-top excitement, but inside I felt just as bubbly as she was. Tonight would be our first step together into something completely new for all of us.

I closed up the Big House promptly at five-thirty and drove the back road to the cabin. Both of the girls’ cars were parked out front already. Peyton certainly hadn’t wasted any time getting here. I was smiling when I walked inside, but almost immediately the dead silence caused it to fade. I’d expected the two of them to be laughing and pinging off of each other in excitement, but there wasn’t a sign of either of them.

“Ashley? Peyton?”

As soon as I closed the door behind me they stepped out of the bedroom, each with her hair down and wearing one of my dress shirts and apparently nothing else. Ashley looked expectant, but Peyton was biting her lip nervously.

“Surprise,” Ashley said softly.

My eyes darted between them as my brain went back and forth struggling with target lock. Somewhere in the back of my mind an ancient Grail Knight was giving me a high five and saying, “You have chosen wisely.” I might very well die in the next hour or so, but I’d go out with a smile on my lips.

“Dear god,” I breathed, then went and put an arm around each of them. I kissed Ashley, and she melted against me. “Best surprise ever,” I told her.

Then I turned to Peyton and did what I’d been dying to do for days. When our lips met, her delicate hands fisted my shirt to pull us closer together while she kissed me back like her life depended on it. Shy, sweet Peyton had a fire inside of her that I never would have believed. Her mouth was hot and eager, her tongue wild, and her body writhed and slid against mine in a passionate rhythm with our kiss.

“Was it as good as you imagined?” Ashley asked when we finally broke apart.

“Oh, it was way better,” I panted. “Peyton, you should come with a warning label.”

She preened at my praise. “We have about three hours until Lauren shows up for the dance.”

I looked at both of them for a long beat. “That should be just about enough time.”

Peyton giggled. “He’s ambitious. I like it!”

My blonde girlfriend snorted. “Oh, sweetie. You’ll find out.”

When I reached for the buttons on Peyton’s shirt, Ashley stopped me. “Wait. Let us.”

The two of them closed in and soon had me completely undressed. When I was naked, Peyton gave a dreamy sigh as she got her first full sight of me.

“I’m so glad you decided to share. He’s beautiful.”

“And very generous,” Ashley told her as she led me into the bedroom then pushed me towards the bed. “Lay back and relax.”

“Huh?”

“It’s part of the surprise, love.”

Once I was settled on the bed, the girls slowly undressed each other. There was a lot of kissing and caressing involved, accompanied by sexy little coos and moans. My dick got so hard watching them that I was afraid it might burst under the strain. When Ashley’s hand drifted between Peyton’s legs, the slim brunette let out a soft cry then pulled her friend in for a kiss just as passionate as the one she’d given me minutes before.

Fully naked now, Ashley drew Peyton to the bed and they laid down near me. After kissing again, the blonde girl climbed on top so they were in a sixty-nine position. Neither of them wasted any time, and the room filled with the sounds of them licking and slurping at each other as though they couldn’t get enough. They were close enough to me that I could smell their arousal, and I had a perfect view of Ashley’s tongue exploring Peyton’s pink slit.

“You have a beautiful pussy,” the blonde girl murmured.

Peyton’s ass squirmed as Ashley worked two fingers into her tunnel while sucking gently on her clit. It was all I could do to keep my fingers away from my dick. I had to link my fingers behind my head and exert every ounce of self control I possessed. My restraint almost went out the window when Peyton shattered under Ashley’s tongue with a series of sharp little cries, her slender body shaking with the pleasure surging through her.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

“Enjoying the show?” asked Ashley.

I jerked my chin towards my erection. “What do you think?”

Ashley smiled as the brunette settled beneath her. “Good. Now turn around so you can watch her doing it to me.”

I turned the other way so I could see the other half of the show. Peyton’s long, dark hair was a silken puddle beneath her, and she had her finger’s clamped on Ashley’s ass while she devoured the pussy hovering above her face. The blonde was so aroused I could see her dripping onto Peyton’s face, and the muscles in her thighs flexed with the growing tension inside. Her hips dipped lower, urging her friend on, and she flung her head back to send her golden curls flying.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!”

She ground down onto Peyton’s face, and the brunette fastened her mouth over Ashley’s slit as a gush of fluid pumped from her pussy. Ashley finally slumped forward with her face on Peyton’s thigh while the other girl licked and sucked up every drop of honey from her friend’s cunt.

As Peyton finished and let her head fall onto the bed, Ashley rolled off of her then turned around to give her a long kiss and lick her own juices from her friend’s lips. Both of them looked expectantly at me.

“That was so fucking hot,” I told them. “Do it again.”

Ashley laughed. “I’m glad you liked it. We’ve never done that before, but we wanted to do something special for our first time with all three of us together.”

“It was fun!” Peyton said with a huge grin.

“It was. And we’ll definitely do it again. Later.”

As though that was a signal, the two of them moved to either side of me with their heads at my crotch and their asses pointed towards my head. Ashley wiggled her luscious butt suggestively.

“This way you can play, too.”

Before I could even blink, they both started licking my cock at the same time. I shivered as sudden pleasure rippled through my aching member, all the more intense because I couldn’t see what they were doing, and wondered if I was really up to this. It was hard enough just keeping up with Ashley. Those lovely asses were beckoning, though, so I banished my doubts and decided just to focus on what was in front of me.

I let my hands roam freely over their firm, round backsides and lean, silky thighs, reveling in the fact that these insanely gorgeous girls were mine. It was a teenage fantasy come to life, only better than anything my imagination had ever come up with. My fingers dipped between their legs to graze their moist slits—Ashley’s bubblegum pink, Peyton’s a duskier rose, both exquisite.

Since I’d never been with two women at the same time before, it took me a few seconds and a little fumbling to figure out how to manage them both. Before long, though, I was working one with either hand, two fingers buried in each tight pussy while my thumbs rolled over their swollen clits. They wiggled their hips and moaned with pleasure as I fingered them, until my fingers were sloshing in their tight, flooded holes. I continued steadily, distracting myself from the amazing things happening to my cock while their movements grew erratic and they began humping themselves back against my hands.

Peyton came first, with a shuddering gasp, and sank against me with her thighs clamped around my hand. Her orgasm triggered Ashley’s, the blonde crying loudly as a sudden gush of hot liquid pumped out of her pussy onto my hand to run down my forearm before she fell to the bed at my side. I fucking loved the way their soft, warm bodies shook against mine with the aftershocks of their orgasms. I felt like some primal sex god.

Peyton lifted her head up with a murmured, “Damn.”

“I told you he has magic fingers.” Ashley turned to me with a severe expression. “That wasn’t fair. It was supposed to be your turn. This time keep your hands to yourself, mister.”

The girls straddled my legs where they were safely out of reach and went back to tonguing my cock. China blue and liquid brown eyes watched me intently as they alternately sucked and licked up and down my shaft and kissed away the precum drooling from the tip. After a minute Ashley backed off, and Peyton tucked her long, dark hair over her shoulder before swooping down to swallow my entire length at once. The wet heat of her mouth and tongue sent pulses of ecstasy racing all the way to my balls.

“Oh, holy fuck,” I groaned.

“That’s it,” Ashley urged. “Take him deep. That is so damned hot, Peyton. Look at her, Colt.”

She didn’t have to tell me. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sweet little brunette gobbling my cock like a pro. When Peyton pulled away she sucked hard until I came free from her lips with a loud pop.

“Sit on his face, Ash. I want to watch him eat your pussy.”

Apparently that sounded like a really good idea to Ashley, because she bounded up, pushed me flat, and then knelt over my face. Despite Peyton licking her clean earlier, her folds glistened with tiny droplets of her honey. Heat radiated from her core, and the smell of her aroused sex had me half-drunk with lust. I dove right in while Peyton sucked me to the edge of her throat.

I was starting to get close when Peyton’s mouth left my cock so she could climb astride me. One hand held my erection steady as she lowered herself until the head pressed into her entrance. Fuck, the girl was tight. She eased herself onto my shaft an inch at a time and gave a deep sigh of contentment when she sank against my hips.

“God, that’s nice.”

“He’s perfect,” Ashley agreed.

It was hard to believe the two gorgeous girls were talking about me, but it was even harder to argue when one of them was sitting on my cock while the other sat on my face. Peyton fucked herself slowly up and down my shaft, her smooth, slick walls massaging and squeezing my cock with every movement.

“Ride him, Peyton. Just like that. Fuck, that’s hot.”

“So is the way you’re riding his face,” the brunette giggled. “I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

For a moment I felt disconnected, like I was having an out-of-body experience and watching the two beauties on top of me at once. It had to be a dream. No way this could be real. Any second now I’d wake up alone in my bed with my phone alarm going off.

I was jarred out of that reverie by Ashley climaxing on my face. Nope, I definitely wasn’t dreaming. Her thighs shook as she struggled to keep herself upright, and she leaned forward to put her hands on my chest. I reached up for her ass and pulled her lower so I could bury my face in her drenched pussy and gorge myself on her juices.

“Wow,” Peyton said. “You look so beautiful when you come, Ash. Oh, fuck, yes.”

She rolled her hips forward, rocking her clit against my pubic bone, and I felt her getting wetter inside. Moments later she exploded and sank forward until she was leaning against Ashley.

My own orgasm had been steadily building, and hers pushed me to the edge. Letting go of Ashley, I grabbed Peyton’s hips and slid her slender body up and down on my cock until I was there. I rammed myself as deep as I could go just as the cum boiled out to flood into her depths. Peyton spasmed on top of me in another mini-orgasm.

“Oh! Oh, yes, Colt!” she groaned. “Holy shit! I didn’t even know I could do that.”

Ashley moved aside and stared down at me. “What the fuck, Colt? Are you some kind of pleasure robot from the future?”

I was still trying to get my breath back. “Just call me Fisto,” I panted.

The blonde laughed. “I get that reference!”

“I’m afraid to ask,” Peyton said, flopping back onto the bed. “And not really all that interested in trivia right now.”

“Take a break, sweetie,” Ashley told her, and then looked back at me. “Just don’t think we’re done with you, yet.”

“Not even close,” Peyton agreed.

Rather than letting me rest, the blonde vixen straddled my legs and began sucking Peyton’s juices from my ebbing prick. Her eyes never left mine as she loudly slurped away.

“Mmm. I love the way you taste on him, Peyton.”

The brunette giggled in disbelief. “Omigod, Ash.”

To my surprise, Ashley’s exquisite mouth soon brought me back to life. I would have sworn I’d need a long nap first. Peyton bent over me so that my face was shadowed by the dark curtain of her hair and pressed her lips to mine. She tasted like Ashley’s pussy, and I thrust my tongue eagerly into her mouth.

“I love you, Colt,” she whispered. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

“I love you, too.” And it was just that easy, wasn’t it? All I really had to do was let myself do it. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“Me, too. I never want to leave you again.” An impish smile quirked her lips. “But I think Ash has more in mind for you.”

When she sat up, my erection was jutting upwards from my hips like an X-rated flagpole.

Ashley beamed down at it in satisfaction. “There we go. Good as new.” She moved to the edge of the bed and stuck her ass high in the air. “Take me from behind, Colt.”

I wasn’t sure my legs were up to it as I swung them over the side of the bed. My whole body felt drained. I staggered a little as I positioned myself behind my lovely blonde, but the sight of her pink pussy—open, wet, and ready—inspired me to get myself together.

Ashley crooked a finger at Peyton. “Over here.” She positioned the other girl on her back in front of her with her legs spread wide. “There. Now we can all enjoy each other.”

She was so wet now that I slid into her clinging tunnel like a hot knife into butter. When I looked over her shoulders, I could see her going down on Peyton. The brunette’s head lolled back, and she moaned softly in ecstasy as Ashley’s tongue played over her clit. I moved easily inside Ashley and grabbed her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh to give me more leverage. Gradually, I increased the tempo of my thrusts until I was hammering against her ass so hard it jiggled. My eyes kept shifting between her gorgeous ass and her face buried in Peyton’s pussy, and the visual stimulation did as much as Ashley’s tight hole to push me towards another orgasm.

Peyton came first with her hands buried deep in Ashley’s golden curls, holding the blonde’s face mashed into her center as she cried out over and over again. Her orgasm touched off Ashley’s. Her tunnel flooded while her walls squeezed down on my shaft like an oily fist. The pressure did it for me. I pumped in and out of her a few more times and then shouted as my cock erupted with jets of hot cum.

I stayed on my feet until I finished and then slowly sank to my knees. From there I could see our mingled fluids leaking out of Ashley’s pulsing hole and running down her thighs. Once I caught my breath again, I dragged myself up on the bed and we all fell into a sticky, sweaty pile.

After a while Peyton spoke in a low voice. “I never thought I’d do anything like that. Ever.”

“You were really good at it, though,” Ashley told her.

“You both were,” I said. “Holy shit. I still can’t believe this is real.”

Ashley’s fingers stroked softly along my still-twitching cock. “Does that feel real?”

I groaned. “Oh, yeah.”

Peyton’s eyes darted down to my groin. “You know, we still have a couple of hours before Lauren gets here,” she said hopefully.

“If we wear Colt out we can’t go to the dance.”

The brunette bit her lip. “I’d rather do this, to be honest.”

“Okay. You can explain it to Lauren when she shows up.”

“Never mind!”

Ashley gave her an indulgent smile. “We have all weekend, sweetie. And Colt is going to make you come over and over until you go into an orgasm coma.”

The brunette looked thoughtful. “Huh. What’s your record?”

“What?”

“For the number of times Colt has made you come in a weekend.”

Ashley’s cheeks went red. “Sixteen.”

“You’re lying!”

“Nope.”

Peyton turned those irresistible puppy dog eyes on me. “Think you can top that?”

I looked deep into her eyes and my lips spread in a slow grin. “Yes. Yes, I do.”

That weekend truly marked the beginning of my new life. Getting involved with Ashley had put me on the path to it, but it wasn’t until the three of us had committed ourselves to each other that it really started. And we realized almost immediately that Ashley had been right and we all belonged together. We fit; it was as simple as that.

I’d like to brag that we spent the entirety of it in bed, but there were two of them and I was only human. Saturday wasn’t much different than the week before, except that Peyton had brought her TV and hooked it up to the internet so our viewing options were better, and we went out to dinner at the cafe for food that wasn’t frozen.

On Sunday Lauren came over, and we spent most of the day at the river. I noticed she was watching the three of us and our interactions with interest. The only thing that had really changed since last weekend was that Peyton spent a lot more time sitting on my lap, which seemed to be her new favorite place, and both she and Ashley were very casual about displays of affection with me. Lauren didn’t seem to mind, so I quit worrying about it after the first couple of times.

While we were at the river and Peyton and Ashley engaged in a dunking contest, Lauren climbed onto the far bank to sun on the rocks. After a little while I joined her and lay dripping on the warm stones beside her.

“How are you holding up?” she asked with an impish smile.

I laughed. “Better than I thought. They’re not trying to eat me alive, which Peyton honestly had me a little worried about at first. She calmed down once it sank in that I wasn’t going anywhere and we meant it when we said she could stay as long as she wants.”

“Good for her.” The brunette eyed me speculatively. “I think you’ll bring out the best in her.”

“I’m hoping we’ll all do that for each other. Anyway, we spent most of yesterday watching movies, playing around down here, and napping. How are you doing alone with Ashley’s aunt?”

“We get along okay. It’s awfully quiet without Ashley, though.”

“You’re always welcome to come by and hang out after work.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“Not a bit. There’s room on the couch for one more.”

Her eyes twinkled. “How about the bed?”

“That’s getting crowded,” I admitted with a frown. “I need to talk to my realtor. He’s a friend from high school.”

“You have a lot of those.”

I shrugged. “Small town life. So, about our date. Would you like to go out Wednesday night? That way we don’t have to deal with the weekend crowds, and we won’t upset the weekend routine we’ve got going. You can get ready at the cabin after work if you want.” I grinned at her. “And I’m sure those two would love to help and offer all kinds of unnecessary advice.”

“That works for me. Where are we going?”

“I haven’t made up my mind yet, but let’s keep it casual. There’s enough pressure as it is without making it worse having to put on a show.”

Lauren visibly relaxed at that. “Good idea. I’m already nervous enough.”

“You don’t have to do this,” I reminded her.

The gold flecks in her green eyes glowed in the sunlight as she looked at me. “I want to. I’ve been watching the three of you, and it’s like you fell right into this natural rhythm together. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you’ve been in a relationship for months. You belong together.” She sighed. “I want that so much, Colt. I’m just gun shy, I guess.”

“That’s fair. Take things at your own pace. There’s no rush.”

“You’re too good to be true, Colt.”

“I’m just older. I’ve had time to learn patience. My marriage helped with that, too. It’s not a bad combination if you think about it. Youth and energy on one side and more life experience on the other.”

“So long as you don’t think you know it all just because you’re older.”

I bit back a bitter laugh. “Lauren, if I knew it all I wouldn’t be here. Divorce is humbling. Even if it wasn’t your fault, you can’t help but feel like you failed at something really important.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it’s a valid concern, and I need to keep it in mind. So. Wednesday?”

She showed me one of her real smiles then, and it was every bit as devastating as Peyton’s puppy dog eyes. I was ready to do whatever it took to make her smile at me that way again and again. Somehow, I was going to have to win her over.

Peyton didn’t go home, but I hadn’t really expected her to. Ashley had quietly warned me against asking her about her parents, saying that it was a touchy situation and something the slender brunette wasn’t happy talking about. When we were alone at work on Monday she explained that Peyton’s parents were very controlling. They hadn’t approved of her going to A&M or the degree she’d gotten, and they’d been trying to micromanage her life ever since she’d gotten back. They’d been older when she was born and had retired early to the Hill Country because that was what all their friends were doing. Unfortunately, neither of them had been happy once they got here, and since they wouldn’t admit to a mistake, they redirected their unhappiness to Peyton and her choices.

They would have been even more unhappy if they’d known about me, much less their daughter being in some “hippie” poly relationship. Peyton’s story to explain her absence was that she was staying with Ashley and Lauren so they could save money on gas by commuting to work together, but they were pushing her to come home so she wouldn’t be an inconvenience to Ashley’s aunt. I wasn’t sure how long the story would hold up when one call to Ashley’s aunt would blow it wide open.

I’d leave Peyton to deal with it in her own way for now, but if I had to I could take steps. Even though it would be expensive as hell during the summer, I could find some kind rental for us. I’d do whatever it took to keep us together.

On Wednesday I shut everything down at five-thirty on the dot. There wasn’t anything that couldn’t wait until tomorrow. Ashley was waiting outside my office, the front door already locked.

“Ready for your big night?”

“Yes. Maybe. I’m nervous,” I admitted. “I feel a huge amount of pressure to make this work.”

She hugged me and planted a kiss on the tip of my nose. “You’ll be fine. I know you. And Lauren wants this to work, too. You both just need to relax and let it happen.”

Peyton and Lauren managed to beat us to the cabin.

“Someone sneaked out early,” Ashley accused in a teasing voice.

Peyton grinned unrepentantly. “Guilty! We’ve gotta give our girl plenty of time to get ready for her big date.”

The girl in question focused a withering glare on her friend. “I’m going casual, Peyton. I don’t need hours to get ready.”

“Sure. How long have we known you?”

Ashley giggled. “She has a point. Come on. We’ll let Colt get his shower first then we’ll take make you beautiful.”

“Like you can improve on that,” I said under my breath.

Lauren actually blushed, which had the other girls hooting with laughter.

“Smooth,” Peyton said.

“It was pretty good,” Lauren admitted.

Ashley rolled her eyes.“Yeah, yeah. Go shower, or it will be midnight before you two get out of here.”

The blonde shoved Lauren into the bathroom as soon as I got out. “Your clothes are on the bed.”

I glanced down at them. “We were going casual.”

She gave a huff of exasperation. “You’re not taking her to the camp dance, Colt. You want to make a good impression, right? Well, so does Lauren, and I’ve seen her outfit. You don’t want to look dressed down next to her.”

I meekly picked up the clothes. “Yes, ma’am.”

“She has a bossy streak,” Peyton’s voice came from the living room.

“Someone has to keep you all in line.”

“You can be our den mother,” the slim brunette called.

I didn’t have any trouble seeing Ashley filling that role in our group. She had that kind of take charge personality. I could see her being a great mom, too. I gulped at the thought and tucked it away to ponder later.

She’d picked out dark gray pants and a royal blue button down shirt, and a pair of nice shoes instead of my boots. “I forgot I had this,” I muttered as I slipped on the shirt.

“I found it on the floor at the back of the closet. I had to iron it.”

“Where’d you get the iron?” I asked in confusion. I was sure I didn’t have one.

She tossed her head. “Do you even live here?”

I looked at myself in the ancient mirror on the dresser when I was done. “She won’t recognize me.” I barely recognized myself after months wearing nothing but clothes fit for working around the camp.

Ashley just laughed. “Wait until you see her.”

I thought I was prepared. I’d spent a lot of time around Lauren, and the girl idled at drop-dead sexy. It would be just like Ashley and Peyton to crank that up to eleven and dress her in something that would short out my brain at the sight of her. I spent the next hour steeling myself for the worst they could throw at me and hoping I didn’t make a complete fool of myself drooling over the poor girl on our date.

When Lauren stepped out of the bedroom I forgot to breathe. She was wearing a frilled, forest green skirt that hung almost to the floor and a cream knit top with puffy sleeves that reached her elbows. An emerald bow shone against her dark curls, binding them in a long wave that rippled down the middle of her back. The green made her eyes look even larger and more luminous. She looked sweetly beautiful, but rather than disguising her innate sexiness the outfit somehow enhanced it.

“Do you like it?” she asked shyly, then frowned when I didn’t answer. “You don’t like it.”

“Are you kidding me?” I asked when I finally found my voice. “You took my breath away. I literally couldn’t speak. You look amazing. You look...” I struggled to find words. “You look like the woman every man dreams of coming home to at the end of a long day.”

An amused smile tugged at her lips. “That’s a little better.”

“It’s not at all what I expected.”

The smile turned into a knowing grin. “You thought I was going to slut it up.”

“I thought Ashley and Peyton were going to shove you into the sexiest outfit they could come up with to turn my brain into mush,” I admitted.

“That’s exactly what they wanted to do! This was all me.”

“I love it. It’s a part of you I haven’t seen before.”

“That was the idea. I like this side of me. I hoped you would, too.”

My mind was racing. I’d planned a date similar to the one I’d taken Ashley on, but that didn’t fit. Lauren wasn’t Ashley, and she deserved something special of her own. It only took a moment to hit on an idea. Something Ashley had mentioned a while back sparked it.

“Are you ready?”

Her hazel eyes held mine for a long moment, as though she was searching for something there. “Let’s go.”

“Have fun!” Ashley called as we walked out.

“Not too much fun. And it’s my turn for a date next, Liam!” Peyton shouted. “I don’t know how I keep ending up last.”

I’d borrowed Ashley’s car for the night since my truck had about an inch of dust all over the inside from driving on the back roads around camp. When we went out the main gate and turned onto the highway, Lauren touched my arm.

“Liam? Town is that way.”

“We’re not going to town.”

“No? Should I be worried?”

“We’re going to Kerrville.”

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise. “You’re mixing things up on me.”

I looked pointedly at her outfit. “Fair is fair. I promise I’m sticking to a casual night out, but I wanted to do something different with you.” I grinned as I looked back at the road. “Besides, you look way too nice for a night in town.”

We chatted and listened to music on the drive, and both of us gradually relaxed. This was what we needed—some quiet time alone to get comfortable with each other. Every time she was at the cabin I felt like Ashley and Peyton were watching us to see what we’d do next and taking note of every word and glance. I knew it was just because they were anxious for Lauren to become part of the group, but the pressure only made things more awkward.

Lauren smiled as I pulled into the restaurant parking lot. “I’ve heard about this place, but haven’t had a chance to come before.”

“It isn’t fancy, but they serve good Hill Country food.”

She got a chicken fried steak while I opted for the ribeye, and as we ate we continued getting to know each other.

“You got a degree in wildlife management, right?”

“Rangeland, wildlife, and fisheries with a minor in tourism. I’m hoping to get a job at one of the national or state parks, but I’m not sure how it’s going to work out.”

“Oh? How come?”

“Budget cutbacks. Big ones. The parks are all closing facilities and laying off staff.”

I snorted. “You know, that’s one of the few things I don’t mind the government spending my tax dollars on. It figures that’s what they cut.”

“Right? I’ve been sending out resumes since before graduation, but I haven’t even gotten a nibble.”

“Damn. Any thoughts on what you might do if nothing turns up before the end of the summer?”

She shrugged. “Waitress? Maybe I could find something at one of the exotic game ranches. My parents want me to go to work for them at their store in Uvalde, but I’d rather drown myself in the river.”

“That bad, huh?”

“I worked there when I was in high school. It’s not the job itself that sucks so much as working for them. They’re not very nice to their employees—even if you’re related to them. That’s why I’m living with Ash. Well, one reason. I might not have any choice, though.”

“I’ll bet you find something. You still have a couple of months before tourist season is over.”

“Maybe so.” She tilted her head and regarded me curiously. “What brought you back here? According to the camp gossip mill you could have gone anywhere.”

I shrugged. “It was home? I had a chance to start over and realized I really wanted to do that here. I was sick of the city. I always missed this place and decided now was my chance to come back.”

“It seems to have worked out for you so far,” she said with a little smirk.

“It’s funny. I wasn’t even thinking of women when I got here, except maybe how to avoid them.”

“Boy, did you pick the wrong place for that.”

“I hadn’t spent much time here since I was in high school, so I wasn’t prepared. It’s a lot different around here now.”

“I’ll bet. But other than that, is it what you hoped it would be?”

“Yeah, it’s been really good. I found myself again, and I don’t intend to leave. I’ll find a spot I like and settle down.”

“Ash said you wanted to buy a house, or build one.”

“That’s the next step. I’ve enjoyed the cabin, but it’s too small for three people. I’ve got a realtor friend looking around for likely places.”

“I hope you find something soon.” She scraped the last of the gravy off her plate with the last bite of steak. “That was really good.”

“I’m glad you liked it. Maybe we can come back.”

“I’d like that.”

Once we were back in the car, Lauren gave me a soft smile. “I have to say, this has gone a lot better than I was afraid it would.”

“And I didn’t even try to grope you while you put on your seatbelt.”

She laughed. “I was worried we wouldn’t have anything to talk about. The girls talk about you a lot, but they never said what a good listener you are. I like that you actually pay attention when I talk instead of staring at my boobs.”

“I might have stared once or twice.”

“I’d be more worried if you didn’t. But the big thing is that you’re acting like you’re having a good time, rather than just counting the minutes until you can try to get me naked back at your place.”

“I am having a good time. And I have zero expectations of getting you naked.”

“Ever?”

I shook my head. “Zero expectations, Lauren. I certainly won’t complain if it happens someday, but we’re not there and may never be. If it doesn’t, we’ll be friends. I’m okay with that.”

As we pulled out of the parking lot, Lauren reached over and took my hand. “I’m having a good time, too. I like how comfortable I feel with you.”

”I think you’ll like the next part, too.”

“There’s more?”

“Yep. It’s not far.”

It was only a couple of miles up the road, in fact. Lauren’s face lit up when she saw where we were going, and she bounced a little in her seat.

“I haven’t been here since before I left for college.”

“I had a feeling this would be a good follow-up to dinner.”

She let go of my hand long enough to get out of the car then practically dragged me into the used bookstore. I’d come here not long after I’d moved back to pick up a few paperbacks to read in the evenings and discovered it was a really good place for its size. I’d just hoped Lauren would enjoy it.

“Want a coffee?” I asked.

“Sure. Cream, no sugar.”

I got us each one then had to track her down. I found her sitting on the floor in front of a shelf of faded paperbacks, completely engrossed on the books in her hands.

“Westerns?”

She smiled with a faraway look on her face. “My grandfather had stacks of them. They were so old that a lot of them looked ready to fall apart. I started reading them for something to do as a kid and fell in love with them. I get newer stuff to read on my phone, but these I collect.”

“Well, take your time looking. We have all night. Or until they close, anyway.”

“Ashley and Peyton won’t be mad if I keep you out past your bedtime?”

I winked at her. “I asked for permission first.”

“Smart man.” She sighed happily. “I always had to rush through bookstores as a kid. When I could talk Mom into bringing me, she was over it in twenty minutes and ready to go.”

“Take as long as you want,” I told her again. “I’m going to go browse for some things for myself.”

I picked out a couple of thrillers and the latest book in a long-running fantasy series I’d started reading as a kid. While I caught sight of Lauren a few times, I let her poke around in peace. She had a fair-sized stack of books in her arms and was obviously having a good time. That was all I cared about.

“I think I’m ready,” she said when she found me a while later, the stack of books in her arms significantly larger.

I chuckled as I eyed her books. “Did you leave them any?”

“I’m kind of a hoarder when it comes to books.”

“Nothing wrong with that.”

The drive back to camp was quiet but comfortable, and I held hands with Lauren the whole way. It felt good. We both seemed comfortable with where we were, moving forward without rushing things. When I parked in front of the cabin and we got out, I was feeling a little sad that the evening was over.

“Want to come in for a while?”

She gave me a knowing look. “If I go inside, your roomies are going to talk me into staying. I’m not ready for that. But I had a good night, Colt. A really good night. Thank you.”

“I did, too. And I’d like to do it again, soon.”

I could see it in her eyes. We both moved together at the same time, my arms winding around her waist, and our lips met. It was slow and sweet, like our first kiss at the dance, like we were both right where we wanted to be and had nowhere else we had to go.

When she eased away her eyes stayed locked on mine. “I want to do this again.”

“We will.”

“Good night, Colt.”

“Nite. Drive safe.”

I waited until her tail lights were out of sight, then took a deep breath before going inside to face the coming inquisition by my two girlfriends.

Thursday was so busy I didn’t have much time to dwell on my date the night before. Everything decided to go wrong at once, so I spent all day fighting fires. I saw Peyton and Ashley before work, and Ashley briefly when she brought lunch for me and Jeff at the campsite where we were troubleshooting an electrical short, but I never saw Lauren at all. Peyton left right after work to go home for the night, although she promised to be back the next day to stay through the weekend. The girls had decided they wanted to go to the dance on Friday night again, so we all had something to look forward to. 

By the time I got home I was wrecked. Ashley made sure I ate then put me to bed early. Since she went with me, it wasn’t exactly a hardship.

To my relief, Friday turned out a lot quieter. I spent the morning catching up on the paperwork I hadn’t done yesterday and flirting with Ashley. Yeah, life was rough. I’d already decided that I could handle spending the next few decades with days like that.

When lunchtime rolled around Ashley was busy getting a new load of campers checked into the camp, so I went to the concessions to pick up lunch for both of us. Peyton greeted me at the window of the food truck, bubbly and happy at the prospect of another weekend with us at the cabin.

“There you go, Colt!” she chirped with a wink as she handed me the sacks with our burgers. “See you later!”

Janie eyed us suspiciously. The slim brunette had gone from barely being able to choke out a word when I was there to being upbeat and flirty. The older woman knew something was going on, but couldn’t figure out what since she knew Ashley and I were an item. Let her wonder.

A couple of hours later Ashley came into the office. “Colt, Peyton says the toilet at the cabin isn’t working.”

It was too much to hope that I could pass a day without working on a toilet. “What was she doing at the cabin?”

She shrugged. “She hates using the communal toilets. We all do.”

“Ah, now the real reason why you guys were after me comes out. You both just wanted a private place to pee at work.”

“You caught us,” she said dramatically, throwing her head back and putting her hand over her heart. “We just wanted your bathroom. Go see if you can fix it so she can get back to work.”

I grabbed my hat and kissed her as I went by. “Be back soon.”

“Don’t count on it,” she muttered.

Peyton’s Camry was still parked in front of the cabin. I guess she really hated using the camp toilets if she was willing to wait for me to fix ours.

“It’s me, Peyton,” I called out when I went inside. “Peyton?”

She wasn’t anywhere inside, and the toilet flushed just fine when I tried it. I poked my head through the back door.

“Peyton?”

My phone dinged, and I glanced at it expecting a text from Ashley.

I’m down by the river

Come on!

What the hell? Curious, I walked down the steep path.

“Over here, Colt.”

I had to peer through the trees to spot her, and when I finally saw her I froze where I stood. There was a stand of three big cypress trees a few yards from the river surrounded by thick bushes that screened the area behind from anyone on the water or the far bank. Peyton was there on a carefully arranged bed of towels wearing a sheer babydoll chemise of dark green lace. She was laying on her side with her head propped up on one arm so she could watch the path, her long hair falling in a dark puddle around her.

“I thought you’d never get here,” she said in a low voice.

I looked around carefully, but no one was in this part of the river, and the far bank was empty as well. I hurried over and sat down beside her, my eyes roving from her tiny feet up her long, lovely legs to the graceful curve of her hip which was just barely covered by the chemise. Damn, but sexy looked good on my sweet, little brunette. Her perfect combination of innocent and sexy could kick-start my libido if I was in a coma.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Seducing you.”

I had to shift to adjust the cock stiffening I my jeans. “You’re doing a marvelous job of that, sweetheart.”

“Then why do you still have your clothes on?” As I stretched out on the blanket beside her, she added, “It’s our first time alone together. I wanted it to be special.”

“You make it special, Peyton.”

She blushed prettily, and I leaned over to kiss her. Unlike last weekend, when she was all burning passion, today her kiss was sweeter and slower. I followed her lead, enjoying the moment and taking my time to learn her. Over the next few minutes, though, the heat between us built, and soon her fingers were unbuttoning my shirt.

My hand wandered along her soft curves, down her side to her bare hip. Her satin skin drew me on, around the swell of her ass to her smooth thigh and then back to her ass. I gripped her flesh and dragged her closer to me.

Peyton moaned into my mouth at my touch. Her kiss grew hungrier, and once more I was amazed by how much passion my sweet, shy Peyton hid within her. I buried my hand in her soft hair to hold her mouth against mine until we were both gasping for air.

“Clothes off,” she panted desperately.

I finished unbuttoning my shirt, and Peyton yanked it over my shoulders and arms. Warm hands played over my chest and stomach then grazed over the bulge in my jeans before tugging at the button.

“Boots first,” I told her.

We sat up and pulled them off together, and then I got my jeans over my hips and Peyton dragged them down my legs. Underwear and socks quickly joined the pile of discarded clothing beside us.

Peyton gripped the hem of her chemise. “Do you want...”

“Leave it on,” I told her. She was sexy as fuck in that gauzy lace. “You’re so damned beautiful,” I breathed as I reached out to caress her skin.

“My boobs aren’t as big as Ashley’s, and I’m not nearly as curvy as Lauren.”

“Oh, hush. You’re all different, but all just as beautiful in your own way. You’re so elegant and graceful, every curve perfect. I could just sit and look at you all day and marvel at how lovely you are.”

“I knew you were the one,” she said with a soft smile. “I knew right away. The first time you came to the food truck I could tell how kind you were. Kind, smart, strong. Everything I ever wanted.”

I kissed her again, a soft brush of lips. “I hope I can always be what you want. And what you need.”

“Mmm,” she hummed. “Need. That’s a good word.”

“Is it? Here, love, turn this way.” I helped her turn onto her side so that I was spooning her from behind. “Lift your leg up. Yeah, like that.”

With her upper leg raised I was able to reach the apex between her thighs. The dark curls there were damp, her slit completely soaked.

“Already?” I teased her.

“Well, I have been thinking about you for a while.”

“Poor Peyton. I’ll fix it, sweetheart.”

She rested her head on my arm while my fingers played across her sex. I toyed at the edges of her entrance, dipped in briefly, then moved up to trace light circles around her hard little clit.

“You’re so good at that,” she moaned. “You know just where and how to touch me, like you’ve been doing it forever. Even I can’t do it that well.”

She raised her leg even higher to give me easier access, and pressed her bare ass back against my swollen cock. Knowing how far gone she already was, I focused my attention on her clit until hot droplets rolled from her pussy onto her thigh. Her breathing quickly grew ragged, and then she stiffened against me. I froze when she cried out.

“Quiet, sweetheart!” I whispered urgently. “We’re not alone out here, even if it looks that way, and sound travels over water.”

“Oh, god.” An agonized whimper forced its way past her throat, and she writhed against me.

I held her tightly and swirled tiny circles around her clit until the last spasms passed.

“My head is spinning,” she whispered.

“Just wait until the next one.”

“Next?”

I moved my hand lower so I could work two fingers inside of her while I massaged her clit with the pad of my thumb.

She gasped. “Fuck.”

Her hips rocked insistently against my hand, wanting more. She was already soaked. With a wicked smile I withdrew my middle finger from her pussy and stretched it out until it slid into the crevice of her ass and I found her puckered asshole. When I rubbed gently against it as well, Peyton hissed then tensed and shivered.

“Oh. That’s...” She shivered again. “It feels like my skin is on fire.”

It wasn’t long before she went off again. When she started to cry out, I tore my hand away from her slit and gripped her chin, turning her face towards me and smothering her noises with a kiss. Peyton’s tongue thrashed wildly against mine as shudders wracked her slender frame. We were still kissing when her body slumped against me.

“Damn, Colt. You should offer a master class in that. Women the world over would thank you.”

I laughed. “But I only care about getting thanks from two.”

“Only two?” she teased.

“Maybe three. Someday.”

“I don’t think you have to worry. But what about you? I’m being selfish. I can feel how hard you are.” She wiggled her ass against my erection.

“How about this?”

I pushed myself down her body until my cock lodged between her legs to rest in the damp spot on her thigh. When I found just the right position I pushed upwards so that it nudged into her entrance.

“Yes,” she hissed as I eased inside of her.

Her walls spread as I penetrated her, stretching to a perfect fit. By now she was so wet and ready that she took me easily.

“That feels so good, Colt,” she murmured.

“You feel good. You’re so hot and tight. It feels like you’re squeezing me.”

“Well, it’s practically brand new,” she giggled. “You’re only the second guy I’ve ever been with.”

“Seriously?” I wasn’t sure whether to feel guilty or flattered.

“Yeah. With a guy my sophomore year. I was curious to see what all the fuss was about, you know? He was nice, but there wasn’t really any chemistry. It was meh. I never met anyone else I wanted to do it with until you. And now I understand what all the fuss was about.”

Flattered it was. “Well, I’m glad it’s finally living up to the hype.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and used my hips to move my cock inside of her. In that position I could only manage to pull out about halfway, but that was enough.

“It feels so good when you fill me,” she said. “It’s like there’s an empty ache inside, and when you’re all the way in me it stops and feels wonderful. Can you just stay there forever?”

Being inside her felt so incredible I hated to say no. Peyton did it for me, though.

“I guess Ash wouldn’t appreciate that much, huh?”

“Probably not.”

“Oh, well. I really don’t mind sharing you with her, you know. You care about both of us and make us feel special.”

“Because you are,” I replied, panting a little. With the hard ground beneath us I didn’t have as much leverage as in bed.

She glanced over her shoulder. “Is it harder for you that way? Do you want to be on top?”

“Peyton, I’d crush you. The ground is too hard.”

“Oh. I can get on top.”

We both sat up, and I had an idea. “Wait. Let’s try something. Come here and sit on my lap facing me.”

“I see! Oh, that looks like fun.”

She lifted herself up on her knees then lowered herself back onto my erection. When she sank onto my lap, her soft tits pressed against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her even closer then kissed her.

My tongue was playing in her sweet mouth while my cock was buried in her hot, little pussy, and almost every inch of her body was pressed against mine. It was pure Heaven. Gripping her hips, I gently rocked her up and down on my shaft. Peyton was so light that I didn’t even have to strain myself. She shifted her legs beneath her so she could help, but I kept the tempo almost agonizingly slow.

We kept kissing while she moaned against my tongue, her tight tunnel barely moving against me—just enough to stimulate us both. I felt her arching her pelvis forward when she came down to get more friction against her clit, but I didn’t do anything to speed things up. The longer I dragged it out, the harder it would hit us both when we finally peaked.

I felt like I could have gone on doing that for hours, but liquid heat engulfed my cock as Peyton’s pussy flooded, and her walls began pulsing against me. Her breathing grew ragged, and her thighs clenched around mine.

I slowed a little more. I could feel my own orgasm reaching its crest, and I wanted us to go together. She broke our kiss and cried softly against my lips, and that sent me right to the edge. I was clenching my core muscles to hold it off when she gave another low cry, and her arms locked around my neck while her back arched.

I pressed her hips down onto my lap until I was buried in her to the root and then let go. My cum gushed into her in thick waves, the pleasure so intense that my muscles locked and I could barely breathe. Peyton buried her face in my neck to muffle the blissful noises coming from her throat. We were both panting, our bodies slick with sweat from the hot, summer air.

Peyton looked at me with wonder in her eyes. “Oh, my god,” she whispered.

With a little smile, I caressed her soft lips with mine. “That’s what it can be like, sweetheart.”

She sighed and let her head sink onto my shoulder. “I want to do this every day.”

“Me, too.” For the rest of my life. She felt absolutely perfect melded against me.

Her voice was so soft it was barely even a whisper. “Don’t ever leave me, Colt.”

I stroked my fingers against the dark silk of her hair. “Never, sweetheart. Not ever.”

Ashley’s china blue eyes were all innocence when I finally got back to the Big House. “Were you able to fix Peyton’s problem?”

“You knew.”

“I helped her pick out the lingerie. Did you like it? I thought it was perfect for her.” Her face lit up with a wicked grin. “She looked positively virginal in it, didn’t she?”

“You are an evil woman, Ashley.”

“Evil? By helping two people I love have an amazing time? It was amazing, wasn’t it?”

“It was absolutely incredible,” I admitted. “I still can’t believe she did that.”

“Peyton would do anything in the world to please you,” she said, serious now. “She thought you’d enjoy it.”

“She was right.”

“It was all her idea. I just helped her decide on the outfit. She was worried you’d prefer something naughtier, but I convinced her that one on her would push your buttons.”

“With a sledgehammer.”

She patted my cheek with a smile. “I told you, Colt—I know you. You like nice, sweet girls. They’re your kryptonite, especially if they’re naughty when it’s time to play. Lauren really likes that about you. Her previous boyfriends wanted her to be super sexy all the time. She’s much more like what you saw on your date, though.”

“I did like that.”

“She noticed. It went a long way, seeing that you appreciated her that way just as much as you do her in a bikini. She felt a lot more comfortable with you after that. And she’s looking forward to the dance tonight.”

“Me, too.”

“We all are. We just need to be a little careful. I’m not sure that this place is ready for a harem.”

I sent her off early to pick up food from the Mexican restaurant in town, and Lauren joined the rest of us for dinner at the cabin after work. Afterwards we went down to the river to cool off then watched TV until it was time to get ready.

“I’ll shower first since I get done fastest,” I said.

“It would go faster if we scrubbed each others’ backs,” Peyton suggested hopefully.

Ashley snorted. “You get in the shower with him and none of us will make it to the dance.”

“What if I promise to be quick?”

“No,” Ashley told her firmly, and then she gave me a stern look. “I mean it, Colt. You can’t trust her.”

“Sorry, Peyton,” I told her. “The den mother put her foot down.”

Lauren burst into laughter. “Den mother! Oh, I am so using that from now on.”

I dressed in my normal jeans and plaid shirt with my good boots then watched TV on the couch while the girls did whatever it was they did with the bedroom door closed. It involved a lot of whispering and giggling, and I began to wonder if they were ever going to come out. When they did, they came out all at once and stood in a row before me.

“Sweet Jesus,” I murmured.

All three of them were wearing dresses and rocking the sweetly beautiful look rather than going for the kill with raw sex appeal. Peyton wore a green and white tiered skirt that didn’t quite reach her knees with a lacy, white camisole top and white sneakers. Her straight, dark hair was tied with a sage green bow. Beside her, Ashley looked ready for a stroll on a tropical beach with her air in a ponytail and wearing an aqua skirt with a white floral pattern which fell almost to her ankles and a matching bandeau top that left her flat stomach and shoulders bare. Lauren was stunning in a a flowing, dark pink dress with orange and yellow flowers that flowed down her curves and floated in chiffon ruffles to the middle of her calves. Her dark curls hung loose and tumbled in waves that I ached to run my hands through.

“What do you think?” Ashley asked.

I thought I’d never seen anything lovelier in my life. Any one of them would have been eye-catching on her own. Together they were devastating.

“I think there are going to be a lot of broken hearts tonight.”

“We decided we all wanted to match, and since you seemed to enjoy my sun dress and the one Lauren wore Wednesday we picked this look.”

Peyton rolled her hips. “And swishy skirts are fun to dance in!”

“Yep,” agreed Ashley. “There are a lot of slow dances in your future tonight, cowboy. Hope you’re up for it.”

She and Peyton each hooked an arm in one of mine, while Lauren came up to me and put her arms loosely around my neck. “This counts as a second date, by the way. I’m pretty sure you’re going to get kissed again.”

“Sounds terrible. Maybe we should just stay here.”

Peyton stamped her foot. “No! We want dancing!”

The sultry brunette in front of me gave me a playful smile. “Play your cards right tonight and you might get lucky. But you’re going to have to put in the work, first.”

“You three are killing me,” I groaned.

Peyton snuggled close and looked up at me with her big, brown eyes shining. “It’s torture for us, too. That’s part of the fun.”

The blonde on my other side nodded. “You know how you feel when you look at us? We feel the same way about you. We’re going to be aching for you all night.”

“And loving every minute of it,” Lauren agreed.

I bent and kissed her softly. “I can’t wait to dance with all three of you.”

“Then let’s go,” Peyton said, tugging on my arm.

“Let’s take my car so we don’t have to walk back tired and sweaty in the heat,” Lauren suggested.

Ashley grinned. “Yeah. We don’t want to wear poor Colt out—until after we get home.”

“The two of you are going to put him in the hospital,” Lauren said, shaking her head.

Three of them just might. Still, I wouldn’t have traded my life for anyone else’s. Elon might be a billionaire, but I had three things he’d never have and felt immensely richer.

There was a bigger crowd than at the last dance. More guests with kids had come to camp, and teenagers roamed everywhere. My girls got a lot of attention, but the boys were mostly interested in the girls wearing tight shorts and crop tops. It was mostly the older men who were captivated, their eyes hot with envy and lust as we entered the covered area near the jukebox.

The three of them formed a tight knot around me, Ash and Peyton holding tightly to my hands while Lauren hugged me from behind. I’d never felt so fucking alive.

Ashley leaned in close and spoke in a low voice. “It’s ladies choice tonight, Colt. Just go with it, okay?”

I smiled down at her. “Whatever you want, love.”

I figured it was better to let them work that kind of thing out among themselves. They could do it so there was no hint of favoritism and no potential jealousy. Ashley and Peyton were managing well, and I was sure that things would be just as smooth when they included Lauren. But I couldn’t help feeling that I was getting the best end of the deal. No doubt Ashley would have argued with me about it and insisted that I was giving them as much or more as they were giving me. But there were three of them.

Like last time, we danced as a group until the jukebox landed on a slow song.

“Me first,” Ashley said with a flirty smile.

The other two faded back towards the jukebox while she slid into my arms like she’d always been there. I could never get tired of the way her body swayed gently with mine. She was warm and soft and so deliciously feminine in my arms.

“I love the way this feels,” she murmured.

“I was never big on dancing until now. It’s growing on me. Have I told you lately how beautiful you are?”

“Not since we left the cabin.”

“That long? Damn, I’m falling down on my job.”

“You don’t have to tell me. I can see the way you look at me.”

I tilted her face up so I could kiss her. Warm, satin lips parted with a tiny moan and her tongue teased against mine briefly before settling into a slow, sinuous dance that seemed to go on for hours.

“Mmm,” she breathed sometime later. “This is almost better than sex.” When I raised an eyebrow she laughed. “I said almost.”

“I get what you mean. It’s intimate, just in a different sort of way. And it is very nice.”

The song ended, and she made a face. “Damn.”

“We’ve got all night,” I reminded her.

“And tomorrow, and the day after, and days and days after that.”

When Peyton and Lauren rejoined us I grinned at them. “How many sleazy, older guys hit on you while we were dancing this time?”

Peyton shrugged. “None. We look too nice. They’re all after the skanks.”

She pointed over her shoulder, and I spotted Bobbi and Lori. They were dressed for the cowboy bars, hair teased and showing enough skin to cause a riot.

“What the hell are they doing here? This isn’t their usual scene.” Just then Lori caught me looking and smiled. “Oh, crap. They’re coming over.”

“And now you know why they’re here,” Lauren muttered.

Bobbi pushed through the crowd until she was standing so close her tits were practically rubbing against my chest. She was wearing booty shorts with a cropped tank top and boots and looked smoking hot. Lori, who was close on her heels, looked just as good in a tiny denim mini skirt and a black lace cami. but I didn’t feel the slightest stir of interest for either of them.

“Hi, Colt.”

“Evening ladies. Having fun?”

Lori pouted. “Not really. We were hoping to get to dance with you tonight.”

“It’s not fair, you hogging him all for yourself,” Bobbi said to the girls beside me.

“I’m sure Colt could handle a couple more. We don’t mind taking turns, you know.”

Peyton screwed up her face in disgust. “Ewww!”

“You don’t seem to mind sharing him with Ashley and Lauren,” sneered Bobbi.

Lauren edged in front of me and forced Bobbi to take a step back. “Colt is in a relationship with Ashley. As you know very well.”

Lori’s eyes went wide in feigned surprise. “Then that wasn’t Peyton we saw riding him by the river this afternoon?” She glanced at Peyton. “For someone who just learned to ride, girl, you sure picked it up fast.”

Peyton’s face went white. “Omigod!” she squeaked.

“Don’t be ashamed, hon. Colt sure seemed to be enjoying it.” She ran her fingers slowly down my arm. “We’d just like you to enjoy us, too.”

Bobbi nodded. “The more the merrier, right? We promise not to hog him. We just want to borrow him once in a while.”

Lauren crossed her arms over her chest. “Not happening. We’re in a committed relationship with Colt—and each other.”

I saw a look of grudging respect cross Lori’s face. “Wow. That doesn’t surprise me from you, but these two seem a little uptight for that.”

“It was my idea,” Ashley growled. “We all wanted to be in a relationship with Colt, and this way we all get what we want.”

Lori burst into laughter. “Damn, Colt,” she gasped. “I’ve seen guys juggle three women before, but never with all three of them in the know and working together to make it happen.”

Bobbi’s eyes flickered between Ashley and Peyton. “Relationship, huh? Is that how you convinced the two Miss Goody Two-Shoes to get on board? Slick.”

“You may as well just drop it,” Peyton said in a very quiet voice. “There’s nothing you can say that’s going to screw this up. You’re only wasting your time and ours trying.”

Bobbi shrugged. “Hey, all we want is a piece of the action. We’re not interested in a relationship.”

“And that’s why Colt wouldn’t give you the time of day,” Lauren told her. “If he was interested in a meaningless fuck you could have gotten to him weeks ago.”

“Oooh!” Lori said, flouncing her hair. “This is just sad. Colt, when you get tired of playing with little girls and are ready to trade up for a couple of women, you know where to find us.”

As they walked away, the girls traded desperate looks.

“Shit,” Ashley muttered. “This is going to be all over camp by Monday.”

“Shit, shit, shit,” Peyton echoed. “Oh, shit.”

Lauren put an arm around her shoulders. “It’ll be okay. No one here who matters will care.”

The slender brunette shook her head emphatically. “You don’t get it. If it gets all over camp, it will get to town. If it gets to town, my parents will find out. And they’ll kick me out in a heartbeat over this.”

“Then you can stay with me and Lauren at my aunt’s,” Ashley told her. “She won’t mind.”

“You sure about that, Ash?” Lauren asked, biting her lip. “It might be too much even for her. She does go to church here.”

Ashley wilted. “Damn. I didn’t think of that.”

“We might as well start stitching scarlet A’s on our clothes,” Peyton said glumly. “It isn’t fair. Those two slut it up all over the county with any guy who has a pulse and nobody cares. We get into a committed relationship with a guy we actually love and everyone is going to lose their shit over it.”

“We should go,” Lauren urged. “We can talk about it at the cabin where no one will overhear us.”

“Good idea,” agreed Ashley.

Peyton’s lips pressed together in an adorable pout. “I didn’t even get to dance with Colt.”

I took her hand and squeezed it. “Peyton, we will find a playlist of slow songs and spend all night dancing if that’s what you want.”

“Really?”

“I promise. It’s going to be okay. If the absolute worst happens, I’ll rent us a house in Ingram or Kerrville until we figure things out. This isn’t a disaster. We still have each other, and that’s all that really matters. Okay?”

“Okay, Colt,” Peyton agreed with a soft sigh.

Ashley smiled and nodded, but Lauren raised an eyebrow. “I notice you’re including me, even though we didn’t get our second kiss during our second date.”

Ashley nudged her. “Just give up and come to the Dark Side already. You know you want him as much as Peyton and I do. Surrender to the inevitable.”

“The inevitable? Is that what you’re calling it?” Lauren asked, her eyes wide. “Impressive, Colt.”

“Not the time or place,” I told her, grabbing her hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

We made our way through the crowd to the parking lot. Along the way I noticed Peyton trembling, and I put an arm around her waist to steady her. We’d just gotten to Lauren’s car when a voice called out.

“Lauren! We need to talk.”

Lauren stopped short with her fingers clamped on my hand, jerking me to a halt. Beside me, Ashley drew in a sharp breath.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

A tall guy in his mid-twenties stepped out of the shadows by the car. He had short, dark hair and was wearing an expensive dress shirt and slacks.

“We need to talk,” he repeated as he got closer. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you. Your parents said you were working here, and a girl I talked to earlier said you’d be at the dance.” He wrinkled his nose at that. “What the hell are you doing here? And why didn’t you answer any of my messages?”

Ashley and Peyton moved in lockstep to cut him off from Lauren. “She doesn’t want to talk to you, Jake,” Ashley said.

“Or see you, or breathe the same air as you, or be on the same planet with you,” added Peyton.

“I should have known you two were at the bottom of this. Lauren, just talk to me. Somewhere alone where they can’t interfere for once. I promise I just want to talk.”

Lauren’s shoulders straightened and she held her head stiffly erect. “No. We have nothing to talk about. I made that clear months ago.”

“But it was all just a big misunderstanding. I think if we tried, we could work it out.”

“There’s nothing to work out,” she told him. “I’m with Colt now.”

He looked me up and down then laughed. “Okay, this is sinking low even for you. Come on, you know you can do better than that.”

She looked up at me for a long second then back at him. “No. I really don’t think it’s possible to do any better than Colt.”

“Colt? You have got to be fucking kidding me. What, were Bubba and Cletus already taken?” He shook his head. “Ditch these losers and let’s go talk. It’s not too late. I’ll even forget about this little indiscretion.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you. I’m not going to talk to you. Never again. Now go away.”

I edged forward, keeping my arm securely around Lauren’s waist. “That sounded pretty clear to me. She doesn’t want you here, and you’re not staying at the camp. Please leave or I’ll call the sheriff and have you removed for trespassing.”

“Really, Lauren? You’re just going to let them talk for you?”

“Get out of here, Jake, and don’t come back. We’ve been over for months. Go find someone else to bullshit.”

“It wasn’t like that,” he said with forced patience. “I told you it was a misunderstanding.”

She rolled her eyes. “You cheated on me—multiple times—and tried to make me feel guilty about it, like it was my fault. You lied to me repeatedly and tried to make me think I was crazy to cover it up. That’s not a misunderstanding. Get the fuck out of here.”

I pulled my phone from my back pocket. “Now would be a good time to do what she says. The sheriff is not going to be happy about being called out here on a Friday night.”

Jake held up his hands in surrender. “Fine. I’m leaving. But this isn’t over, Lauren. You’re going to have to talk to me sooner or later.”

We watched until he got in his car, a late model Mercedes, and headed down the road out of camp. Once we were sure he was really gone, we piled into Lauren’s car and drove to the cabin.

“Pull it around back,” I told Lauren. “We can at least make it harder for him if he comes back.”

I knew it wouldn’t stymie him for long, though. Too many people knew where I lived. All he had to do was ask around.

As soon as we got inside, Lauren flung herself into my arms. “I can’t believe he’s here,” she gasped.

“He’s been stalking you,” Ashley said grimly. “He found your parents. They probably told him you were staying with me and my aunt.”

“I can’t go back there.”

“Stay here with me,” I told her. “He’s not going to fuck with you while I’m here.”

Ashley nodded. “I’ve got things you can sleep in.”

“You three can take the bed. I’ll sleep on the couch.”

Lauren turned eyes shiny with tears up to mine. “I can’t kick you out of your own bed.”

“The couch is between the front door and the bedroom.”

“It’s fine, hon,” Ashley soothed. “Colt will keep us all safe.”

I hadn’t thought of it until now, but it did sound like he was less than thrilled with Ashley and Peyton. The idea of them being in any sort of danger made my teeth hurt.

After that, no one felt much like talking. We all changed into something more comfortable and piled onto the couch, where we watched TV until way into the early morning hours. It was a good thing we didn’t have to work the next day. The girls finally gave up and went to bed, each kissing me goodnight on the way. Lauren’s was more passionate this time, almost desperate, whether from fear or need or some combination of both.

I heard them whispering in the darkness long after the light went out. Once they were gone, I retrieved my nine millimeter pistol from my gun safe, quietly loaded it, and slid it under my pillow on the couch. It was the only thing that let me sleep that night.

Loud knocking woke me up. When I opened my eyes, I saw bright daylight streaming through the blinds. According to my phone, it was only a little after nine o’clock. I had a flashback to the last time this had happened and I found the sheriff outside.

“What the fuck,” I grumbled to myself. “This is getting to be a habit.”

I went to the door and eased it open a crack. “Uncle Buck.” At the sight of him I sagged in relief and pulled the door open wider. “You weren’t supposed to be back until Sunday.”

“We drove back late last night. I hear you’ve been busy.”

His eyes flickered over my shoulder, and when I turned my head I saw all three girls standing just inside the bedroom door. Shit. Slowly I turned back towards Buck.

“Looks like you’ve been even busier than I thought. Get your clothes on, son. We need to talk.”
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