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River Camp Harem: Part 1

The air blowing through the window of my truck felt like it came out of an oven. It was only June, but it was already hot as hell and so dry that big clouds of fine, white dust billowed up behind my truck on the narrow caliche road which ran between the Big House and the river camp. My uncle and aunt, who owned the camp, lived in the house which also served as the camp offices for guest registration and services as well as the central point for maintenance and upkeep. They were in Houston for the week, and I’d reluctantly agreed to take care of things while they were away. To my surprise I found myself enjoying it.

I pulled up in front of the Big House, a sprawling, two story Craftsman that had been in the family for generations. I’d grown up in that house with my cousins and spent my early years working every job in the camp. Now I was forty-three, and a few months ago I’d taken the job of chief troubleshooter and jack-of-all trades as an escape from my divorce. I’d needed to get away, and this was about as far as I could get from the hectic urban sprawl of Houston. While the camp was now packed with the summer guests and a constant hive of activity, it was still a huge change of pace from my downtown office. It was definitely a change for the better, too. I felt more relaxed than I had in years and was far more comfortable in my jeans, boots, and work shirts than I’d ever been in bespoke suits.

I wasn’t going back to that crap—ever. I wasn’t sure yet exactly what I was going to do long term, but it wouldn’t involve cities or suits. Or women who wanted those things.

The girl working the registration counter, Ashley, offered me a bright smile that warmed her big, china blue eyes. She was one of the summer hires, and before this week I hadn’t spent a lot of time around her. A bright, lovely little thing in her early twenties, she was slim and maybe five-two, with curly hair the color of dark honey up in a ponytail and a delicate, heart-shaped face. Her navy shorts showed off off a pair of shapely, lightly tanned legs and a firm, round ass that raised a sudden stir of desire which I firmly shoved back into its box. I might be almost old enough to be her father, but I was still too young to indulge in a mid-life crisis and go chasing after girls barely half my age.

“Morning, Colt!” she sang out.

“Hey, Ashley. Holding down the fort?”

“Yeah. It’s been quiet so far. I made coffee.”

“Thanks. I’ll be in the office doing paperwork.”

“Yuck,” she said, making a face. “Better you than me.”

“Thanks a lot.”

I poured myself a cup, rolled up the sleeves of my work shirt, and buried myself in the mass of work it took to keep a river camp this size running—bills, camper requests, work orders, paychecks, taxes. Fortunately, running my own business for the last decade had prepared me for this. The details might have been different, but the basics carried over. I’d finished the bills and started in on the camper requests when my phone rang.

“Colt.”

“Hey, it’s Jeff. Got a call a minute ago about a water leak in Shelter 12. Said it was pretty bad. I’d take it, but Brad and I are in the middle of this electrical tear down in Cabin 3.”

“No problem. I’ve got it.”

It gave me a legit excuse to escape the paperwork for a while. I locked the computer and went out front.

“Gotta go take care of a leak in twelve,” I told Ashley.

She nodded. “I’ll let anyone looking for you know.”

An impulse struck me. “Want me to pick up some lunch for you while I’m out? I should be back by then.”

Ashley beamed a grateful smile at me. “I appreciate it, but I usually meet my friends at the concessions.”

“Fair enough. Hold the fort.”

I walked out shaking my head in bemusement. Had she winked at me? I must have imagined it.

I made sure everything I needed was in my truck before I pulled out of the long drive onto the highway. I usually took the back road that ran along the bluff into camp, but Shelter 12 was on the far side of the camp from there, and the highway put a lot less wear and tear on my truck. When I turned into the camp gates I slowed way down. There were always kids running around, and with so little traffic people tended not to pay as much attention.

I looped around to the row of the shelters, which were the sites furthest away from the river, and parked outside of twelve. The sites here backed onto a thick growth of mesquite and old oak trees. Kids liked it because they could play in the woods and there were always some kind of critters roaming around—big jackrabbits, squirrels, possums, and the occasional raccoon. I’d had to relocate a mother possum and her brood from under the decking for the trash cans out here last week. That had been all kinds of fun.

Shelter 12. I’d been here before. Marisa Halley. Mid-thirties with two kids not quite in their teens. I sighed as I climbed out of my truck and retrieved my toolbox from the bed. At least this time it sounded like there was a real problem.

“Marisa? It’s Colt.”

The door opened to reveal a flustered bottle blonde, who gestured for me to come inside. “Thanks for coming so quickly. I’m almost out of towels.”

The shelters didn’t have appliances, but my uncle had run water to them a couple of years back. Unfortunately, the workmanship by the contractor had been spotty, and I was still fixing leaks. I already had a good idea what I’d find under the sink. If I hadn’t known that ahead of time, though, I might have suspected sabotage.

Brightly-colored towels were piled high on the floor surrounding the sink. I stepped over them and got down on my hands and knees to peer under the cabinet. Water was pouring from the blue cold water line. It wasn’t quite a geyser, but it sure wasn’t just a drip. The fitting was loose and sitting at an obvious angle. At least it was an easy fix.

I squeezed my shoulders into the opening, which was a damned tight fit, and wiggled the line to get it back into place before hand-tightening the fitting until the leak stopped. I had to get out to pull a wrench from my toolbox, but it only took a few seconds to get the fitting tight enough I wouldn’t have to worry about it again. Since I was already under there, I made sure the fitting on the hot water line was tight, too, and then backed out and stood up. The knees of my jeans were soaked, but it was summer in Texas so they’d be dry by the time I got back to my truck.

“All fixed,” I announced.

“Thank you so much, Colt,” Marisa gushed.

“That’s what I’m here for. Anything else you need me to look at while I’m here?”

I groaned inwardly as I realized that there was more than one way she could take that. Luckily for me Marisa was too frazzled today to take advantage of the unintended double entendre.

“I think we’re good.”

I glanced around. All their supplies were piled onto the cots to keep them from getting wet, and she’d had to use a lot of towels to stop the water from spreading across the floor.

“Tell you what. I’ll take all these towels back to the house and wash and dry them for you so you don’t have to go to the laundromat. It’s the least we can do for the inconvenience.”

“Thanks!” A hopeful look crept into her soft, brown eyes. “You could bring them back around dinner time. I’d be happy to set an extra place for you.”

“I appreciate the offer, but I’m in a relationship and I doubt she’d appreciate the offer,” I replied with a rueful grin.

I was lying through my teeth. Marisa was seriously cute, in a Bernadette from Big Bang Theory way, and under other circumstances I wouldn’t at all have minded having dinner with her and seeing where things ended up. But she lived on the other side of the state, so it couldn’t be more than a quick fling which I had no interest in. Then there were the kids. I wasn’t getting anywhere near that. Even if it could have been more than a fling, I had no desire to take on another man’s kids. If that made me shallow, too bad.

  I helped Marisa gather up the towels in a large garbage bag then hauled them to the back of my truck. “I’ll have these back as soon as I can.”

“Thanks, Colt,” she said again, unable to hide the disappointment in her eyes.

When I got back to the Big House, I had the bag slung over my back. Ashley’s eyes lit up when she saw me.

“Why, Santa! You came early this year!”

“It’s full of wet towels from twelve. Merry Christmas.”

“Lauren just called. The air pump by the paddle boats quit working.”

Crap. That was higher up on the priority list than a load of wet towels.

“I know it’s not in your job description, but could I talk you into washing these while I go take a look at that pump?”

She batted her big, blue eyes at me. “Anything for you, Colt,” she said in a sultry voice before breaking into giggles. “Did Marisa manage to talk you into having dinner for doing her laundry?”

I shot her a quelling frown. “No.”

“Sorry.” She smothered another giggle behind her hand. “I’ll take care of it.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s fine. Go rescue Lauren.”

She tried to pick up the bag, grunted at the unexpected weight and rolled her eyes, then dragged it into the back where the laundry room was. If my eyes lingered on her ass bent over in those shorts, well, I’m only human.

I hopped into my truck, put it in gear, then paused as a thought struck me. How had Ashley known what Marisa was going to pull? I’d have to worry about that later. This time I took the back road into camp. I crept along the circle of cabins on the bluff until I reached the road leading down to the broad shelf of stone-covered ground everyone called The Beach because it sloped gently into the river. The cabins and shelters of the other half of the camping area were off to the east where the river broadened out. To the west lay the horse pens, the concession stands, and the paddle boat rentals.

Campers weren’t allowed to drive on The Beach, but hey, I was special. The paddle boat and tube rentals were at the edge of the river beneath a stand of huge cypress trees about twenty feet from the bottom of the bluff. When I pulled up, Lauren was waiting with a small crowd of campers in swimsuits and shorts.

She was another summer hire, about the same age as Ashley and just as lovely with hourglass curves that belonged in a swimsuit calendar. She was wearing faded, cutoff denim shorts, a red camp t-shirt that looked a size too small for her impressive breasts, and flip-flops. Long, chestnut curls floated entrancingly around her face in the afternoon breeze coming from upriver and glinted with hints of copper and bronze.

She brushed her hair out of her face and gave me a rueful smile as I got out of the truck. “Sorry about this. Ashley said you had your hands full, but it’s been busy today, and we ran out of the tubes I filled this morning.”

“This is what they pay me for,” I replied with a shrug.

The pump was actually a compressor used to inflate truck tires, and it was chained to one of the big cypress trees to prevent it from walking away in the night. It was plugged into a long extension cord that ran to the outlet at the bottom of the bluff. I flipped the switch just to check, but the compressor remained silent. Well, it was the easiest thing to try. I made sure it was plugged into the extension cord, then followed that up to the bluff. That was plugged in, too, so I went back to my truck and dug around in my toolbox until I found a receptacle tester. When I plugged that into the outlet there was no power.

“The outlet’s not working,” I announced.

Turning back to the sexy brunette, I said, “I’ll have to get it fixed. Until then, you can use the portable in my truck. It’s slower, but better than nothing.”

I plugged it into the cigarette lighter and showed her how to use it. “Got it,” she said. “Are you sure you want to leave your truck here? It’s a long walk back to the Big House.”

“I’ll catch a ride with somebody.”

I climbed the steep, rocky steps to the top of the bluff and called Jeff. “The electrical outlet by the paddle boats isn’t working.”

The other man cursed under his breath. “Hopefully it’s just a tripped breaker. But that’s just my eternal optimist talking. More likely the outlet needs to be replaced. Again.”

“Want me to check?”

“No, you don’t have the paperwork to touch the electrical here. If you fry yourself the insurance won’t cover it. I’ll swing by in a few. Brad can finish up what’s left here by himself.”

“Give me a yell when you get it figured out. Lauren’s using the portable with my truck, and I’d like to get it back.”

Jeff snickered. “You let Lauren use your truck?”

“There were over a dozen people waiting for tubes. What was I supposed to do?”

“We usually just hang up an Out of Order sign. I guess big city boys have a different way of doing things, especially if there’s a pretty brunette involved.”

“Asshole,” I sighed into the phone.

He guffawed. “Bro, every girl in this camp is going to know you left your truck with her before you even make it back to the Big House.”

 “Oh, jeez.”

“Must be nice being the camp celebrity,” he said, drawling the final word.

I hung up on him. He was just lucky I’d known him since high school.

I managed to catch a ride back to the Big House with Marybeth on her golf cart. It wasn’t much faster than walking, but it wasn’t nearly as hot. She was in her late fifties, thank God, and worked cleaning the cabins and shelters between guests. I’d known her since I was a kid.

“What happened to your truck?”

“Don’t ask.”

“You didn’t break your axle on this godforsaken road, did you?” she guessed as we bounced over a big pothole.

“No. I loaned it out for a while.”

She gave me a long look then chuckled. “Which sweet young thing managed to talk you into that?”

“You, too?” I groaned.

“Colt, you’re like a jackrabbit in a field full of coyotes.”

“It’s starting to feel that way.”

“Don’t worry,” she said as she swerved hard to avoid another pothole. “Things will cool down.”

“When?”

She grinned again. “When the season ends at the end of the summer.”

“Thanks. You’re a big help.”

“My advice is to hide in the office at the Big House until then.”

“You know I can’t do that.”

She shrugged. “Hey, I didn’t say it was good advice. That costs extra.”

“Love you, too, Marybeth.”

She let me out at the rear of the house by the old barn that served as the camp’s main storeroom, so I went in through the back door. “I’m back,” I called out to Ashley as I went into the office.

A blonde head peeked through the door “I’m going to lunch. Want me to bring you anything back?”

“Double cheeseburger and fries?”

“Will do!”

“Thanks.”

I smiled after her. Thank goodness she was the one working the front desk. While she teased me a bit, she wasn’t remotely serious about it. I shuddered as I considered who else I might have been stuck with instead. Coyotes, indeed.

I managed to put a small dent in the mountain of paperwork before Ashley got back. She handed me a paper sack and my keys.

“I brought your truck back. Lauren filled enough extra tubes to last a while, and Jeff said that he’d have the outlet fixed in a couple more hours.”

“Thank you, Ashley.”

“Welcome. Will you listen for the front door for a few? I need to go put those towels in the dryer.”

“Crap. Sorry, I forgot all about that.”

“I figured,” she said with a smile. “You’ve had your hands full. And I’ll drop them off at twelve so you don’t have to run the Marisa gauntlet again.”

I leaned back in my chair and grinned at her. “If you decide you want to apply for a permanent job here, I will write you a glowing letter of recommendation.”

She grinned back. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

I watched her go with a little pang. Damn, she was nice. Way too young, but sharp and awfully damned pretty. Ah well, a guy could dream, even if he probably shouldn’t. I ate my burger while I dove back into the paperwork before my dreams could run away with me.

“I’m headed home, Colt.”

I looked up at Ashley then glanced at the clock. Five-thirty. I’d blown through the whole afternoon without realizing it.

“Okay. See you tomorrow.”

She hit me with a mock severe look that was just adorable. “Don’t work too late. Even you need down time.”

“I won’t,” I laughed.

But of course I did. It was after nine when I finally shut down the computer. Wasn’t like I had anything else to do. I locked up behind me and took my truck on the back road to the bluff and the cabin where I was staying.

While it was small, it was the only real house besides the Big House in the camp.  Great-aunt Celia had lived there for over twenty years, a camp fixture before she passed away. It was reserved for family and had a kitchenette, its own bathroom, and even air conditioning, though that only consisted of a couple of ancient window units. Sitting about fifty yards beyond the line of the rental cabins along the top of the bluff, it had a great view and also offered a little quiet and privacy away from the campers.

I’d soon discovered that its coziness suited me just fine, and I didn’t miss my big, expensive house in the Woodlands at all. I threw a pizza in the oven while I showered, then washed it down with a couple of beers while I watched TV. There was no cable out here so all I got were snowy local stations out of San Antonio, but that was fine. After dinner I went to bed to read. With the TV off, I could hear the faint sounds of music and laughter from the cabins further along the bluff. A hoot owl calling from a nearby tree made me pause to listen with a smile at the innocent memories of childhood it brought back.

I was content, right where I wanted to be, and not missing a damned thing. I firmly pushed away the sudden thought of a certain lovely, perky blonde. You couldn’t miss what you never had. With a sigh I turned off the light and shut my eyes. As I drifted off, though, Ashley managed to creep back in to haunt my dreams.

I tried very hard not to think of those dreams as I walked into the Big House the next morning and had to confront the reality. When Ashley greeted me with a bright smile and cheerful good morning, I felt so guilty I wanted to run right back out the door. She was a sweet kid, and making her the object of my fantasies was just wrong. She’d probably be mortified—or more likely disgusted—if she ever knew the directions those fantasies had gone. 

So I smiled and put on my most pleasant face until I got my coffee and fled to the office. Maybe it was time to make the drive to one of the nearby towns this weekend and visit a cowboy bar. I could do some dancing, spend time with women who I didn’t work with and weren’t half my age, and hopefully find someone to chase the little blonde out of my head before I worked myself into a really unhealthy obsession.

It was hard to work up the motivation to do it, though. Since my divorce the camp and tiny town of five hundred people a few miles away had become my refuge while I licked my wounds and tried to recover. I didn’t leave them without a damned good reason.

That reason walked into the office an hour later and tipped the coffee pot over my mug. “We killed it. Want me to make another pot?”

Today she had her dark golden hair arranged in a messy up-do that was all kinds of sexy and was wearing khaki shorts with a light blue camp t-shirt that matched her eyes. It was a really bad sign that I noticed that.

“I’m good. It’s about time to switch to water for the day, anyway.”

“I should too,” she sighed, “but I need my caffeine fix if I’m going to make it through the afternoon without falling asleep out there. It’s too quiet today.”

“Turn on the radio if you want.”

“It won’t bother you?”

“Nope. When I put my head down to work, I block everything else out.”

I’d gotten good at that the last couple of years of my marriage, when my ex had launched headlong into her passive-aggressive phase. It had been the only way I could get anything done.

Ashley nodded. “Okay, thanks. I’ll keep it down, though.”

I was surprised a couple of minutes later when the ancient radio under the front desk settled on an oldies station playing country-western music that had been vintage when I was a kid. Maybe the radio was so old that was the only station it could pick up? It certainly wasn’t something I would have expected Ashley to pick. It was nice, though, soothing in a nostalgic sort of way.

I worked a couple of hours then got up to get rid of the coffee and stretch my legs. When I got out of the bathroom, I heard laughter coming from the front. I poked my head out and spotted Peyton, one of the girls who worked concessions, standing at the front desk. I guessed she was one of Ashley’s friends since they were probably about the same age, even though Peyton’s fragile, innocent beauty made her look younger. She was willow-thin with the kind of long, graceful legs you’d expect to see on a ballerina and straight, dark chocolate hair that hung halfway down her back. The girl was so damned lovely it hurt to look at her.

Where the hell had my uncle even found these girls? Had he started recruiting from a modeling agency or something? We could probably double our bookings even during the off-season just by putting their faces on our website.

“Hey, Peyton,” I called.

The laughter cut off sharply and she froze, her brown eyes going wide at the sight of me like a gazelle who’d just spotted the lion crouched in the brush waiting to spring.

“Oh, hey, Colt,” she stammered. “I just came in to say hi to Ash before my shift. Gotta go!”

I stared after her in bemusement. She’d practically left contrails going through the door. 

“What the hell was that? Is she afraid of me or something?”

Ashley huffed a laugh. “Or something,” she said, but seeing the look on my face she wiped away the smile. “She’s just a little shy, Colt.”

Her eyes were still dancing with suppressed laughter, though. What was going on? I decided I was probably much better off not knowing.

“Okay. Whatever. I’m going back to work.”

“Good idea. It’s safer in there. Especially if something else goes wrong in Shelter 12,” she said using air quotes.

The thought wrenched a groan from my chest. “You’ve jinxed me now. The phone’s going to ring any second.”

“I’ll tell her you’re off today,” Ashley said sweetly. “Jeff can deal with her.”

I shook my head in mock sympathy. “Poor Jeff.”

“Jeff is too afraid of his wife to give Marisa the time of day. Granted, that won’t stop her from trying. Poor Jeff.” Ashley giggled again. “Go back to work. You’re safe with me here.”

I tipped an imaginary hat to her before fleeing back to my office. Safe. If only. I probably would have been safer at Marisa’s.

It was mid-afternoon, long after lunchtime, when the radio out front abruptly shut off. Moments later Ashley skidded into the office.

“Help!”

“What’s wrong?”

“Grady Simpson.”

I stared at her blankly as she darted around the desk to stand behind me. “Who is Grady Simpson?”

“One of the campers. He’s a total sleaze. He makes up excuses to come in here almost every day to creep on me.”

I frowned at that. Harassing the girls working at the camp was not okay. It happened quite a bit and there wasn’t any way to completely stop it, but this sounded like it went way past the usual nonsense they had to deal with.

“I’ll take care of him,” I told her as I stood up from the desk.

When the bell over the front door jingled, I headed towards it. I frowned again at the sight of the man waiting impatiently at the front desk. He was reasonably handsome but at least ten years older than Ashley, and arrogance oozed out of every pore. It was immediately obvious that he was one of those assholes who was convinced he was God’s gift to women and had a hard time understanding the meaning of no.

“Can I help you?”

His disdainful look made me want to punch him. “Where’s Ashley?”

“Not here. She’s running errands for me in the camp.”

“When will she be back?”

I leaned against the counter and breathed out an irritated sigh. “I don’t know. Whenever she’s finished. Would you like to leave a message?”

“No,” he said with an annoyed frown. “She’s got my number.”

I snorted in amusement. “Like she’d ever use it,” I muttered.

“What?”

“Look, we don’t put up with sexual harassment of our staff, Mr. Simpson. It’s a sure way to get booted out of the camp.”

“Sexual harassment?” he scoffed. “I’m just giving her the opportunity to go out with someone who isn’t a complete hick.” His eyes roved over me contemptuously when he said that.

“A chance she’s apparently not interested in.”

“She’s just playing hard to get. You know how women are.”

“Yeah, I do. And I know this one isn’t remotely interested in your crap. So leave her alone or pack up and leave.”

Grady puffed out his chest. “And just who the hell are you to tell me what to do?”

“I’m the complete hick who’s in charge of the camp while the Walkers are in Houston. And I will throw you out on your ass if you don’t stop bothering Ashley.”

“Whatever,” the man huffed then stomped out.

I went back to my office, smirking at having annoyed the little shitweasel so thoroughly. “He’s gone,” I told Ashley. “I told him if he keeps messing with you I’m going to toss him out of the camp.”

Relief washed over her face and her shoulders sagged. “Thanks, Colt.”

“No problem,” I said. “Look, if anybody else bothers you like that just let me know and I’ll put a stop to it. You don’t have to put up with that crap just because you work here.”

She sighed with a look so wistful it was almost sad. “I wish there were more guys like you.”

Poor kid. With men like Grady running around it was hard to blame her for being down on the male half of the species. But someone like Ashley had nothing to worry about. I sat down on the edge of the desk and looked her in the eye.

“Ashley, I’m not anything special. There are plenty of good guys out there, and I have absolutely no doubt that a girl as sweet and beautiful as you are will find one. Trust me on that.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she said. After a moment her lips curved up slightly in a tiny, soft smile. “I guess we’ll just have to see, won’t we?”

We managed to make it through the next morning without having to deal with either Grady or Marisa. That made it a win in my book, and without the unwanted distractions I got quite a bit of work done. By the time I’d finished taking care of everything that had to be handled today, it was past time to knock off for lunch. Ashley had already put up the Out to Lunch sign, so I just locked up behind me and got into my truck to hit the concession stand in camp. About halfway there, I slowed to a crawl when I spotted someone trudging along the edge of the road ahead.

As I got closer, I recognized the slender curves and golden ponytail. Ashley. She was walking slowly with an odd, hobbling gait. I felt a pang of worry and pulled up beside her at a creeping pace so I wouldn’t cover her in dust. Her big, blue eyes regarded me from over her shoulder.

“Need a lift?”

Relief washed over her face. “Yes, please!”

She tugged on the handle of the passenger door, which remained stubbornly closed. With a little frown, she pulled on it again.

“It sticks,” I explained. “Pull harder.”

Ashley yanked on it so hard that she almost fell over when it sprang open. Muttering curses under her breath, she gingerly climbed inside and sat down with her thighs squeezed tightly together. I took off as soon as she shut her door, the truck jouncing over ruts and about a million potholes. Damned road really needed to be graded again. I’d have to bring it up with my uncle when he got back from Houston.

I noted Ashley squirming on the seat out of the corner of my eye. “You okay? You didn’t twist an ankle on this shitty excuse for a road, did you?”

Her plush lips set in a tight line then she blew out a sigh and tossed her head while her face turned bright red. “I’m fine. I just have to pee.” She buried her face in her hands with an mortified groan.

“Oh. Sorry.”

I slowed down a bit to avoid the worst of the potholes so she wouldn’t get bounced around so much. Neither of us wanted her to have an accident in my truck. I thought about stopping at my place but immediately decided that would be a Bad Idea.

“I’ll take you straight to the restrooms at the top of the bluff.”

None of the guest cabins or shelters had their own bathrooms. They all shared communal bathrooms and showers scattered throughout the camp wherever there was a cluster of campsites. At least they were a lot nicer now than they’d been when I was a kid. Hell, it was hardly even like camping anymore.

“That would be great,” she sighed.

My eyes kept drifting towards her, like a compass drawn to the North Pole. Her perfect tits stretched out her t-shirt, and I couldn’t help picturing those tanned legs wrapped around my hips—preferably without her mint green shorts in the way. I gave myself a mental kick. This was not helping. I shifted uncomfortably on my seat as my dick twitched hopefully inside the tight confines of my jeans. Always the optimist.

“Why were you walking to camp?” I asked.

“I’m meeting my friends for lunch. All the golf carts were out, though, so I decided to walk since it’s not that far. But I think I drank too much coffee this morning.”

Eventually we reached the paved circle of road that ran through this part of the camp, and I turned towards the bluff. Every few seconds we had to stop while groups of campers wearing swimsuits and carrying towels and floaties crossed the road on their way down to the river. By the time I pulled up in front of the restrooms Ashley was dancing in her seat. She shoved the door open and jumped out before the truck had completely stopped.

“Thanks again, Colt!” she yelled over her shoulder as she scampered off.

I shook my head as I watched her amazing ass bob around the corner, wishing that she wasn’t so damned young or that I wasn’t so damned old. Hell, she undoubtedly had a boyfriend, anyway. No way a girl as gorgeous as Ashley was single.

Blowing out a sigh, I crept along the circle until I reached the road leading down to The Beach. The cabins and campsites of the other half of the camp were off to the east where the river broadened out. To the west lay the horse paddock, the concession stands, and the paddle boat rentals where I’d been yesterday. I parked under a big oak tree behind the paddock and walked over to the concessions.

When I was a kid there had been a single shack that served greasy burgers, hot dogs, fries, and not much else. That had since been replaced by an updated food truck along with a much nicer shack which dished out ice cream, floats, and snow cones. To my delight, when I’d come back I’d discovered that Janie, the woman who ran the original concession stand, was still in charge of the food truck and serving the same greasy burgers I’d loved so much as a kid.

When I got to the serving window, though, it wasn’t Janie that I saw. Peyton looked down at me with wide, brown eyes and immediately blushed scarlet up to her ears.

“Hi, Colt,” she whispered, her gaze darting everywhere but towards me.

“Afternoon, Peyton.”

Janie bustled over and bumped the girl out of the way with an ample hip. “You go on and have your lunch, Peyton. Your friends are waiting.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

As Peyton scurried off, the older woman shook her head in exasperation. “You want your usual?”

“Yes, please.”

While she put together my double cheeseburger and fries, Janie kept right on shaking her head. “That girl has a wicked crush on you, Colt.”

“Me?” I scoffed. “She’s just a kid, Janie. I think the heat’s getting to you.”

She turned to me and raised an eyebrow. “Then why are you the only one she’s shy around? And anytime you show up I can’t get a lick of work out of her. Won’t take her eyes off of you.”

A low titter of female laughter caught my attention. I glanced over to where three young women sat at a wooden picnic table in the shade of a spreading live oak tree. Peyton, Ashley, and Lauren all had their heads together over their lunches. As one, their faces turned towards me and they burst into a fresh round of giggles.

I felt a sudden jolt of panic. Janie couldn’t be right, could she? I was way too old for any of them, and Peyton in particular looked so young and innocent it was hard to imagine her so much as even kissing a boy her own age. Maybe I’d sat in something and that’s what they were laughing about.

Janie handed me a paper sack with my lunch, and I started to turn back towards my truck. Whatever was going on with those three, it didn’t bear thinking about. They existed in a place so far removed from me that they might as well live on another planet. Except apparently no one had bothered to tell them that.

“Colt!” Ashley called out. “Come have lunch with us.”

Peyton jabbed her with an elbow and muttered something under her breath while Lauren laughed aloud. I was caught. Ashley knew exactly what my schedule looked like, so I couldn’t refuse without looking like a jerk. With a sigh of resignation I joined them and sat down in the empty spot next to the lovely blonde. Peyton’s face glowed bright red, and she kept her eyes firmly on the lunch spread out before her.

Lauren’s gold-flecked green eyes danced with laughter at Peyton’s discomfiture, and her full lips curved in a smirk as she eyed me up and down speculatively. “Ashley was just telling us how you rescued her twice already this week,” she cooed.

“You’re my knight in shining armor,” Ashley agreed, batting her eyes.

Peyton snorted without looking up. “Yeah, he’s Sir Saves-a-Whore,” she grumbled.

Ashley lobbed a french fry at her in mock outrage. “Peyton!”

“It definitely sounds more romantic the way Ashley tells it,” Lauren snickered.

I damned near choked on a bite of my cheeseburger. Romantic? I forced a laugh. “I was just in the right place at the right time. And I have a very low tolerance for assholes.”

“Stop teasing the poor guy, Lauren,” Ashley said. “He was just being nice.”

“Guys do like being nice to you.”

That earned the brunette a derisive snort “Only when they think there’s something in it for them. But Colt’s not like that.”

“Too bad,” Lauren murmured.

“Down girl,” Ashley said. “I saw him first.”

“Did not,” Peyton sniffed.

“So, Colt,” Lauren interrupted, “are you going to the dance Friday night?”

On Friday and Saturday nights the camp held a dance at the covered picnic area on The Beach. It was for the guests, but camp employees were welcome to attend and plenty of them did. The tradition had been around since my grandparents first built the camp back in the 1950s, so a lot of the people who went with their kids today had come with their parents and grandparents decades before. I’d been to a couple just to get out of my cabin for a while, but I wasn’t a regular attendee.

I had a hard time picturing any of these girls there, though. Most locals their age hit the cowboy bars and clubs in the larger towns nearby where there was more action. Not to mention booze, which was not allowed at the dances here.

“I don’t know,” I replied honestly. “Hadn’t really thought about it.”

“You should come. We’re all going be there. It’ll be fun!”

Only in a universe where fun meant absolutely terrible idea. “I really don’t...”

“Oh, come on. Please?” Lauren wheedled. “We need someone to dance with us and protect us from all the horny teenage boys. You know what they’re like.”

I cocked an eyebrow. The line was just too good to pass up. “But who’s going to protect you from me?”

Her lips quirked up in a flirty smile. “Who says I want to be?”

Ashley butted her friend’s arm with her shoulder. “Don’t worry, Colt. I’ll keep you safe from her.”

Peyton sighed and shook her head. “Talk about being caught between a rock and a hard place.”

“Maybe you should protect me from both of them,” I suggested.

The other two girls hooted with laughter. “Colt, she’d have you chained to her bed before you knew what hit you,” Ashley said.

Lauren wagged her eyebrows suggestively. “She’d rather be tied up in his.”

“Yeah. Don’t let that innocent face fool you. The girl is a freak.”

Peyton let out an outraged shriek and buried her face in her arms. “Omigod! I can’t believe you guys!”

Once they said it, there was no way to keep my mind from conjuring images of the slim, innocent-looking girl naked and tied to my bed with her dark, silky hair spilling over my pillow. Holy shit. That had never been one of my kinks, but I went hard as diamond at the thought. I shook my head to clear it and desperately willed my erection to subside.

“Okay,” I said. “that might have been taking it a bit too far.”

Lauren smirked. “If you can’t torture your friends, why have them?”

Just then Ashley’s phone dinged. “Oops. Time to get back to work.” She wadded up her trash then batted her sky blue eyes at me again. “Give me a ride, Colt?”

The double meaning to her words didn’t escape me, and I fixed her with a hard look. “Am I safe being alone with you?”

She shook her head solemnly. “Not even a little bit.”

“I guess I’ll just have to risk it.”

My mind was still reeling on the drive back to the Big House. I couldn’t believe myself. I’d been flirting with three gorgeous girls half my age, and they’d apparently enjoyed it as much as I did. Had I slipped into some weird parallel universe without realizing it? I brushed my fingers over my chin. Nope, no goatee. I didn’t understand it, but did I really need to? It was fun. Couldn’t I just enjoy it? I was so distracted that I didn’t notice Ashley sliding across the bench seat until her thigh pressed against mine.

She placed a hand on my arm and squeezed. “Pull over.”

We were only halfway back, surrounded by thick stands of mesquite and scrub brush in the middle of nowhere. “Huh?”

“Pull. Over.”

I let the truck drift to the side of the road and put it in park. The instant we were stopped, Ashley swarmed into my lap, twined her arms around my neck, and planted her lips on mine. My body reacted on autopilot, arms wrapping around her trim waist, lips parting to receive her eager tongue.

She was playful at first, teasing, but then she moaned into my mouth and pressed her body more tightly against me. As our tongues slid and twisted together, she ground herself against my relentlessly swelling cock. My hands drifted down to cup her perfect ass, and when I squeezed it through her shorts she moaned again.

Finally she broke away, panting for air. “Okay, gotta stop. Otherwise we’re never going to make it back to work.”

I watched her in bemusement as she untangled herself from me and scooted back across the seat. “What was that for?”

A smug smile tugged at her lips. “Because I wanted to.”

My mind was a jumble of disjointed thoughts as we finished the drive and went inside the Big House. She’d kissed me. Why? And why had I let her? What the hell was wrong with me? Nothing good could possibly come of messing around with Ashley. I knew that.

But at this point all I could think about was getting the hot, little blonde naked and into my bed, and I was going to drive myself crazy thinking about that. Which might have been exactly what she intended. I had no idea what she’d been thinking, or what she really wanted.

Why me? There were plenty of good-looking guys closer to her age working at the camp, and she could have her pick of them. I couldn’t make any sense of it, and I was so distracted that I didn’t get much done until after she’d come in to say goodnight like nothing at all had happened.

I seized onto that with both hands like a drowning man clutching a life preserver. Maybe it hadn’t meant anything to Ashley. For all I knew, girls her age were more casual about that kind of thing these days. How would I know? I hadn’t been that age for a long, long time.

But if she didn’t make a big deal out of it, I didn’t have to either. There was no reason to freak the fuck out. It was just a kiss. A truly incredible one, but still just a kiss. Relief flooded through me, and I held onto that as I turned back to my computer to finish some of the tasks I’d missed this afternoon. Now and then, though, I’d catch myself daydreaming about Ashley’s rose petal lips, the way her soft tongue had played against mine, how perfect her lithe body had felt in my arms, and I’d lose myself in panic all over again.

This was bad. By the time I reached the sanctuary of my cabin I was getting desperate. What was I going to do? If I couldn’t get past this, how the hell was I going to be able to work with her tomorrow? It had been bad enough before when I was just indulging in my little fantasies. Now it was going to be damned near impossible.

For a fleeting instant I actually considered paying Marisa a visit, but dismissed it just as quickly in disgust. That was not who I was. I would never use a woman that way—even if she wanted to be used.

I was just going to have to man up and get through this on my own. Somehow.

I took a service request that Jeff or Brad could have handled first thing the next morning so I could avoid going into the office and having to deal with Ashley. If anything, I felt more unsettled than the day before and just wasn’t up to it. I decided avoidance was the best way to handle the situation, because I’m a mature adult. I managed to kill about two hours before I had no excuses left, and my overgrown sense of responsibility pushed me towards the work that my uncle had trusted me to deal with while he was gone—no matter how many lovely blondes I had to cope with along the way.

Thank God there was just the one. I couldn’t have handled more than that.

I thought about sneaking in the back way and avoiding her completely, but even I could recognize how silly that was. The bell above the door jingled when I came in and she looked up from her phone with a bright smile.

“Morning, Colt.”

Although I looked, I couldn’t see any sign that she was affected by yesterday’s kiss, unless maybe her blue eyes were a little brighter this morning. That was probably just been because of the light. It should have been a relief, but some insane part of me was annoyed because it didn’t seem to matter, and I wanted it to.

“Morning.”

Her big, china blue eyes blinked with surprise at my curt response. “There’s coffee. Sounds like you could use some.”

I shook my head. I had to do better than this. “Sorry, Ashley. I didn’t sleep well and it’s made me crabby. The coffee will help.”

 Tail between my legs, I slunk into the office and sat with my head cradled in my hands. What was I going to do? I was too old to get worked up over a woman this way, no matter how pretty she was. I was certainly too smart to get worked up over one as young as Ashley. Or at least I’d thought I was. I had to get my shit together.

Work. That had been what I’d clung to during the final disastrous years of my marriage. Work at the camp was how I’d dug myself out of the pit of depression I’d wallowed in after my divorce. With a little luck, it would see me through this as well. I only had to make it until Sunday, when my uncle and aunt got back from Houston. After that I could avoid the Big House and stick to doing handyman tasks around the camp so  never even had to see Ashley. I could always make up shit to do if I had to.

I shuffled and sorted and until I had a prioritized task list that was probably more organized than anything the camp had seen in decades then got to work on knocking it out one item at a time. As soon as I could justify abandoning the paperwork, I headed into the camp to take care of the list of jobs I’d convinced myself absolutely needed to be tackled today. None of the jobs took me anywhere near Shelter 12, and they got me safely away from Ashley. 

By the time I returned to the Big House it was almost quitting time, but when I killed the truck engine I could hear angry yelling through my window. There was no way I’d mistake Ashley’s voice.

“I said no. I’ve been saying no, and I’ll keep saying no.”

“But your eyes keep saying yes.”

“Oh, my god. Did you really just say that? Stay away from me!”

I heard a thump as something hit the floor loudly, and I yanked open my door. Oh, someone was about to get a beat down. I almost reached for the tire iron behind my seat but thought better of it. Probably best not to kill the fucker.

“Give me back my phone!”

“Give me a kiss, and I’ll give you the phone.”

“There’s not enough tequila in Texas.”

“Come on, baby. You know you want it. Stop teasing.”

As I charged up the steps, I heard a loud slap. Shit. This was going bad fast. The deadbolt was locked, and I fumbled for the key on the large ring hooked to my belt.

“Bitch!”

There was another thump. “Ow! Get your hands off of me, you fucking perv!”

I finally got the key in and yanked the door open so hard the hinges squealed in protest. Grady had Ashley backed into a corner behind the registration counter and was trying to get his hand under her shirt. Ashley’s face was red and her hair mussed. Her eyes widened when she saw me.

“Colt! Thank god.”

Grady turned his head to see what she was looking at. “You again,” he spat. “Do you mind? We’re having a moment.”

“Oh, you’re about to have a moment all right.” From the way the man swayed, he’d been drinking for quite a while. “Step away from her, Grady.”

“Or what?”

I darted around the counter, grabbed the back of his shirt, and jerked him around so fast he lost his balance. My fist punched the air out of him, then when he bent over I slammed his face into my knee.

“Fuck!” he shrieked as he slumped to the floor with blood gushing out of his nose.

“You okay?” I asked Ashley.

Grady made an exasperated sound. “No, I’m not okay, you asshole! You broke my nose!”

I popped him hard on the back of his head. “Shut the hell up, or I’m going to break something else.”

Ashley let out a shuddering breath. “I’m fine. I’ll be fine. Just a little shaken up.”

I hauled Grady back to his feet. “Be packed and out of camp in an hour, or I’m calling the sheriff to remove you. And Ashley will be filing assault charges.”

“I need to go to the hospital,” he whined.

“Fine. Do it on your way out of town. Now get the fuck out of here before I really hurt you.”

He lurched unsteadily out the door, and a few seconds later his car spun away in a shower of gravel. Ashley was in my arms a moment later, trembling as I held her tightly against me.

“You’re okay, sweetheart,” I murmured. “I’m so sorry. This is my fault. I didn’t think he’d come back, or I would have kicked him out before.”

“It is not your fault that other men are jerks. He smelled like he’d been drinking all day. Ugh. Like he wasn’t bad enough when he was sober. He always assumed that no meant I was just being coy.”

“Which camp site is he in?”

“Cabin Eight. Up on the bluff.”

“I’ll get someone to keep an eye on him to make sure he leaves. If he’s not out in an hour, he’ll be on his way to jail.”

“He’s here with his wife and two little kids.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “What an asshole.”

“Alphahole.”

I turned Ashley loose long enough to make a call to Brad, who was out working near Grady’s cabin. When I ended the call she was typing frantically on her phone. While I waited for her to finish, I put the Closed sign in the door and locked up.

“You sure you’re okay?”

“Yes.” She set her phone on the counter and her blue eyes looked deeply into mine. “Thank you, Colt. I’m so glad you showed up when you did.”

I shrugged, suddenly embarrassed. “It was nothing. He was drunk.”

Ashley’s fists knotted in my shirt and she pulled me down until she could reach my lips. She didn’t waste any time playing around. Her needy tongue thrust into my mouth and twisted desperately against mine. For a fraction of a second I froze in shock, but then I kissed her back with everything I had.

Kissing her was like going back in time. It had been twenty years since I’d felt this kind of passion, the kind of desire that crashed over you like a tsunami and submerged every thought until you were completely lost in the moment. Absolutely nothing else existed but the lovely girl in my arms and her hot, hungry mouth devouring mine.

“Ashley, wait,” I panted as we broke apart for air, one last gasp of sanity before I drowned in her.

It was too late for that. She grabbed my hand and dragged me into the office, then locked the door behind us.

“What are you...”

My voice trailed off as she shoved me into the office chair and dropped between my knees. Ashley’s slim fingers twisted at the front of my jeans, fumbling with the button and zipper in her haste to get them unfastened. She made a sound of satisfaction when she finally got them loose to reveal my erection inside. Her fingertips stroked softly along my length through the fabric of my briefs.

“Nice,” she murmured. “We—I mean I—hoped it would be as good as it looked in your jeans.”

It swelled and pulsed at her touch, and my mouth went dry. I couldn’t believe she was really doing this, but she tugged the waistband of my briefs down far enough to free my cock then wrapped her fingers around it and gave it a gentle squeeze. It jerked in her grasp, and she squeezed it again with a little sigh.

“Lift up,” she commanded.

Together we got my jeans and underwear down until they were bunched around my knees, and then Ashley scooted forward until my cock was pointed right at her face. She grinned up at me while one hand stroked along the shaft and the other gently fondled my balls.

Fuck. Her caresses sent a shiver coursing through my whole body. It seemed like forever since the last time I’d been touched by a woman this way, and it had been decades since I’d had one this young and hot near my cock. For just a second I thought I should stop her, stop something from happening that she might regret, but then her velvety lips brushed against the tip and every rational thought fled.

She pressed a trail of light kisses all around the head and down the underside of my shaft. She went all the way down to the base then slowly licked her way back up again. I was already oozing precum when she reached the top, where she swirled her tongue around the flared base then licked away the sticky fluid and smacked her lips.

She pulled away and looked up at me with a mischievous smirk, her blue eyes dancing. Her hair had come loose from her ponytail during her scuffle with Grady, and she tucked it back over her shoulder. Ashley’s eyes stayed glued to mine as her lips wrapped around the head of my cock, her tongue flicking and teasing against the sensitive flesh.

I tensed in my chair with a groan as she took in more of my length into the wet heat of her mouth. She went slowly, taking her time, and I forced myself to relax as pleasure rippled through my groin. I hadn’t had a blowjob in ages. My ex had hated doing it, but based on the little moans she kept making in the back of her throat Ashley seemed to be enjoying herself.

When she had taken as much of my cock as she could, she slowly withdrew again, still licking and sucking, until only the head remained inside of her mouth. Then she went down again, working over every inch of me with her tongue. Her head moved up and down, slowly and deliberately, so that the pleasure built gradually into a swelling pressure that threatened to drown me.

When she tasted more of my precum leaking into her mouth, she increased her tempo until she was bobbing rapidly on my shaft, and the suction and friction against her tongue was sending me up the wall. My dick was trembling now. I was getting too close. Ashley must have sensed it, because she came completely off of my cock and gave the tip a lingering kiss then looked up at me with a smile.

“You can come in my mouth if you want.”

God, wasn’t that tempting? My cock was all for it, but I’d been dreaming about her tight little body all day and wanted more.

“I have a better idea,” I told her, my voice husky with need. I pulled her to her feet and looked down at the jeans bunched just past my knees. “Help me get these off.”

She stripped off my boots then took care of my jeans while I got out of my shirt. Ashley took a step back, looked me over, and gave a low whistle.

“Damn, Colt. If the other women here ever got a glimpse of you without your shirt on, you’d have to carry a club around to fight them off.”

I blushed a little at that. My ego had taken quite the beating from my divorce, and it was still hard to believe that this girl half my age found me so attractive. But I pushed myself up from the chair, my dick bouncing at the sudden movement, and stood before her.

“Your turn,” I said.

Ashley smiled softly as I undressed her, lifting her arms so I could strip off her t-shirt. She was even lovelier than I’d imagined, all lightly bronzed skin that looked soft as satin. Perfect, softball-sized tits sat high beneath her white lace bra, and my gaze wandered down to her flat stomach and the tantalizing dip of her navel.

I reached around and unfastened her bra then dropped it on the desk. Her cherry nipples were stiff and jutted out from the creamy mounds of her tits. Without thinking, I bent and sucked one between my lips. Ashley moaned and arched her back, and wrapped her arms around my head to hold me against her.

“Easy,” she breathed. “They’re really sensitive.”

While my erection twitched against the warm skin of her stomach. I sucked on her nipple and circled it with my tongue. She moaned again, pressing herself harder against me, begging for more.

“That feels so good.”

Slowly, just like she’d done with my cock, I licked and sucked her until I could feel her trembling with need. She was unconsciously grinding her body against my cock and smearing us both with my sticky precum. When I grazed the plumped flesh lightly with my teeth, she jolted and let out a little cry.

“Colt,” she whimpered.

Reluctantly, I let her go and knelt to unbutton her shorts. She helped push them and her panties down over her hips and stepped out of them when they fell to the floor, revealing the neatly trimmed, dark golden curls above her sex and the rounded swell of her ass. The girl was so damned beautiful I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I would happily have spent days touching and kissing her all over, learning every inch of her body, but we were both far too worked up for that now.

I pulled her against me until the heat of her body burned against mine then bent down and kissed her. Neither of us was teasing now; it was all raw hunger as my mouth crushed hers and our tongues thrashed together. My dick pulsed and strained between us with an eagerness I hadn’t felt in ages. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d wanted a woman this badly.

Ashley seemed to feel it, too. Her hips gyrated insistently against me, rubbing against my hard-on while she moaned against my tongue. After only a few seconds she broke away, breathing hard.

“Colt,” she pleaded. “I need you inside of me.”

Any restraint I had left was thrown out with those words. Swiftly I turned her and bent her over the edge of the desk. While I held her there with a hand in the small of her back, Ashley thrust her ass back towards me like an offering, her legs spread wide in invitation. The dark pink opening of her pussy beckoned, shiny with the moisture already filling her tunnel. As I watched, large droplets leaked from her sex and rolled down her thighs.

Grabbing my cock, I aimed the head at her entrance. Ashley gasped and tensed when the tip brushed against her then pressed slowly inside.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she hissed as she took the first couple of inches.

I had to stop there for a few seconds because she was so damned tight that the slick pressure on my dick had me boiling. I took a few calming breaths to get myself under control before thrusting deeper into her wet heat, but when I came to rest with my balls nestled against her outer lips I had to pause again. She moaned softly while I held myself there with my hands on her hips, my thumbs digging deep into the flesh of her ass.

I marveled again at how fucking sexy she was, the fall of her dark honey hair cascading down her back as she arched her spine, the swell of her hips from her narrow waist, the lush curves of her ass. In that moment she was all mine, and deep inside me a possessiveness awakened. I was going to make her mine, and I wasn’t going to let her go again. It was crazy and I knew it, but that was all I could think of as I drew back and then thrust hard into her until I was buried to the root in her sopping pussy again.

She cried out at that but shoved her hips back, greedy to take every bit of my cock. That just made me fuck her even harder, until we hit a frenzied rhythm to satisfy our mutual need.

She cooed and moaned and whipped her hair around while I stretched and filled her again and again, her inner muscles squeezing and clutching my shaft with every thrust. With her hands pressed flat against the top of the desk, Ashley fucked me back as though she couldn’t get enough.

As she got wetter, my dick sloshed inside of her while our bodies slapped together and smeared her juices all over my balls and her upper thighs. Ashley lifted up on her toes and rolled her hips up, then let out a strangled cry.

“There! Right there. Fuck me, Colt! Harder!”

I bit my lip and hammered into her until I was pounding her against the edge of the desk. I was afraid she’d end up with bruises, but she didn’t seem to care. Although the desk was solid oak, my thrusts began inching it across the floor. I did my best to ignore it, though, while Ashley’s sharp cries spurred me on. Her head was bent far back, her hair whipping from side to side as the pleasure swelled inside and took over.

With another loud cry that echoed through the small office her pussy tightened around me like a slippery fist, and she grabbed onto the edges of the desk. Her whole body shuddered as her muscles tensed up, and then she collapsed, still shivering, onto the desktop.

Her legs were shaking against my thighs, and her ass quivered so that I could see the pink bud of her asshole winking up at me. I continued ramming myself into her fluttering tunnel until my balls started to prickle, and a sharp tingle rose through my cock. The head felt swollen and ready to burst, the pressure almost unbearable as I held it back a few more seconds, trying to make it last as long as I could.

“Oh, fuck,” I finally gasped when I couldn’t hold off any longer.

I slammed myself into her tight hole one last time then exploded into her depths with a shout that they probably heard all the way at the camp. Boiling cum gushed from my cock in waves until my groin ached with the intensity of my release. Eventually I was drained, and my body went limp against Ashley’s. I put my hands on the desk to hold my weight off of her, though I was still buried in her to the root.

Once I caught my breath, I pushed myself upright and away from her. “Holy shit,” I sighed.

Ashley remained flat on the desk, her chest heaving and body twitching from the aftershocks of her orgasm. Gently I reached down and grazed my fingertips along the soft curves of her hip and ass. She let out a long sigh then after a minute she slid off the desk and turned around. Her face was red and streaked with sweat so strands of her hair were stuck to her forehead. I couldn’t remember ever seeing anything lovelier.

“What was that for?” I asked softly.

Ashley pretended to be surprised. “It’s the traditional hero’s reward.” Patting my chest softly, she disentangled herself and stepped away. “Thank you again, Colt.”

I studied Ashley’s naked bodily hungrily while she gathered up her clothes and got dressed, my cock pulsing as though I hadn’t just come inside of her. It was unbelievable. I could have gone at her again right then without needing a break, like I was a teenager again.

She grinned at my expression as she pulled her t-shirt over her head. She hadn’t bothered with her bra, which she draped over her arm.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Colt,” she said, giving me a brief kiss on the lips before disappearing through the door.

It wasn’t until after I’d dressed and collapsed in my chair that what had just happened really had a chance to sink in. Fuck. What had I just done?

I was even more off-balance after that. Hero’s reward. I wasn’t any kind of hero. A hero wouldn’t have done that to a sweet girl like Ashley. Apparently my divorce had fucked me up worse than I’d thought. That was the only explanation for the way I was losing my shit over someone so young. Damn my ex anyway. Although if she hadn’t left me, I’d still be miserable in Houston. At least now I could be miserable someplace I felt like I belonged.

I went into the office early on Friday morning and stayed just long enough to handle the paperwork I absolutely had to, and then to take a call that shot my plans to avoid Ashley straight to hell. My uncle and aunt were extending their visit to Houston for at least another week and wanted me to keep running things at the camp. I fled as soon as I could, ducking out the back way so I wouldn’t run into Ashley. Because I was a coward, not a hero.

I was replacing a broken faucet in one of the bathrooms at the top of the bluff later that morning when there was a soft voice behind me.

“Colt.”

I turned to see Lauren standing just inside the door. “You know this is a men’s room, right?”

The knockout brunette rolled her eyes. “Yes, I can read.”

“What’s up?”

She walked over to me and grabbed me in a fierce hug. “Ashley told us what happened. Thank you for saving her.”

I patted her back awkwardly, willing my body not to react to hers as she pressed against me. Saved her. Was that what I’d done? Sure didn’t seem like it.

“She didn’t need me. She would have taken care of Grady by herself if I hadn’t been there. I just sped things up.”

Her green eyes were somber as she looked up at me. “He was too strong for her, even drunk. You don’t know how scared she was. Ash put a brave face on it, but she was terrified of what might have happened if you hadn’t come in when you did.”

“I was just...”

“Doing your job?” she finished for me with a lopsided smile.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, if you say so. But that doesn’t make us any less grateful for you doing it. Thank you, Colt.”

She let me go and slipped out the door before I could think of a response. I wasn’t a hero, damn it. Her words got me thinking that maybe I needed to have a talk with Ashley, though, no matter how awkward that was going to be. If she’d been that scared and was still upset then I needed to handle it. This shit had happened on my watch and was my responsibility. And the last thing in the world I wanted was for Ashley to be upset.






I had no time to go back to the Big House, though. Some dumbass kid messing around in a Jeep had crashed into the tack shed behind the horse paddock. Jeff said it wasn’t too bad, but he and Brad were tied up with a plumbing problem on the other side of the camp which left me to deal with it. I piled some lumber in the back of my truck and drove down to The Beach.

It was lunchtime and too hot to take the horses out, but two of the trail guides, Lori and Bobbi, were hanging around the paddock. They were both in their older twenties and had been handling the horses here for years, although I hadn’t been around long enough to really get to know them. I knew just enough to be wary when they sauntered over to me as I was assessing the damage to the shed. Lori was a tall, strawberry blonde with legs that looked about a mile long in her tight jeans, while Bobbi was a pretty girl-next-door brunette with laughing hazel eyes. 

“Hey, Colt. You here to ride?” Lori asked, her teasing tone making the double meaning in her words unmistakable.

Bobbi leaned against the tailgate of my truck. “We’ve got a couple of hours to kill if you’d like to practice riding double.”

Why me? “Sorry, I’m just here to fix the shed. And I’m out of practice, anyway.”

Lori stepped in front of the entrance to the shed. “Aw, honey. You never forget how.”

“Besides, we’d be more than happy to coach you through any rough patches,” Bobbi added.

They moved in on me from either side, predators boxing in their prey. Lori put a hand on my bicep and squeezed.

“I’ve been dying to see what you look like under these shirts.”

Bobbi pressed her tits against my other arm while she ran her hand slowly down my chest and abs. “Let’s go to your cabin, Colt. I promise we’ll make it worth your while.”

I should have been tempted. Wasn’t this exactly what I needed to get Ashley out of my head? They were both sexy women, older, and neither was married or had kids that I’d heard about. It was the perfect opportunity—and I wasn’t the least bit interested.

That was the moment when I fully realized how well and truly fucked I was. It wasn’t just an obsession. I was falling for the damned girl. Falling hard.

“Hey, Colt?”

Lori turned her head with an irritated frown. “He’s busy, Peyton.”

Unperturbed, the slender brunette trotted over. “Janie asked if you could come look at the griddle. It’s not heating right.”

Bobbi huffed in annoyance. “Later. Right now he’s working on heating something else up.”

Peyton lifted an eyebrow. “Do you really want to get on Janie’s bad side? You know what she’s like.”

“Fine,” Lori growled. “I don’t want her spitting on my burgers.”

The two of them stepped aside, and I followed Peyton towards the food truck with a heartfelt sigh of relief. As soon as we were out of earshot, she broke into giggles.

“Nothing wrong with the griddle, huh?”

“Nope. But it looked like they were getting ready to eat you alive so I thought I’d rescue you.” 

“What made you think I wanted to be rescued?”

“From those skanks?” she scoffed. “Please. You’ve got better taste than that, Colt.”

“How do you know?”

She glanced at me sidelong. “Because I’ve seen the way you look at Ashley. I mean, you could do better, but at least she’s a step up from them.”

“I think I liked you better when you were too shy to talk,” I grumbled.

“Hey, I could have just let them drag you behind a bush or something.”

I huffed a laugh. “Thank you. They were being a little pushy.”

“Colt, those two have slept with almost every guy in camp except Jeff. They’re scared of his wife. It’s a running game with them to seduce all the guys before the end of the season.”

“Eww.”

“Exactly.”

“Then I definitely owe you one for saving me from that.”

She lifted one slim shoulder in a shrug. “It’s the least I could do after what you did for Ashley yesterday.”

“Damn it, not you, too,” I groaned. “I’m not some hero.”

“You don’t have to be,” she replied. “Just... A good man. Even Lauren sees that, and she’s about as disgusted with men in general as it’s possible to get.”

“You’re nuts. If I was a good man...” I wouldn’t have done what I did to Ashley yesterday.

From the look Peyton gave me, she had a pretty good idea what I was thinking. “Colt,” she said very softly. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You didn’t chase her. You didn’t hit on her. You haven’t done anything to make her uncomfortable. Well, she’s a little hurt right now because she thinks you’re avoiding her, but she gets why.” The slender brunette patted my arm gently. “It’s okay to want her, you know. I may not be thrilled about it, but it’s not because I think you’re going to hurt her or anything.”

She blushed and looked away as she said the last part, and I felt bad for her because that kind of thing always sucks. “Aw, Peyton.”

“Just keep being a good guy, Colt. And try to avoid the skanks.” We’d reached the food truck, and she opened the door at the back. “You’d better come inside so they don’t get suspicious.”

When I followed her in Janie started in surprise. “What’s going on?”

“Lori and Bobbi had Colt cornered. I said we were having trouble with the griddle to give him a chance to escape.”

The older woman gave Peyton a significant look. “I don’t know that I’d call it an escape. But those two.” Her nose wrinkled in distaste. “Colt, they’d chew you up and spit you out. What were you thinking?”

“I was thinking I needed to get the tack shed fixed before the afternoon trail rides. I had no idea they were there until after I got out of my truck.”

She shook her head. “You are hopeless. Those two have been laying in wait for you like a couple of trapdoor spiders.”

“See? I did help him!”

“Oh, good grief. Just kiss him already, Peyton. And make sure you do it where those two can see it.”

Peyton blushed scarlet again. “Janie!”

The older woman glared at me. “As for you. You’re clueless, Colt, not stupid. Figure it the hell out already.”

I glanced at Peyton, but she wouldn’t meet my eyes. Instead she stepped over to the window and peered out.

“I think they’re gone.”

“Guess it’s safe to go. Thanks again for riding to my rescue, Peyton. See you later.”

“Bye.”

When I glanced over my shoulder as I went back to my truck, Peyton was watching me through the serving window. She gave me a little wave and smile, but she was looking at me the same way I looked at Ashley. Damn it. Maybe I should have kissed her. It would probably scare the hell out of her and she’d fixate on someone her own age instead. That or I’d end up chained to her bed.

Still better than Lori and Bobbi though.

I got the tack shed fixed up well enough to get by until we could rebuild the corner that had been smashed in, and then got called to deal with a giant wasp nest nest in the RV park. After that it was an elderly couple’s lost dog which finally turned up on its own after four of us spent the best part of an hour searching. By the time that was over, doing paperwork in the air-conditioned office sounded like a dream come true. 

“Welcome back, stranger,” Ashley said as I stepped through the front door.

If she had any regrets about yesterday she wasn’t letting them show. I was still going to have to deal with everything that had happened and talk it out with her, but I simply wasn’t up to it yet. I needed a couple of days to pull myself together and get some emotional distance first. Until I got past wanting to tear her clothes off with my teeth, I had no business trying to sort things out. All I could do now was pretend things were normal.

“Please tell me that there haven’t been any new emergencies.”

“You’re all clear. Want me to redirect everyone with a problem to Jeff?”

“I wish I could get away with that. Unfortunately Jeff knows where I live.”

“You can come hide out at my place,” she said with a grin.

“Lead me not into temptation.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I’ve been trying my best, Colt. Not my fault you’re slow at taking a hint.”

“I’m trying to keep us both out of trouble.”

“What fun is that?”

“None at all,” I admitted glumly. “Speaking of no fun, it’s time for paperwork.”

“Colt?”

I paused with my hand on the office doorknob and found myself falling straight into the endless depths of Ashley’s sky blue eyes. Oh, God. I was so incredibly fucked.

“Yeah?”

“Come to the dance tonight,” she said. “Please? We all want you to come.”

Damn it. I wanted to scream and bash my head against the wall. I never should have touched her. I shouldn’t have even kissed her. I sure as hell shouldn’t be considering this. The whole thing was bound to blow up in my face and had the potential to be a disaster of truly epic proportions. But I just couldn’t make myself tell Ashly no when she looked at me that way. Double damn it.

“Okay.”

Ashley did a little bounce on her toes. “Yay! They’ll be so excited when I tell them.” When I stared at her in bemusement, she trilled a laugh. “Just come. I promise you’ll have a good time.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

“I’ll let you hold me to anything you want,” she replied saucily.

“Ashley...”

“Fine. I’ll behave. For now.”

The Foreign Legion was looking better by the second.

For once I left work right after Ashley locked up. She popped into the office at quitting time and smiled at me so brightly that it left afterimages on my retinas.

“I’ve got to go home, shower, and get ready for the dance. We’ll be there around nine. Don’t be late.”

“I’ll see you there.”

“You’d better!”

The whole way back to my cabin I was second guessing my agreeing to go. I couldn’t come up with any way to back out now, though. And like Jeff, Ashley knew where I lived. I had no doubt that if I didn’t show she’d turn up on my doorstep toute suite. Even I was smart enough to realize that would be far more dangerous than anything that could happen at the dance. Best just to submit gracefully and then make my escape as soon as I could.

I took my time shaving, but since the dance wasn’t anything that people really dressed up for I didn’t bother going all out. I settled for a new pair of jeans, a decent button down shirt, and a pair of boots I didn’t wear to work. When I was dressed, I studied my reflection in the mirror.

How had my life come to this? I was losing it over a girl twenty years younger than me. I’d had sex with her in my uncle’s office, for fuck’s sake. I was certifiably insane for not running for the hills right now. But the truth was that I wanted more—as much of her as I could get. My only regret was that I hadn’t beat the ever loving shit out of Grady for daring to put his hands on her. I didn’t want anyone’s hands on her but mine—ever.

The vehemence of my possessiveness towards her shocked me. Suddenly I wanted Ashley to be all mine? Ridiculous. I didn’t even really know her. However ridiculous, though, however unreasonable or crazy, that was exactly how I felt. And I had a very bad feeling that no amount of effort on my part was going to change that. 

So, I’d get to know her better at the dance. I’d spend time with her, find out who she was and as much as I could about her. Maybe some of it would help me figure out what I needed to do to get through this without wrecking both of our lives.

Except she wasn’t going to be alone. I groaned when I realized that Peyton and Lauren would be with her. Lauren was down on men and Peyton wanted me for herself. Should make for some absolutely enthralling conversation between dances. Worse, they knew exactly what had happened between me and Ashley yesterday afternoon. They were her best friends; there was no way she hadn’t told them. She wouldn’t keep it a secret. 

I could stay home. Lock the door and hide under my bed. Say I’d gotten the flu. Or maybe Ebola. Home? Hell, Ashley would come after me. I’d have to leave town. I was jolted out of this miserable line of thought when my phone dinged with an incoming text from Ashley. When the hell had she added her contact information to my phone? Sneaky little witch.

miss you! see you soon!

It was followed by a line of heart emojis.

don’t you dare chicken out!

I’ll send Lauren and Peyton after you if you don’t show!

I stared down at my phone for several seconds, then slowly smiled. Fuck it. If I was going to hell in a bucket, I might as well enjoy the ride.

I’ll be there

After a pause, I added

I miss you, too

Because I damned well did, didn’t I? Like you’d miss air in a vacuum. God, I was so screwed. I was already more than halfway in love with the girl, and she’d made it clear that she was perfectly fine with that. Maybe insanity was contagious. I’d barely gotten settled when my phone dinged again.

Ash said you were coming

can’t wait!!!

That was followed by a line of heart emojis. What the hell?

this is Lauren, btw

Hearts? From Lauren? I stared at my phone for several seconds before texting back.

I will definitely be there

I added her number to my contacts, because why the hell not? I was starting to feel like I was in a John Hughes teen movie, only with cell phones and a creepy, older guy instead of an awkward teen lead.

Ten minutes later my phone dinged again with a text from a new number.

You’re really coming?!?!

I laughed as I read the text. This was going to be my life now, wasn’t it? 

Yes, Peyton. I’m really coming.

Her response was a long string of grinning emojis alternating with hearts.

Wait. How did you know it was me?

Because Ashley and Lauren already texted to make sure I’d be there

oic

I shook my head in bemusement at my phone and added her number as well. Three gorgeous twenty-somethings were all texting me and begging me to go to a dance. If someone had told me a week ago that this was going to happen, I would have laughed in his face and suggested he seek psychiatric help.

A bit before nine o’clock I locked my cabin and walked down to The Beach. It wasn’t far, and it was a nice night. Although it was still hot, there was enough of a breeze so it didn’t feel too oppressive. Plenty of other people had decided to walk there as well. Families strolled in small knots, along with groups of raucous teenagers. Long before I got to the picnic area, the sound of country music from the jukebox echoed from the surrounding cliffs.

Forty or fifty people were already in the covered area—dancing, sitting at the picnic tables, or just standing around. I hung back at the fringe and was scanning the crowd for the girls when a blonde missile crashed into me. I almost fell over as Ashley wrapped herself around me, her arms around my neck and legs around my waist, and her soft lips landed on mine in a fevered kiss.

“I thought you’d never get here!”

“You said nine o’clock.”

“We got here half an hour early, and she’s been driving us nuts,” Lauren’s exasperated voice came from behind me.

Peyton appeared next to us. “If you two are going to keep that up, you need to get a room. The dance is supposed to be family friendly.”

Ashley reluctantly climbed off of me, although she ground hard against my cock with her pelvis on the way down. She settled for taking my hand and lacing her fingers with mine. While I still wasn’t sure exactly what was going on between us, I was more than happy to relax and just go with it for now. We were in public, after all. What could possibly happen?

All three girls were dressed in tight, cutoff denim shorts that showed off their tanned legs and hugged their tight, round asses. Ashley wore a cropped, black t-shirt which left her flat stomach bare and a pair of boots that added a couple of inches to her height. Her friends had stuck to sandals, Peyton in a green, off-the-shoulder camp t-shirt while Lauren’s was purple and printed with some band logo I didn’t recognize. While they’d dressed casually they’d obviously spent a lot of time on their hair and makeup, and all three were hot enough to start flash fires.

“Let’s dance,” Ashley urged, pulling me out into the open area between the tables.

The other two girls followed close behind us, and we all danced together in a loose group. Lauren and Peyton were having a great time laughing and flirting, but while they got plenty of attention from all the guys around us, they seemed content to revolve around me and Ashley. After a long round of vigorous dancing, we grabbed bottled water from the coolers provided by the camp and sat down to cool off. We’d barely gotten seated, me next to Ashley with her friends on the other side of the table, when four boys in their late teens sauntered up.

“Geez, Ashley,” one sneered. “Did you have to bring your dad?”

The lovely blonde fixed them with a scornful look. “Colt is not my dad. He’s my boyfriend.” She drew my face to hers and gave me a searing kiss that left my cock stirring before she pulled away. “And he’s getting what you’ll only ever dream about.”

She kissed me again for emphasis. Oddly enough, I didn’t mind. The boys stared at us in slack-jawed shock, then beat a hasty retreat.

Lauren cupped her hand to her mouth and called after them. “Enjoy wanking it in your sleeping bags tonight, kids!”

At her side, Peyton laughed until I thought she was going to fall over. “Omigod,” she gasped. “The looks on their faces.”

Ashley gave a very unladylike snort. “Serves them right. Little pricks have been relentless every single night we’ve come here. As if. They’re all still in high school.”

That gave me an opening to find out more about her. I took a sip of my water and tried to sound casual. “So, are you working here on summer break?”

She shook her head. “We all graduated from A&M this spring. We’re just working at the camp for fun before we start looking for real jobs in the fall.”

I felt a tiny flicker of relief knowing that she’d graduated from college. At least I wasn’t taking advantage of a coed who wasn’t even old enough to buy her own alcohol. Yeah, that made it better. I decided to ask the question that had really been bugging me.

“Why are you here?”

“At the camp?”

“At the dance. Everybody your age usually heads to the bigger towns for fun on the weekends.”

It was Lauren who answered this time. “We’re avoiding.”

“Avoiding what?”

“About a million alphaholes like Grady. And guys we went to school with who never left town or went to college. And skeevy older guys desperate to pick up younger women.”

Ashley giggled at the look on my face and squeezed my hand. “You’re not skeevy, you’re sweet. You’ve never once hit on any of the girls working at the camp—even though lots of them wish you would.” She continued in a low, conspiratorial voice. “You’re hot, Colt. Don’t get any ideas, though. You’re taken.”

“I am?”

Her big, blue eyes were utterly serious as they locked onto mine. “Yeah. Very taken. You okay with that?”

Was I? Please, don’t throw me in that briar patch, Br’er Fox. “Yeah.”

“Smart man.” Just then the jukebox started playing a slow song, and she squeezed my hand. “Come on. Dance with me.”

I hadn’t slow danced in ages, but it was easy to relax into it with Ashley swaying gently in my arms. She fit perfectly against me, felt like she belonged there, as though we’d been dancing like this for years. When she snuggled in closer, I tightened my arms around her waist and buried my face in her hair. I got so lost in her that I almost missed Peyton signaling me behind her back.

Bathroom, she mouthed, and when I nodded she and Lauren walked away towards the restrooms together.

I closed my eyes, let the music guide me, and tried to soak Ashley in through my skin. I wanted it to go on forever, but eventually the song ended. When I looked up, Peyton and Lauren were standing by the jukebox. A more modern, poppy song started up, and they rejoined us on the dance floor. I pushed down a pang of annoyance. While I enjoyed dancing with all three of them, I was aching to have Ashley in my arms again and was already anticipating the next slow song. Embrace the insanity was swiftly becoming my new motto.

When the next one kicked off, though, it was Lauren who snagged my hand. “My turn,” she announced gaily. “I’m stealing your boyfriend, Ashley.”

Ashley grinned and gave me a playful shove towards her friend. “Have fun!”

I was afraid of having too much fun. Lauren had a body to die for and holding her close was pure torture. I tried to keep a reasonable distance between us, but the bombshell brunette wasn’t having any of that. She molded herself against me just as closely as Ashley had earlier.

“Hold me like you mean it, Colt,” she murmured.

When I glanced in panic back towards the table, Ashley gave me an encouraging smile and squeezed her hands together meaningfully. Hell. What was I supposed to do? I wrapped my arms around her friend’s incredible body and pulled Lauren snugly against me. I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed it. She was one damned sexy armful of woman, and her moves as she danced fulfilled every promise her body made. Sinuous as a cat, if I hadn’t had my hands around her hips I would have thought that the girl didn’t have any bones.

“Mmm, this is nice,” she murmured. “I never get to do this.”

I huffed in disbelief. “Are you serious? Lauren, half the guys in the county would sacrifice body parts to dance with you like this. Important body parts.”

“Yeah. But they always expect more afterwards. You won’t.”

I snorted again. Could she not feel my erection squeezed against her? “How do you know that?”

“Well, for one thing, you’ve already got Ashley. For another, there’s Peyton. You know she has a crush on you, but you never tried to take advantage of that. And you treat the three of us like we’re actually people rather than just walking vaginas. You’re a genuinely nice guy, Colt.”

“I’m not some kind of saint,” I grumbled.

She just laughed. “As if. Like we didn’t already know you were lusting after Ashley before you had sex with her.”

She laughed even harder when I tensed against her then stumbled as I lost the rhythm of the song. “Relax, Colt. It was going to happen sooner or later.”

When she looked up and saw the expression of incomprehension on my face, she shook her head in pity. “You never had a chance. Ash has been talking about you nonstop ever since she got the registration desk job, and she was already head-over-heels for you even before Grady.” Lauren snuggled back in and rested her head against my chest. “You know, you’re the first crush she’s had since our freshman year at A&M? She barely dated in college. She was on a scholarship and totally focused on keeping her grades up.”

“What did she major in?”

“Accounting. Graduated in the top ten percent of our class.”

So, my sexy little blonde had some serious brains to go along with her beauty. Maybe I didn’t need to feel quite so guilty.

“She deserves a good guy,” Lauren continued. “Which you are. There are a dozen women around our age working in the camp this summer. Most of them would have dropped their panties for you in a heartbeat, but I don’t think you even noticed.”

I froze in surprise when her lips brushed mine. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I asked Ash first.”

My body was on fire. The sexy as sin brunette was plastered against me with her tongue in my mouth. I managed to catch Ashley’s eyes, but she only winked at me with an amused smirk. While I was completely baffled by her reaction, my body knew what it wanted. I matched Lauren’s kiss, slow and tender as our bodies continued to gently sway to the music, as though we had all the time in the world. Ashley was all fire and passion, but the sultry brunette took her time exploring, enjoying the moment without pushing for more. It was seductive as hell, so easy to lose myself in just enjoying her hot, sweet mouth.

“Wow,” she gasped when our lips finally parted, her eyes sparkling. “Ash said you were a great kisser, but damn Sam.”

“I’ve had an extra twenty years or so to practice,” I responded dryly.

Her hands playfully traced the muscles of my chest and abs before encircling my waist. “I’d say you’re doing pretty good for an old guy,” she whispered, then reached around and squeezed my ass. “You sure don’t feel old.” Her pelvis slithered lasciviously against my hard-on. “And everything seems to be in working order.”

I couldn’t help laughing at the craziness of it. “Do you do this with each others’ boyfriends all the time?”

“God, no. We’d actually have to trust them for that.” The song ended and she stepped back, her fingers tangling with mine before letting them fall, a dreamy look in her eyes. “Thanks, Colt.”

We walked back to our table, her hand clutching my arm. I expected Ashley to look upset, but instead she was smiling broadly.

“Well?” she demanded.

“You were right. He’s an amazing kisser.”

“I know, right?” She seized my hand and popped up from the bench. “Okay, my bladder is about to pop, and you get to stand guard at the door. I don’t trust those little high school creeps not to try to peek.”

As soon as we turned the corner of the restrooms so that we were out of sight from the picnic area, Ashley launched herself into my arms. “Kiss me,” she demanded, rising up on her toes.

I gathered her up and released all the passion that had built between me and Lauren on the dance floor along with my already blazing desire for her. She was a drug that I’d become addicted to and now couldn’t get enough of.

“You looked so freakin’ hot dancing with Lauren, kissing her,” she sighed.

“It didn’t bother you?”

“If it had been anybody else I would have clawed her eyes out. But not Lauren. Or Peyton, either. I don’t know why, exactly. Maybe because we’ve been best friends for so long and know each other so well. Or maybe it’s just you.”

I didn’t get it, but as long as it wasn’t a problem for her I wasn’t going to borrow trouble. I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed holding and kissing the luscious Lauren. I couldn’t honestly say that I’d turn down the chance to do the same with slender, shy  Peyton if given a similar chance. All three of them were beautiful and sexy as hell, but each one was so very different and had her own unique appeal. And after my experiences with the first two, I just couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to kiss Peyton. I’d expected bombshell Lauren to be the fieriest one of the group, but she’d been surprisingly sweet and subdued. Would shy little Peyton surprise me, too? Maybe it made me a bad person, but I hoped I got the chance to find out.

“Come on.”

Rather than going to the bathrooms, Ashley led me through the parked cars to a red Hyundai four door coupe. She unlocked the doors with her key fob, opened the back, and shoved me inside. I slid backwards on the seat while Ashley got in behind me and closed the door. Without a word she climbed up my legs and straddled my hips, then her mouth fell onto mine.

Soft lips kissed me, moved down to my chin then nuzzled their way along my jaw line to my ear, while her hands caressed my chest and upper arms. When I reached around and cupped her firm ass to pull her against me, she sighed and snuggled closer.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you all day,” she breathed into my ear.

Her mouth fastened onto mine, her tongue needy and demanding as it thrust between my lips. While I twined and slid against her, I dragged her hips forward until she was settled atop my dick. The heat of her core jolted me through my jeans so that my cock began to swell.

Abruptly she sat upright and pulled her t-shirt over her head, then unfastened her bra and let it fall to the seat behind us. “Touch me,” she demanded.

I moved my hands up to her pert tits, squeezing them then palming her nipples gently, remembering her telling me how sensitive they were. They soon stiffened into hard knobs as I rolled them between my fingers. Ashley rocked against my crotch, angling down so her clit rubbed against my growing hardness.”

Fuck, Colt,” she groaned. “What are you doing to me? I don’t do things like this, I’ve never done anything like this, but you make me want you so much.”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, “but I feel the same way. I want you so much I can’t think straight.”

She leaned back and looked down at me, her eyes hooded in the darkness. “Me? Not Lauren?”

“What?”

Her slender shoulders lifted in a shrug. “Guys always want Lauren. They can’t help it.”

I reached up and cupped her face in my hands. “Ashley, it wasn’t Lauren I was thinking about all afternoon. It wasn’t Lauren I wanted to dance with all night. And it isn’t Lauren I want now.”

For a long moment she was silent, then she sighed with a tiny smile. “Okay.”

When I moved my hands back to her tits, Ashley gasped sharply as I brushed against her peaked nipples. I pulled her down so I could fasten my mouth on one, and a shudder ran through her whole body and her thighs tightened against me. A mewl of pleasure escaped her as I sucked and swirled my tongue around the taut flesh, and her hips began sliding against my erection again. I sucked harder, and her breathing deepened.

“It’s okay if you want her,” she said so softly I could barely hear her. “I don’t mind. As long as you want me, too.”

I paused and looked up at her. “Ashley, you’re fucking gorgeous,” I told her. “And you’re sweet and smart and sexy. I’d have to be crazy not to want you. I’ve wanted you since you started working here.”

She sucked in a shocked breath when I let my teeth graze her nipple. “You hid it really well.”

“Sweetheart, I’m old enough to be your father. I never wanted to be that guy.”

“I don’t care how old you are,” she moaned, arching her back. “Just keep on doing that. Forever.”

I gave a low laugh and went back to sucking her nipple, kneading the other one in my fingers. Finally, she pulled away with a shiver.

“I’m so freaking wet already.”

She lifted up then scooted back until she was sitting on my knees, then unfastened my jeans and had my cock out before I knew what was happening. “Looks like you really do want me,” she murmured happily as her fingers wrapped around my erection.

Her thumb rolled lightly over the tip, spreading sticky precum over the head. “Damn,” she growled deep in her throat. “Just a taste. That’s all. A taste.”

She swooped down on me and wrapped her mouth around my head in one swift move. Her tongue played around the base then teased against the underside until tingles of pleasure ran down to my toes. I sank back with a groan.

“Jesus, Ashley.”

It felt absolutely incredible, but she didn’t stop there. She sank lower, enveloping my length in the wet, velvet heat of her mouth until my head squeezed against the back of her throat. With me lodged deep, she began sucking and moaned so that vibrations trembled through my dick.

Fuck. My hands flailed feebly at my sides then went to her hair. I fisted her ponytail with one hand, and she moaned again. As she slowly came off of my shaft she sucked even harder and thrashed her tongue against me.

I guided her back onto me, gently at first and then with more force as she relaxed and got into it. She made a little choking sound when the tip hit the back of her throat, but continued going further until my whole head felt as though it was in a slippery vice. I took her up and down a few more times, but then she pushed herself upright again, panting for air.

“Fuck it,” she muttered. She twisted over my legs and pulled her boots off then wriggled out of her cutoffs and panties. “I don’t care if we get caught. I need you.”

Naked now, she straddled my hips again. She was soaking when my cock slid into the slick furrow between her legs. Pleasure so intense I could barely stand it coursed through me, and I drew a deep, shuddering breath. Ashley rolled her hips, rubbing against me, and closed her eyes with a smile.

“I never do this, Colt. Never.”

I put my hands on her hips and squeezed. “Never do what?”

“Get naked in the back seat of a car. Get naked with a guy on the first date. Hell, I don’t usually get naked at all. I always keep control, never let myself get caught up in the heat of the moment. But with you it’s like I can’t help myself. I don’t even want to try.”

She raised herself up and angled her hips until she caught the head of my cock in her opening. “Mmm,” she murmured as she lowered herself slowly and eased it inside of her.

Her walls spread around me as I penetrated her, stretching to fit me. Once more I was amazed at the tightness of her grip, at the way her tunnel massaged and stroked me. The softness of her ass settled against my hips, and she leaned forward. Our lips met again, tongues joined in a hectic dance, then she sat up again, leaned back, and squeezed with her inner muscles so that it felt like my cock was gripped in a velvety vice.

“Oh, Jesus,” I groaned.

Ashley didn’t leave me enough breath for anything else. She rode me with slow rolls of her hips, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with quiet chirps while moving me just enough inside of her to keep me spiraling towards the edge. The closer she got to her own release, the harder she bore down until she had to brace herself with her hands on my chest. It was too hot for the windows to fog up, but the heat inside the car was stifling. I barely noticed, though, too intent on enjoying every instant of sensation as the lovely blonde rode my cock.

When I stroked her nipples with my fingers more juices flooded into her pussy, and she flung her head back with a cry that anyone walking past must have heard. Ashley was too far gone to care, though, rocking against me while she rode out the rippling shockwaves of her orgasm.

The wet sounds of our fucking filled the car, and Ashley’s movements became rougher, more erratic the closer she got. I grabbed her hips again, raising and lowering her on my shaft until she let go completely and every breath was a gasp or cry. I was burning up now, but I rammed her down onto my erection with everything I had.

Ashley’s fingernails dug into my chest, and she bit down on her lower lip to hold in the cry trying to claw its way out of her chest. Her body went limp in my arms, and she shuddered and jerked while another orgasm crashed through her.

Even before it was finished, though, she had slid backwards off of my cock and taken it into her mouth again. Slim fingers stroked the base of the shaft and balls while she sucked and licked the head and upper end like a wild woman. I thought about warning her, but I was too close. There was no holding back. I don’t think she cared, anyway.

Gobs of my hot, thick cream spurted into her mouth, filling her throat so quickly that she coughed and choked trying to get it all down. Again and again I shot into her until my balls were tight and aching.

Once she’d swallowed my whole load, Ashley leaned back against the car door and panted for air. “Dear god, that was intense.”

I grunted, too starved for oxygen to reply. We lay there in the darkness until our breathing steadied and the drying sweat on our bodies cooled us down enough to put ourselves back together. Ashley found a discarded t-shirt in the floorboards and used it to clean us up before we got dressed again. She looked around carefully before opening the car door, then slipped out. When I followed, she grabbed my hand then slammed and locked the door.

“I cannot believe we just did that,” she giggled as she clutched my hand. “Peyton and Lauren are going to freak. They’ll be so jealous.”

“Of us screwing in the back seat of a car like a couple of horny teenagers?”

She swung our joined hands back and forth with another laugh and tugged me towards the restrooms. “Yep! But now I really do have to pee. Watch the door for me.”

When we returned to the dance, I felt relaxed and sated—at least for now. I had no doubt the sexy blonde could have me raring to go again in about half a second if she tried, though. Lauren and Peyton weren’t at the table where we’d left them, and Ashley’s eyes swept the crowd until they settled near the jukebox.

“Oh, crap.”

I turned to see the girls standing there boxed in by two men closer to my age than the girls’, and anger boiled up inside me. Maybe it was hypocritical—okay, it was definitely hypocritical—but it pissed me off. They were obviously on the prowl, overdressed for the dance in a style that screamed mid-life crisis, and they’d picked Lauren and Peyton as their prey.

“Quick! Go rescue them!” Ashley urged.

“How?”

“You’ll think of something. Go!”

I came up behind the girls, sliding my arms smoothly around their waists and pulling them possessively against me. “Sorry I took so long, sweethearts. Did you miss me?”

Peyton cast a grateful expression at me, but Lauren’s lips curved up in a wicked smirk while her eyes sparkled with impish glee. Oh hell. She was about to start a shit show with me cast as the lead character. She turned back towards the other men with a shrug.

“Sorry, guys, but Daddy wouldn’t like it.” She leaned into me and ran her hand seductively up and down my chest. “He’s very protective of us.”

Daddy? I damned near choked. I didn’t know whether to be freaked out or turned on. My dick went with turned on when Peyton decided to play the game, too, and molded her slim body against my other side.

“Yeah. He really doesn’t like us hanging around strange men. Do you, Daddy?”

She lifted up on her toes and kissed me softly under my jaw then nuzzled her face into my neck. I figured out in a hurry that I liked that way too much for my own good.

“He takes very good care of us,” Lauren added. “So I’m afraid we’re just not interested in other men.”

The two assholes stared at us in shock as she planted a kiss at the corner of my mouth and her hand wandered playfully down to squeeze my crotch, while Peyton nibbled at my earlobe and ran her fingers through my hair. It was all I could do to keep from bursting out laughing at the men’s expressions. These guys were desperate for young pussy, and now they thought I was living out their wildest dreams with not one but two incredible girls all over me. It was obviously eating them up.

“Come on, girls,” I said. “Ashley is waiting.”

When I gestured towards the table where my sexy blonde sat, she blew me a sultry kiss then licked her lips suggestively. One of the men let out something that sounded like a whimper, while the other blinked dazedly, his gaze flickering between the three girls.

“You two have a good evening,” I told them as I steered the girls away.

I could tell by the way the girls’ hips bumped into mine that they were putting some extra sway into their walk just to torture those poor bastards a bit more. By that point I wasn’t even surprised when both of them reached back and grabbed my ass. Ashley’s smirk told me that their antics were having the desired effect, so I kept up the act until I reclaimed my spot beside her.

Lauren bent over the table, hooting with laughter. “Okay, it’s settled. We’re definitely keeping him, Ash.”

Peyton’s grin was as bright as the noon sun as she giggled so hard she could barely talk. “Lauren started calling him Daddy, and Colt played right along without so much as flinching. I thought those two assholes were going to faint.”

Ashley’s eyebrows soared towards the ceiling. “Omigod! Daddy? Seriously?”

“Then when Lauren kissed him their eyes about popped out of their heads.”

The blonde gripped my arm and squeezed it while she gazed up at me with shining eyes. “You are the absolute best, Colt.”

Lauren snorted a laugh. “It’s so much fun to humiliate alphaholes like that.”

“Yeah,” Peyton agreed. “I mean, they both probably have kids our age, plus they’ve both got dad bods. But they expected us to fall at their feet, like we should be grateful for the attention or something.”

Ashley nodded sagely. “Alphahole arrogance. They deserved a good smack down.”

Lauren giggled again. “And you walking away with both of us hanging all over you while calling you Daddy was the ultimate kick in the nuts.”

“Not gonna lie,” Ashley said, giving me a speculative look, “that’s kinda hot.”

I couldn’t argue that, but I didn’t dare dwell on it. And I certainly wasn’t going to think about the surge of protectiveness or irrational anger I’d felt over those guys messing with my girls. Because they weren’t. They were just Ashley’s friends, not my girlfriends. Even though I’d enthusiastically kissed Lauren earlier and was dying to find out what kissing Peyton would be like.

After that the girls were completely relaxed with me, and I got to know them all better. Peyton had a degree in hospitality and had dreams of running her own bed and breakfast. Lauren’s degree was in range and wildlife management with a minor in tourism, and she wanted to work for one of the state parks. Both of them had hated city life as much as Ashley.

“So what are you going to do after the camp closes at the end of the season?” I asked them.

Ashley pursed her lips in an adorable pout. “We’re not sure. Part of the reason we took jobs here was in hopes that something would turn up for us over the summer. None of us wants to have to commute to some kind of job in the city.”

“That’s too bad,” I said, but inside I couldn’t help the relief and excitement I felt knowing that she didn’t want to leave. It would have been a real blow to start this only to have her move away in a few short weeks. One thing struck me as odd, though. While I peppered them with questions, they never asked me any. When I brought that up, Ashley just rolled her eyes.

“Everybody knows about you, Colt. You’re all the female employees have talked about since the summer season started. And you know what a gossip your aunt is. She spilled your life story to anyone who would listen. It kind of went viral from there.”

“Sounds like Aunt Irma,” I agreed with a wry laugh.

When I looked around, the dance was winding down. It ended at twelve o’clock sharp, but it usually cleared out before then except for the teenagers still hoping to get lucky or score booze. Ashley laced her fingers with mine and looked up at me hopefully.

“Take me to your place?”

A shiver of anticipation ran through me. “I’d love to.”

She handed her keys to Peyton then turned back to me. “You can drop me off tomorrow, right?”

“Of couse, sweetheart.”

“Aw,” Peyton cooed at that endearment. “So sweet! You take good care of our bestie, Colt.

Lauren nodded. “Yeah. You break her heart, and I will set you on fire.”

Ashley bumped the brunette with her hip. “The only thing in danger of getting broken tonight is Colt’s bed.”

God help me. “Goodnight, girls.”

They made kissy faces at us as we walked away on the road that led to my cabin. The camp had gone quiet, and there was only the low droning of cicadas in the trees and a single, lonely whip-poor-will calling down by the river to serenade us home. While there were a few light poles along the way, we were mostly in shadow. It was a comfortable darkness, though, with Ashley’s smaller hand tucked in mine.

“They like you,” she said.

“I’m glad.”

“They’re also really jealous.”

That was so ridiculous that I couldn’t help laughing. “What? Why?”

“Because I got to you first.”

I shook my head, baffled. I was in my forties, divorced, and working as a glorified maintenance grunt at a river camp—hardly what I’d consider a catch for women their age. Ashley must have guessed what I was thinking, because she squeezed my hand.

“You’re just going to have to trust that we know what we want.”

We? I didn’t have time to roll that one around in my head because we were already at my door. Ashley stopped me before I could open it and slid into my arms.

“You’re not going to break my heart, are you Colt?” she asked very softly.

It was far more likely that of the two of us I’d be the one who ended up with a curbstomped heart. But I was beyond worrying about that. No matter how things played out, I’d be in it to the end. 

“No. Not ever.” I kissed her, a soft brush against her velvety lips. “I will never hurt you, Ashley. Not on purpose, at least.”

Her body melted against me. “It just feels so right with you. I think...”

“What?”

“Never mind.”

She kissed me then, letting a tinge her fiery passion bleed into it. “You’d better take me inside, Colt, or the neighbors will be talking.”

I didn’t really have any neighbors, but I wasn’t going to argue with her. Inside, I got us both some more water from the fridge, and we sat on my couch in front of the air conditioner to cool off. We both wanted each other, but having sex in her car had taken enough of the edge off so we didn’t immediately tear each other’s clothes off. It wasn’t long, though, before Ashley was on my lap and we were kissing and groping each other like a couple of teenagers.

When my hands started wandering a little too much, Ashley pulled back. “I could use a shower before we take this any further, Colt. I’m all sticky and gross from dancing in the heat. Not to mention what we did in the back seat of my car.”

My breath caught at the mental image of her naked and wet in my shower. “Sure,” I said, and led her to the bathroom. “Help yourself.”

She pulled her t-shirt over her head then raised an eyebrow. “Want to scrub my back?”

The shower wasn’t very big, but I wasn’t stupid enough to turn down an offer like that. “I’ll scrub anything you want, sweetheart.”

I turned on the water, and then we took turns undressing each other while we waited for it to get hot. The sight of her body had my cock stiffening again in record time. Ashley laughed as she grabbed it like a handle and pulled me into the shower behind her.

“He’s so eager,” she teased.

It really was a tight fit for both of us. Every time I moved, I bumped into wet, naked girl. It was my idea of Heaven. Ashley was all giggles and went out of her way to rub against me, especially my dick. I pushed her under the water until she was wetted down all over, and then slowly washed every inch of her supple, tight body with my hands. Afterwards I massaged her shoulders and back while she leaned against the side. The whole time she made purring sounds and sexy little moans that drove me half-crazy with desire. Naked Ashley was my new favorite thing, and I doubted I could ever get enough of it.

My hands skimmed down her slick sides, traced the swell of her hips then ran down to her thighs. We were so close that when she pushed her ass back my erection slid right into its crevice. Ashley rubbed her butt against me that way until I was groaning in near agony, and then abruptly spun around.

“Your turn!”

She lathered me methodically, her hands exploring as I had just done, fingertips running along muscles defined by exercise and a lot of hard work over the last few months. Shoulders and arms first, then along my pecs and abs. Soapy hands roamed lower and stroked gently along the length of my straining erection. As I pulsed against her palm, she quirked a smile.

“I am a very lucky girl.”

I was pretty sure that I was the lucky one. Once she’d washed away the sweat and sex from my front, she had me turn around so she could reach my back. She spent as much time on that as she’d done my front, her fingers kneading my muscles until I was ready to melt.

“You have a great butt,” she told me as her hands stroked down my ass and gave it a playful squeeze. “Looks even better this way than in your jeans.”

She knelt to wash my legs then stood and wrapped her arms around me, pressing close so I could feel her tits squeezed against my back and her legs molded against mine. Her hands played across my chest, and she sighed.

“I never knew it could be like this,” she whispered so softly I could barely hear her over the rush of the water.

We rinsed off, and I shut off the water and wrapped Ashley in a large towel. Once both of us were mostly dry, I kissed her again. She slipped into my arms, wonderfully soft and warm, still a bit damp, and my hormones kicked back into overdrive. I bent down and scooped her up.

Ashley kicked her feet and shrieked with laughter as I swung her around. “Colt!” When I turned to the side to squeeze through the doorway, she slung an arm around my neck. “Nobody has carried me since I was a kid.”

“Last week?” I asked deadpan.

She swatted my shoulder playfully, still giggling when I set her down on my bed. I stood there for a moment just looking at her and marveling at how lovely she was. It was so surreal, so hard to believe that she was really here. Ashley smirked and struck a sexy pose.

“Like what you see?”

“Jesus, Ashley. You have no idea.”

“So show me.”

I dove onto the bed, grabbed her, and rolled over with her on top of me. She laughed again and ducked down for a kiss. This time it was long and slow, deliberate rather than passionate. We took our time exploring each other, teasing and playing, just enjoying each other without any need to rush.

At last Ashley drew back a little, her lips hovering over mine before gliding along my chin then nibbling their way down my throat. She pressed a line of slow, soft kisses from my sternum to my stomach while her hands caressed me and her damp hair left cool trails across my skin.

Her hands came to rest on my upper thighs, and she sucked me into her mouth. My head rolled back at the sensations running through my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

She went slowly, taking me deeply and using her tongue to drive me wild. In no time I was straining and dying to shove myself down her lovely throat. I wanted to make this time last, though. I was over forty, for fuck’s sake, and couldn’t even remember the last time I’d gone twice in a day. This one needed to count.

“Wait,” I said hoarsely. “Turn around.”

“Turn how?”

I twirled my finger in the air. “Turn around. Face the other way.”

When my meaning sank in, she blushed scarlet. “Colt, I don’t…”

“Ashley.”

She gulped but turned so she was straddling my chest while facing my feet. Her ass was lifted high up, and I had a perfect view into her pretty, pink slit. Her thin lips were puffy with excitement, the darker pink of her entrance already open and ready. I could smell the muskiness of her arousal, see the sheen of the juices glistening on her skin. She was every bit as worked up as I was.

I shifted into a more comfortable position then took hold of her hips and tugged her lower until I could reach her without straining my neck. She resisted a little at first, but only until my tongue circled her clit the first time. Her body jerked and she gave a shrill squeak.

“Omigod!”

Now she pressed down against my mouth, eager for more. I traced lightly along her slit, the sharp, tangy taste of her exploding on my tongue. When I dove into her entrance, she rolled her hips back to encourage me to go deeper. She spread before me, already soaking inside, and I gathered every drop that I could while I fucked her with my tongue.

She gripped my thighs tightly and moaned with my cock still in her mouth, barely moving as the sensations overwhelmed her. When I went back to her clit, she lost her focus completely. I flicked that swollen nub with my tongue and felt the trembling begin in her thighs. I had to dig my fingers into her ass to hold her still.

I swirled around her pearl, then sucked it between my lips and stroked it with my tongue until she cried out. My dick slipped from her mouth, and she rested her cheek on my hip, stroking my slippery shaft jerkily with one hand while cream oozed from her to coat my face. She was soaking wet now, and I was relishing every drop.

I used every trick I’d ever learned on her clit, until she was moaning nonstop and grinding her sopping cunt against my face. Suddenly she tensed, her muscles flexing under my hands, and a gush of her fluids flooded onto my tongue. I sucked and lapped it up greedily while she gasped and cried out in the throes of her orgasm.

Her body went completely limp, and then she rolled off of me, eyes closed, and panted for air. Eventually she opened her eyes again and looked at me in awe.

“Holy shit, Colt,” she breathed.

I grinned in smug satisfaction. “Not too bad for an old guy, huh?”

Her eyes blinked up at me. “Holy shit,” she said again.

My cock gave an insistent twinge at the dazed look on her face, but I pushed that aside. We had all night, and I wanted to show her what her body was capable of. I moved closer to her and slid a hand between her spread legs. Her pussy was dripping wet, her entire furrow coated with her slippery fluids. Perfect. I found her clit and massaged it lightly with the pad of my thumb while I eased my index finger inside her clinging tunnel.

“Oh!” she cried, and bucked against my hand as her ass lifted up from the bed.

Her nub was still hyper-sensitive after her orgasm, which would make this even easier. My thumb swirled in lazy circles around it while my finger stroked in and out of her tight little hole. Ashley sank back into the bed with a low whine.

“God, yes,” she hissed.

Slowly I coaxed her towards the edge again, my fingers working steadily as a metronome. Her arousal caused more fluids to spill from her and run in thick droplets down into the crack of her ass. Working both of her most sensitive spots at once, I took her right to the brink then held her there. Her breath was coming in deep gasps now, followed by long moans, and her hips rocked eagerly against my hand as I drove her closer and closer to release.

I felt Ashley’s body lock when it hit her. Her fists clenched in my blankets, and then her back arched high off the bed and she shrilled a yell as the orgasm carried her away on a wave of pleasure. I kept right on stroking and rubbing all the way through, until the last aftershocks faded into faint twitches and she lay there in a limp and sweaty pile.

Her eyes were wide when she looked at me again. “I’m really am keeping you, just so you know. You’re stuck with me now.”

“That’s not exactly a hardship.”

When I ran my thumb over her clit again, she almost jumped off the bed. “Stop! Fuck, that’s too much. It’s too sensitive.”

“Are you sure? I can keep going.”

She flopped over and draped herself on top of me. “No. That’s all I can take for now.” Her eyes studied me intently. “But you’d really keep going?”

“Why not? I can do that all night.”

“Holy fuck,” she sighed in disbelief before she reached down and squeezed my cock, which was still rock-hard and pulsed in her grip. “This is what I need. Those orgasms were great, but now I want you inside me.”

“I’m not about to argue with you. Get on your hands and knees.”

Ashley rolled over and wiggled her ass provocatively. When I moved between her legs, my cock strained towards her. Fuck, was I ready. She was so wet that I slid straight into her. She moaned as she stretched, but pressed back against me until I was buried to the root. Her pussy felt absolutely incredible. With a deep sigh I gripped her hips and pounded into her.

This wasn’t the time for finesse. I’d been hard for so long now that I knew I wasn’t going to last. I clenched the muscles in my core, trying to hold back as long as I could while I watched her ass bounce off of my hips. She was making the same high-pitched chirping sound she’d done in the back seat of her car earlier that let me know she was getting close again as well.

Hell. I rammed into her even harder. The bed was squeaking, and the headboard banged into the wall with every thrust. Prickling heat build deep within my groin, tingling in my balls and then spreading until my whole cock was burning with my need for release.

Ashley squealed, and her tunnel fluttered wildly before it clenched down on my shaft. The extra pressure of its grip did the job. I shoved myself inside her until my balls were squashed against her wet slit and came with a hoarse shout. My cock jerked and shot everything I had left into her tight, young pussy.

My ears were ringing, and the room grayed out for a few seconds so that I had to cling to Ashley’s ass to keep from toppling over. My skin felt like it was on fire, and I was panting for every breath of cool air I could suck down. When I came back to myself I let go and sank onto the bed.

Ashley draped an arm over my chest and hooked one leg possessively over me. “They’re never going to believe this.”

My brain still wasn’t fully functional yet. “Who? What?”

“Peyton and Lauren. They’re not going to believe this.”

I lifted up my head and stared at her. “You’re really going to tell them? Everything?”

She grinned impishly. “We’re women, Colt. We tell each other everything, in great detail. Don’t worry, though. I promise it will be very flattering.”

I was too tired to really care. She could tell them whatever she liked after this. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders to pull her closer, and then let my eyelids drift shut. Ashley’s fingertips drew lazy patterns across my skin and soon had me dozing.

“They are absolutely going to love you,” she murmured.

I had no clue what she was talking about and fell asleep before I could try to figure it out.

It turned out that being over forty wasn’t nearly as big a problem as I’d feared. Ashley proved that sometime not long before dawn when she climbed on top of me and coaxed my cock back to life a third time by rubbing her slippery groove against me until I was rock hard again. Then she slowly rode me until we finished together and went back to sleep.

Waking up next to her the next morning might have been the best moment of my life. Sunlight dappled her honey skin, and her hair glowed bronze and gold against her pillow. It felt like she belonged there and while I wanted to believe it, I couldn’t convince myself that it would last. How could it? She’d get tired of me and move on to someone younger, someone who shared her interests and she could build a life with.

Damn it. I pushed that crap firmly out of my mind. I wasn’t going there. I’d take it one day at a time and enjoy every second. If it didn’t last, I’d be grateful for the time we had. And if by some miracle it did, well, I’d consider myself luckier than I had any right to be.

I lost myself in a fantasy of what life would be like with Ashley. She obviously wanted to stay here. We could get our own place, something with river access. Hell, I had enough money socked away after selling my company and the house in the Woodlands to do that and to build her dream house. With her accounting degree she could find work anywhere, maybe get a remote job, and I could always find something to do. Maybe I’d start another company. I realized she’d opened her eyes while I was woolgathering, and she was watching me with amusement.

“You’re staring,” she murmured.

“I’ve never woken up with an angel in my bed before.”

She gave a disgusted groan. “That was awful, Colt. And I’m hardly an angel, considering what we did last night.”

“Well, you’re beautiful enough to be one.”

Cheesy as it was, that seemed to please her. She smiled and stretched, coyly watching my reaction from under her thick eyelashes. Fuck, she was sexy. I wanted her again already. Instead, I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss.

“Do you have plans for the day?” I asked.

“Nothing that doesn’t involve you.”

“I was thinking that we shower and go get brunch at the cafe. Then come back here and hang out.” I fondled a tit so that the friction from my palm on her nipple made her gasp. “Maybe fool around a little.”

“I really like the way you think.”

She reached for me, but I slid away. “Nope. Shower first. If we start that again we’ll never make it out of the cabin, and I’m starving after last night’s workout.”

Her lower lip pooched out in a delightful pout, but she crawled out from under the covers. I was awestruck all over again by the sight of her naked body. The day I got tired of that I’d be ready to be fitted for a coffin. She caught my expression and preened a bit in satisfaction.

“I’ll shower first,” she said, “then while you’re in there I can get presentable.”

Before she made it to the bathroom, though, there was a loud rap on the front door. I frowned. Who the hell would be knocking on my door on Saturday morning? Camp services would have called or texted me if there was a problem.

“One of your friends?” I asked.

Ashley shook her head, looking just as confused as I was. “No. They blew up my phone with about a million texts last night, but they wouldn’t just drop in.”

I pulled on my jeans and went to answer the door while Ashley peered out from the bedroom with my sheet clutched around her. When I pulled it open, sunlight punched me in the eyes so I stood there blinking for a moment before I could see.

A deep voice greeted me. “Morning, Colt.”

I was finally able to make out the face, and the uniform. “Morning, Sheriff.”

“Mind if I come in?”

To Be Continued
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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