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		Prologue

		

		Magical Night

		

		It began with me being startled out of a deep, dreamless sleep by the sound of the deadbolt on my cabin door opening with a loud click. My eyes sprung open right along with that lock when the sound invaded my consciousness, the way a Nazi storm trooper kicks a door open in one of those old black and white movies.

		

		It’s a DEADBOLT! I told myself frantically. No one should be able to unlock it without a KEY!

		

		I relaxed a little bit when I realized that only one person, besides me—as far as I knew anyway, had a key. And that was Colleen, the saucy, pert innkeeper I had been flirting with ever since I had checked into her mountain retreat more than a week ago. Colleen was cute as a pixie, short and wiry, with a trim little figure.

		

		She usually wore a pair of old jeans in the morning to insulate her from the brisk mountain air, along with a tee shirt and a plaid shirt. But she changed into shorts in the much warmer afternoons, leaving the baggy tee shirt in place but ditching the plaid shirt altogether.

		

		From seeing her countless times in that outfit, I knew she had short but perfect little legs, a tiny ass, and small, firm breasts with pointy nipples that showed against the tee shirt sometimes. Colleen was a woman who apparently didn’t need or believe much in bras!

		

		“Well, look who’s awake,” her soft voice cut through the still air of the small cabin, sounding calm and self-assured, the way it usually did; as though she paid unanticipated, unannounced visits to all of her guests in the middle of the night, “got to remember to oil these deadbolts once in a while: I meant for this to be more of a surprise.”

		

		I was still too groggy and too shocked by her sudden appearance in my bedroom to speak. It turned out I didn’t need to.

		

		The moon was full that night, so the closed drapes of the window Colleen was standing in front of was backlit by the bright moonlight. Silently, she reached down and tugged her tee shirt up over her head and I saw by her revealed silhouette that she had once more eschewed the wearing of a bra tonight.

		

		Her cute little cone-shaped breasts shone clearly in relief against the drapes as she bent and slid the shorts down her legs and stepped free of her trainers. Colleen straightened back up and padded across the threadbare rug at the side of the queen size bed, lifting up the sheet and the one light blanket I was using in order to slide in beside me.

		

		I reached for her and my fingers encountered only bare skin as they glided over her sleek little ass cheeks in the moonlight. I moved my hands up her back and found only naked skin there as well.

		

		Colleen—as you’ve no doubt guessed by now—wasn’t a shy woman. As I stroked her bare back and buttocks with just my fingertips, she boldly reached down and found my half-hard cock inside my boxer shorts and took it in her fist. She sighed, “Ooh, what a nice one, just like I knew it would be!”

		

		I started to reply, but suddenly her lips were on mine and her tongue was tracing teasing little patterns against my tongue. All I could do was moan into her luscious mouth as my dick morphed into rock-hardness in her hand…

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		Chelsea Meadows

		

		The “resort” gave the appearance of being nothing but a run-down old motor court as I pulled up in front of the last cabin on the right; the one featuring the Office sign out front. I sat in my Jaguar and eyed the small row of motel rooms dubiously, mentally cursing my friend, Jack Curtis, back in the City who had recommended it for playing a practical joke on me.

		

		I should have known--when they didn’t have a website in this day and age--that this place had something to hide! I told myself with a sinking heart.

		

		Chelsea Meadows looked to be a real dump. All it really amounted to, it seemed, was a short row of rustic-looking cabins that had clearly been built at least a half century ago; maybe even as far back as the nineteen-thirties.

		

		To be sure, there had been some improvements made along the way—a no-frills swimming pool, enclosed by a waist-high chain-link fence, complete with a few ratty-looking plastic lawn chairs and chaise lounges surrounding its nineteen-fifties style kidney shape—sat gleaming and unused behind my Jag. And there was a rusting gas barbeque at the other end of the buildings, hard by a redwood picnic table and matching benches, which had no doubt been added in the late nineties, by the decaying look of the free-standing grill and its five-gallon tank of propane.

		

		I glanced around the wide, verdant meadow that Chelsea Meadows had probably been named for, and at the lush growth of pine trees surrounding it. The elevation of the place was right around forty-eight hundred feet, if not five thousand; so the place was scenic enough.

		

		The small motel had been built right next to California’s state route Thirty-Six, high up in this part of the Sierra-Nevada Mountains. Ahead some fifty or sixty miles lay the small metropolis of Susanville and--if you chose to go south on three-ninety-five when you got there--eventually the Nevada state line and Reno.

		

		Jack Curtis, a writer friend in my native San Francisco, had touted Chelsea Meadows to me as the perfect getaway spot; peaceful, semi-remote, and quiet. “The ideal place to write, if a man had a mind to,” he’d said.

		

		Well, he’d certainly gotten the “semi-remote” part right, I thought with wry disappointment as I sat in my car.

		

		Behind me—back down highway Thirty-Six about fifty miles--lay the small valley town of Red Bluff. When you finally reached there, you still weren’t anywhere, really.

		

		But at least you could hook up with Interstate Five at Red Bluff, which eventually led back to Sacramento, or you could branch off and arrive back in San Francisco, and home, in around five hours of hard driving. All in all, I was a fairly long way from what I considered to be real civilization.

		

		Well…I’m here, I told myself resignedly, and its mid-afternoon already. I may as well check in for at least one night, just to give the place a chance, before heading on back to the City tomorrow.

		

		****

		

		There didn’t seem to be anyone around when I entered the small cracker box of an office moments later. I hit the service bell on the counter and waited.

		

		Nothing happened. After about a minute, I hit it again, harder this time.

		

		Thirty seconds later, the screen door behind me opened and a short, cute older woman with her dark hair cut in a tomboy shag, wearing a plaid shirt over a tee shirt and jeans entered the office. She smiled at me, revealing an enviable set of perfect, shiny-white teeth, and raised up the nicely-varnished plank of wood on a hinge at the end of the front desk, allowing her to slip behind it.

		

		“How many nights will you be staying?” She inquired, turning toward me and handing me one of the check-in cards to fill out.

		

		“I don’t know,” I told her truthfully as I filled out the simple card—name, address, car license number, make and model—while I tried to guess her age.

		

		She had the body of a very in-shape teenager, petite, compact, without an ounce of fat showing. But the skin surrounding her olive-green eyes had deep laugh lines, and the skin itself had been weathered a bit by its exposure to the Sierra’s harsh climate; so cold in the winter and warm in the summer, her mountain home being a bit closer to the sun than was San Francisco, being right at sea level.

		

		“Well, then; I guess we’ll just have to see, won’t we?” She replied brightly, showing me that sparkling white smile again as she glanced down at the completed card. “I’m going to give you number three, Mr. Thomas. It’s just two cabins down from the office.”

		

		She frowned as she studied the card, tapping it against her palm. Then her gamin-like face lit up with another big smile as she said: “Wait a minute! Raleigh Th0mas…you’re an auth0r, aren’t you…that friend of Jack Curtis’s?”

		

		“Uh…yeah, I am, now that you mention it,” I admitted, not used to being recognized this way.

		

		I was an author, and my books made me a decent living. But it wasn’t like I was Michael Connelly or the late Thomas Wolfe or somebody really famous. So someone I hadn’t met before recognizing my name wasn’t all that common an occurrence in my life.

		

		“I read your latest novel,” the petite woman informed me. “Jack gave it to me when he was staying here; told me I’d like it.”

		

		Like all authors, I wanted desperately to hear her say that she had loved it, but was too terrified she’d say she hadn’t to ask her what she’d thought of it! Again, she smiled at me, reaching out to touch my hand on the counter as she said, “I thought it was wonderful! You have a real talent for creating believable characters.”

		

		I’m sure my face colored as I answered, in what I hoped was a modest tone, “If a few hundred-thousand more people felt that same way, I guess I’d be famous; plus, a whole lot richer than I am!”

		

		“Money isn’t everything, Mr. Thomas,” she quickly assured me.

		

		“No, no it isn’t,” I agreed. “And please, call me Raleigh, or Lee if you’d like. All my friends do.”

		

		“Lee…I like that,” she said with another big smile. “It suits you. My name is Colleen, Colleen Williams. I own this place.”

		

		She offered me her tiny but surprisingly strong hand to shake and I did.

		

		****

		

		I was smiling from her praise of my latest book as I stepped back out into the sunshine a minute later with my room key in hand. There was just a hint of a mountain breeze, the day was perfect, and the smell of pine and skunk cabbage hung in the air.

		

		Maybe I will stay more than one night, after all, I thought, going over to my car the move it down to number three, if the rooms are alright.

		

		Deciding to walk on down to three to check it out before moving my car, I did just that. The key turned in the lock with an audible click and I opened the door and stepped into a room where it could have still been nineteen-seventy inside; if not for a modest flat screen television mounted on one wall and the satellite receiver sitting on a shelf beneath it.

		

		The rest of the room, like the rest of Chelsea Meadows Resort, was rustic as it could be: inexpensive-looking oval area rugs sitting atop linoleum that was intended to mimic hardwood flooring, a queen size bed with two nightstands on either side of it that looked as if they might have been new when Eisenhower was president, plus a sturdy-looking, if unstylish, table and two chairs with a hanging lamp suspended from the ceiling above them.

		

		The bathroom was small and utilitarian, consisting of a toilet, a shower, and a sink with an old-fashioned mirrored medicine cabinet above it. The shower had a small sliding window set high in the back wall, instead of an overhead fan, to let out the steam generated by the—I hoped—hot water.

		

		Could I really see myself spending the entire summer here as I had originally planned? After all, it was barely into June!

		

		Depends on how the writing is going, I answered myself, if Jack was right about this place providing some sort of magical tonic for a writer’s soul…

		

		His just-released novel was climbing the best seller charts, it was true. And he had put the finishing touches on it here, in this motel—maybe in this very small, cramped cabin—just this spring.

		

		I looked around at the dark walls; out the open window at the tiny, cheesy little swimming pool. It sure didn’t look like a place where great writing might happen.

		

		But still…you never knew…

		

		****

		

		The Iron Skillet was situated by the highway, less than a mile down Thirty-Six from Chelsea Meadows. The next nearest restaurant was a good fifteen miles away, in the little mountain hamlet of Mineral, California.

		

		So it was a surprise, but a not totally unexpected one—given the lack of local dining options--when my little innkeeper, Colleen Williams, strolled in for dinner that night, at just after six in the evening. She saw me sitting alone in one of the ten booths offered by the Iron Skillet, and came over to me.

		

		“Mind if I join you?” She asked, not waiting for a reply, scooting into the booth on the opposite side of the table.

		

		We were almost the sole patrons of the small café. Two middle-aged guys who looked as if they might be on a camping/fishing vacation occupied a table, while there were three more singletons were seated at the counter.

		

		“I’m sort of surprised to see you here,” I said by way of opening the conversation. “I’d pictured you as cooking for yourself at home, waiting for that desk bell to ring; announcing the arrival of yet another guest.”

		

		“All of my units are occupied for the evening,” she announced proudly, with a small grin, retrieving the discarded menu from the table top in front of me.

		

		“I’m shocked you’re even bothering with that thing, Colleen,” the waitress, who was a middle-aged, dowdy, very white trash-looking woman with screaming red hair said, as she sidled up to the table with another glass of ice water and set of silverware for my late-arriving guest. “It ain’t changed a lick since the first Bush was president.”

		

		“You never know, Earl,” Colleen said, smiling up at the waitress. “Old Bernie might get a wild hair up his butt and add something new any day now.”

		

		The waitress, whose name tag read “Earline” cackled at that notion and retorted, “Yeah, and they might find what’s-her-name…Amelia Earheart alive and well and practicing her back stroke off some island near Guam any day now. But I doubt it!”

		

		“I’ll have the chicken-fried steak,” Colleen replied with a small grin at “Earl’s” witticism, “along with a cup of your bad coffee and a slice of that peach pie for dessert.”

		

		“How about you, bub,” Earline asked me, “what’ll you have?”

		

		As I reflected on how big a tip a server in San Francisco was likely to receive if he or she were ever to refer to one of their guests as “bub”, I answered, “How about the sirloin tips in gravy over pasta?”

		

		“Good choice,” Colleen ventured as our waitress scribbled down my selection on her order pad, “that’s the second-best thing on the menu.”

		

		“What’s the best?” I wondered aloud as Earline went scurrying away to turn in our orders.

		

		“The chicken-fried steak, naturally,” Colleen replied with a tiny smirk.

		

		****

		

		“These sirloin tips aren’t half bad,” I said, finishing up my rather heavy meal minutes later. “It’s a shame this place doesn’t serve beer or wine. A good glass of cabernet would go well with this tender beef.”

		

		“Old Bernie, the owner, would never pay the state of California’s outlandish price for a beer and wine license,” Colleen commented. “It wouldn’t be worth it. My advice to you, if you’re going to be staying with me for a while, would be to go into Mineral or even over to Susanville, if you want a bigger selection, and buy yourself a good assortment of wine and beer. I’d let you keep a six pack of beer and a few bottles of white wine in my refrigerator, if you liked, for a small fee.”

		

		“Fee…what sort of fee?”

		

		“An occasional can of the beer or a glass of the wine,” responded my charming extortionist of an innkeeper, grinning cannily across the table at me. “I like a little snort once in a while. And free is as good as it gets.”

		

		I laughed and said, “Done…if I decide to stay a while, that is.”

		

		“Oh, you will,” she answered confidently, digging into her peach pie.

		

		“And just what makes you so sure of that?”

		

		“My place doesn’t look like much at first,” she replied, “but it sort of grows on you. It has certain…attractions that other motels simply can’t match.”

		

		“Oh, and what may those be?”

		

		“You’ll see, if you choose to stick around,” she replied enigmatically, with yet another charming little smile.

		

		In the harsh light of the diner, she looked older; well into her forties. But when she smiled, as she was doing now, as she finished her up pie and took another sip of coffee, she looked years younger; and very attractive!

		

		“How did you ever come to own a place like Chelsea Meadows?” I asked; just to keep the conversation going.

		

		“It had been in my late husband’s family for years and years,” she answered. “I inherited it when he died, fifteen years ago.”

		

		She sighed before saying, “His family hates me, of course; they don’t think a non-Williams like me has any right to the place. What a bunch of stump-jumping, backwoods dummies they are!”

		

		“Sounds like you don’t like them either,” I commented, reaching for the check.

		

		“I don’t,” she said. “My husband, Caleb, was the only one of them I could stand. He was a real hoot!”

		

		“A hoot…what do you mean by a ‘hoot’?”

		

		“Caleb was handsome as hell when he was a young man; quite the Don Juan,” she replied, her olive eyes taking on a dreamy aspect as she described her late husband. “We were high school sweethearts—I was born in Red Bluff and Caleb went to high school there, him being born up here in the high country—but that didn’t slow him down when it came to seducing nearly all of my girlfriends before he graduated! He got around, that man did!”

		

		She leaned closer to me across the table and, dropping her voice, she said, “The night he drove off the road and killed his damn-fool self, he had an eighteen year old girl with him, who was leaning over in the pick up seat, giving him a blowjob at the time…both of them drunk as skunks, according the blood-alcohol reports!”

		

		I’m sure my eyes widened at that news but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I mean, what would be appropriate: ‘My condolences’; ‘How shocking!’, or maybe ‘How terrible for you!’?

		

		“You…uh…don’t seem…bitter at all about the way your husband died,” I commented at last.

		

		“Why would I be?” Colleen asked. “The girl, young Carrie East, was a real looker, and she had just turned eighteen a week before she died. I didn’t blame old Caleb a bit for wanting to knock off a piece of that!”

		

		Again, I was speechless. Her reaction wasn’t at all what I would have expected from a bereaved, wronged widow like her!

		

		“Well, I’ve got to be getting back,” she said just then, reaching for her purse. “One of my guests may want something. Let me pay for my part of this.”

		

		“I wouldn’t think of it,” I said, gallantly palming the check. “Your delightful company at dinner was payment enough.”

		

		I really meant that. It’s not every night an author gets to hear about a fatal blowjob from an eighteen-year-old beauty, especially not from the guy who died from the experience’s wife!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Settling In

		

		I slept like the proverbial log that night. No siren sounds screaming in my open window from emergency vehicles, no street noise; no big city sounds at all. Just the comforting whisper of the breeze through the tall pine trees and some crickets chirping far off in the meadow was all I heard.

		

		As a matter of fact, I awoke so refreshed that I drove right over to the Skillet and ordered myself a hearty, if somewhat high-calorie, high-cholesterol breakfast consisting of a hubcap-sized pancake, two fried eggs, plus four strips of crisp bacon. Colleen wasn’t there, of course, but Earl was and she took my order and served me some of the strongest, not terribly good coffee I’d ever had while I waited for my food.

		

		When I got back to Chelsea Meadows, I went into the office and extended my stay for at least one more night, and then set up my laptop in my room. Against all odds, the tiny resort turned out to have a fairly decent WI-FI connection.

		

		After checking emails and my current book sales on Amazon, I popped in a thumb drive and got down to work on my latest novel. The words seemed to flow like warm honey that morning!

		

		When I finally quit, just before lunch, I was shocked to find that I had produced over three-thousand, usable words for the day! I’m usually a very slow writer—five hundred words is a good day for me under normal circumstances—so I was all but bowled over by today’s output!

		

		Disbelievingly, I reviewed what I had written and found it to be alright. Indeed, it was alright as hell! And that left me feeling little short of gob-smacked.

		

		If I could do that every day, I’d finish this book in weeks, not months! I told myself. What a fucking rush!

		

		Not wanting to jinx myself, I put the laptop away and got up from the table. I heard a splash outside, which no doubt meant some brave soul was using the pool, so I went over to the window and looked out.

		

		Sure enough, Colleen was just exiting the swimming pool via the cement steps in shallow end. She looked magnificent in her tiny black bikini!

		

		“Holy fuck,” I whispered aloud, “she may not be a spring chicken anymore, but look at that cute little body!”

		

		Her breasts weren’t at all big, but they were just perfect for her build. And while her legs weren’t exactly long, they were without flaw as well. And that ass!

		

		It had to be seen to be believed. Her wet bikini clung to her curves like paint to a wall, highlighting just how round and shapely her butt really was!

		

		Jesus, I don’t care if she is over forty, I sighed to myself as I feasted my eyes on her nearly naked frame; she’s fucking perfect!

		

		Colleen turned out to have that sense that some attractive women develop over the years: they seem to be able to feel it when someone is ogling them. She turned her head toward the motel and examined the windows carefully until she came to mine.

		

		Instead of looking shocked to find it was me who was openly leering at her, she broke into a huge smile, saying, “Hey, it’s a beautiful day, Lee! Why don’t you throw on your suit and join me?”

		

		I may not be a Rhodes Scholar, but I know a good offer when I hear one! Leaning nearer the screen, I shouted out the open window, “Just give me a minute to change into my suit, and I’m right with you!”

		

		I don’t want to give any false impressions here: I’m not what you’d call a super-hung guy. But my dick is fairly wide and it’s just a shade over seven inches long.

		

		Like I said, it’s not porn actor huge but it is hard to miss in a swimsuit when it’s more than half hard—the way it was right now—so I realized that I’d have to hang around in the room for a little while longer, waiting for it to return to its normal limp state before joining her. During the wait, I made sure to stay well away from that window--and the sight of Colleen in that tiny bikini of hers--to hasten the process along!

		

		****

		

		“So, I’m surprised you can afford the time to take this little noon-time dip,” I said as I entered the all but deserted—save for Colleen—pool area.

		

		“As I said last night at dinner, we’re full up, so I don’t have to constantly monitor the desk, the way I would when we have a vacancy.”

		

		“What about answering the phone?”

		

		She pointed to a cell phone lying on a nearby plastic table and said, “I forwarded it to my cell.”

		

		I looked around and didn’t see a maid pushing a laundry cart, so I asked, “How about the rooms, don’t you have to make them up?”

		

		Colleen smiled and said, “I just love this ecologically-aware, modern age we seem to be living in. Most of my guests are just like you; they don’t want anything but the trash dumped, maybe a fresh bar of soap, and some coffee for the in-room coffee maker, if they’re going to be staying more than one night. All that takes no time at all, when compared to changing out all of the towels and linens, vacuuming the rugs, mopping the floors—the way I’d have to do if a new guest was checking in that day.”

		

		“I take it you get a lot of more-than-one-nights stays, then?”

		

		“Oodles of them,” Colleen announced happily, “they make up the bulk of my business.”

		

		I looked around at the spacious meadow, the blue sky and the tall pine trees before I said, “Well, I’d have to agree that it’s a lovely spot for a motel. But what do people find to do around here? They can’t all be solitary writers, like me.”

		

		“Oh, you’d be surprised,” Colleen said, walking over to the deep end of the small pool, “there are those that enjoy bird-watching, fishing, hiking, and driving the short distance up to see Lassen National Park. And in the winter, there are always a lot of cross-country skiers and snow enthusiasts.”

		

		“What about those…other attractions you mentioned last night at dinner?” I teased her, my eyes twinkling mischievously.

		

		“Stick around and I’m sure you’ll experience them for yourself,” she whispered, just before she dove in. “I like the way you look in a swimsuit, Lee!”

		

		Not half as much as the way I like the way YOU look in that one, I’ll bet, I thought as I watched her knife into the water and swim a lap underneath the surface before coming up for air…

		

		****

		

		“I have to admit, this doesn’t suck,” I said contentedly as I took a sip of my Corona in the late afternoon sun.

		

		I sat next to Colleen, under the shade offered by the roof which ran along in the sidewalk out in front of the cabins. We were sitting in two of the white plastic lawn chairs we’d carried over from the pool area, and we had them tipped back against the wall of my cabin, our feet dangling downward, toward the walkway, as we drank our cold beers.

		

		“I have a great life up here, when you really think about it,” she told me, taking a big pull of her Mexican brew. “The motel was paid for ages ago, so it’s all free and clear: no mortgage payments for me to worry about.”

		

		She grinned over at me and said, “And you’ve seen the rooms; nothing fancy required to maintain those babies. The last major expense I had a few years back was the flat screen TV’s, and those were paid off long ago.”

		

		“I see. So, the room rentals are nearly pure profit?” I mused aloud as I finished my beer.

		

		“Nearly; oh, I pay a local girl to help me clean the rooms once in a while—when I get an influx of one-night rentals--and to watch the desk whenever I want a night away from this place.”

		

		I smiled at her and asked, “Where do you go…what do you do on those infrequent nights off?”

		

		“Reno, sometimes, or even Lake Tahoe,” she answered. “I like to get all dressed up and see a show once in a while, or go gambling with some of those squirreled-away profits.”

		

		“Do you go alone, or is there a lucky local guy somewhere who squires you to the casinos?”

		

		“No one local, that’s for sure,” she confided, finishing up her beer, “everyone knows everyone in these hills, or is somebody’s second cousin. And all of them love to gossip.”

		

		“So, you only date out of towners, huh?” I noted with interest.

		

		“I wouldn’t call those little excursions ‘dates’,” she corrected me with a minx-like smile.

		

		I didn’t know how to reply to that, so I didn’t. Colleen dropped her voice and said, “I’m usually able to meet someone I like at the Lake or in Reno. We might hook up and go gambling, maybe to dinner, or do a little dancing; see a show together.”

		

		She put her chair’s front legs back on the ground and leaned into me, saying: “And then I fuck their lights out up in their hotel room or in mine afterward: it’s as simple as that!”

		

		I gasped at her frankness but she her smile only deepened as she asked, “Would you like another beer? I’m going to have one.”

		

		****

		

		I wrote like a demon again the next day, after another “stick-to-your-ribs, clog-your-arteries” breakfast at the Skillet. No bikini sightings at lunch that day—I guess Colleen was too busy to sun herself by the pool—but we did end up eating lunch together in her small kitchen.

		

		Lunch consisted of Oscar Meyer deli-meat sandwiches on wheat bread and a handful of potato chips; washed down by more Corona. We were nearly out of that, so I made a mental note to drive into Mineral and pick up another couple of six packs later today.

		

		Hoping to get her talking about her rather free and open lifestyle once more, I said, “How long has it been since you had a night out in Reno?”

		

		“Too damn long,” Colleen sighed and drank more of her beer.

		

		“The winters must get pretty long up here,” I offered in response, thinking about an obviously hot-blooded woman like Colleen all alone in such a desolate spot during the winter months.

		

		“Oh, I find things to do to keep me busy,” she said without bothering to explain herself, “never fear.”

		

		“I sense, somehow, that you do,” I replied, giving her my flirtiest smile.

		

		She returned it, saying, “You seem to get me, Lee, the way most guys don’t.”

		

		I felt my dick becoming hard inside my trousers as I sparred with this forty-something year old, coquettish woman with her short dark shag cut exhibiting the occasional gray hair, and her flashing green eyes. I thought to myself, I don’t totally…GET you, but I’d love to get you into my bed some night real soon, you little cougar, you!

		

		Instead, I said aloud, “Well, I can’t claim to have figured you out just yet, Colleen. But I’m working on it.”

		

		“A girl can’t ask for more than that from a man,” she said, her eyes still flashing with mischief as she spoke, “another beer for you?”

		

		I nodded that I wouldn’t mind one and she got up from the table to fetch them. As she was closing the refrigerator door, she asked, “How’s the writing coming along?”

		

		“Good…great, in fact,” I admitted, “I did over three-thousand words again this morning.’

		

		“Three-thousand, is that a lot?” She asked the question as she sat back down and pried the caps off our bottles, handing an open beer to me. “It sounds like a lot to me, but then I’m no expert on the subject.”

		

		“It’s a lot more than I usually manage, believe me,” I said, accepting the cold beer gratefully, “and I am somewhat of an expert, when it comes to words typed in day.”

		

		“What’s your book about?” She asked.

		

		I smiled and said, “Well, it was going to be about a solitary guy and how he eventually made peace with his lonely existence.”

		

		After pausing to take a sip of my new beer, I continued with: “But now I’m thinking of introducing a new character…an older woman who changes his life totally. But I don’t know what that would do to the story arc.”

		

		Colleen smiled. She hadn’t taken offence to my reference to an “older” woman, much to my relief.

		

		She said, “I guess writing fiction is a lot like real life then, isn’t it: we never seem to know when a big change is coming, now do we?”

		

		****

		

		I’d dined alone at the Skillet that night, after Colleen had begged off due to a late-arriving guest. Earl was there; ready to wait on me as usual.

		

		We’d gotten to be on first name basis somewhere over the past few days. It had just happened, somehow.

		

		Since I took most of my meals in the tiny diner, getting to know my fellow inhabitants just seemed the natural thing to do. The cook’s name was Tiny and—you guessed it—he was anything but!

		

		Tall and stoop-shouldered, with an enormous gut, he shuffled about in the small kitchen turning out a steady diet of ham and eggs, chicken-fried steak, and hash-brown potatoes. Tiny may have looked like he’d just stepped off the bus from Appalachia, with his missing teeth and untidy black beard, but he was a master at turning out the toothsome but fat-drenched meals the Skillet specialized in.

		

		I hadn’t brought along a scale, but I was pretty sure I’d already gained a few pounds, due to Tiny’s cooking and all the Coronas I’d polished off while in Colleen’s charming company. Taking stock of where I was in my life that night at dinner, I discovered—to my mild amazement—that I was happier than I’d been in a long time!

		

		The new book was going sensationally. I was sleeping great and, within the limits of Tiny’s abilities in the kitchen, I was well fed.

		

		I resolved to start doing some running in the early mornings to counteract all the greasy food I was ingesting—highway Thirty-Six was all but deserted anyway; the perfect place to jog a few miles—before I adjourned to the Skillet for my morning meal. Even with my imperfect diet, I figured I could stay in halfway decent shape by exercising a little more and ordering cereal and milk a few times a week, instead of all those pancake, egg, and bacon breakfasts…

		

		****

		

		The one thing I was lacking was female companionship. After a week, even Earl was starting to look better to me!

		

		I must confess, I whipped my stiff cock off a few nights, daydreaming about Colleen and what lay underneath that brief bikini. At thirty-three, I was much too young for her and she was much too old for me: but I had to admit that I was attracted as hell to her anyway!

		

		It’s the isolation of this place, I kept telling myself—especially on those nights when I’d beat my meat fantasizing about myself and Colleen getting it on together—but I seemed to sense that wasn’t entirely accurate.

		

		Truth be told, even though I was reasonably good-looking and unattached, I didn’t have what I’d call a steady girlfriend back in the City. Oh, don’t get me wrong; I had a few girls I that I was fond of, and they were equally fond of me.

		

		But it was nothing serious going on between us and we all knew it. I was just someone the girls could call when they got to feeling too horny for their vibrators to totally take care of the problem anymore.

		

		And they were just attractive ladies with warm, available pussies in which I could drop the occasional load when I felt the need to do so. All it took was my buying them a nice dinner out somewhere, or two tickets to a popular play or a hot concert.

		

		It wasn’t going to develop into anything serious with any of them. I knew it, and so did they.

		

		It’s funny. The casualness and impermanence of my sexual situation hadn’t bothered me at all back in the City.

		

		I rarely gave it a second thought.

		

		But here--stretched out in my queen-sized guest bed, staring up into the midnight darkness of the cabin, my freshly jacked off dick still in my hand, cooling semen puddling in my pubic fur—I found myself ruminating about relationships. Did I even want one; a serious one, I mean?

		

		Or would I be content to simply go on the way I had been; whacking off occasionally when willing pussy wasn’t available, daydreaming about fucking a woman so much older than me...

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Well, Hello There!

		

		“You always want to talk about me, never yourself,” Colleen said as we sat eating Chinese food in the number one rated restaurant in Susanville, California, a place called the Happy Garden.

		

		Susanville was around sixty miles from Chelsea Meadows—but the road leading over to this small town was a twisty, two-lane affair, which wound through miles of dense pine forest, and it had taken well over an hour for the two of us to make the trip—so even this modest meal constituted a big night out for Colleen. She was paying the local girl to watch the front desk tonight, so we could make the short, mountainous drive together in my Jag and dine at the Happy Garden.

		

		“What’s there to say?” I responded, making a show of digging into the restaurant’s extremely mediocre Chinese fare with far more gusto than I really felt.

		

		After all, I live in San Francisco, where legendary Chinese food is available on almost every street corner. But I was careful not to slight this small, family-run place in front of Colleen, knowing she’d spent a good deal of her life in these mountains, where the Happy Garden was considered the epitome of fine dining.

		

		“Well, for example, have you ever been married?” Colleen asked me, taking a bite of her entrée.

		

		“For two miserable years, right out of college,” I admitted with a sigh, after taking a big pull on my beer. “She was someone I met at school and fell in love with. I was convinced I simply couldn’t live without her.”

		

		“What happened?”

		

		“I rapidly found that not to be true, once we were married,” I said, eating some more of the so-so food in front of me. “That last year we spent together was a living hell for both of us; marriage counseling, a trial separation that quickly became permanent; then the unpleasant and acrimonious task of splitting up our household goods--she got the toaster oven, I got the microwave—and settling up our financial affairs.”

		

		Colleen nodded morosely, as if she’d heard it all before, which she no doubt had. The story of my short, unhappy marriage was by no means unique.

		

		I brightened as I said, “I got the better deal. That toaster oven that she kept was a piece of shit, but the microwave has turned out to be pretty decent!”

		

		“You goof,” Colleen whispered with a smile, “can’t you ever be serious about anything?”

		

		“I don’t want to be serious,” I told her, finishing my beer and gesturing with the empty bottle at the passing waitress, signaling her to bring us two more.

		

		Turning back to Colleen, I said, “I want another beer, a chance at those video poker machines you told me about over at the local Indian casino, and a nightcap back at your place; in that order, if you please!”

		

		“We have got a few units of the California Highway Patrol posted up here in the mountains,” she cautioned me with a wry smile, draining what was left of her own beer. “Too many of these and one of them will give you just as stiff a ticket as you might get back in San Francisco for driving under the influence!”

		

		****

		

		The Diamond Mountain Casino, on the outskirts of tiny Susanville, California, turned out to be like many of the small-town, native-owned casinos which have sprung up all over the state in the last two decades or so. It was mildly garish with touches of neon, its atmosphere dense with cigarette smoke—and it was full of local people and tourists who all seemed intent on winning a fortune, but only seemed to be succeeding in making the indigenous population of Maidu, Pitt River, Paiute, and Washoe natives a bit flusher.

		

		Colleen and I wasted our money on the dollar video poker machines for an hour or so before deciding not to increase the Indians’ wealth by any more for that evening. We laughed and talked as we played and ordered two more cocktails each, manhattans for her and a pair of Beefeater martinis for me.

		

		“Well, now that we’re good and tipsy, I suppose you should drive us back to my place,” Colleen said as nine o’clock approached.

		

		“That sounds like a plan,” I told her, finishing up my martini. “I’d hate to pay the taxi bill between here and Chelsea Meadows. And I’m sure you’re too busy to run me back over here tomorrow to pick up my Jag, even if I did.”

		

		“I probably will be,” she acknowledged, setting her empty cocktail glass down. “Just see that you go the speed limit between here and home. I bet that fancy car of yours attracts cops like a magnet attracts metal anyway. Did you have to buy a red one?”

		

		“It’s not red…it’s more of a burgundy color,” I defended my choice of paint colors. “It was the only one on the lot with the features I wanted. And besides, I’m leasing it, not buying it. I can’t afford to own a Jaguar! I’m merely an author; not a best-selling author: there’s a big difference!”

		

		She laughed and said, “This book you’re working on right now may be your big breakthrough. You never know.”

		

		“It might be,” I agreed, putting my arm loosely over her shoulders, guiding her steps as we wended our way through the crowded casino and toward the front doors. “I have a good feeling about it.”

		

		Once outside, we walked over to my Jag and I hit the key fob, opening the locks. As I held her door open for her, I told her, “But I have to warn you. I’ve had a good feeling about all my books before they were published, or I wouldn’t have released them in the first place. And none of them has been the big winner I’d hoped it would be.”

		

		“Maybe this one is the one you’ve been waiting for,” she insisted as we drove out of the parking lot, headed back toward Chelsea Meadow.

		

		“I sure hope so,” I told her as I steered the car through the short few blocks that made up downtown Susanville. “It’s about time I hit the jackpot.”

		

		“Well, you’re more likely to do that with one of your books than you are in that casino!” Colleen laughed.

		

		“Yeah, that’s for sure,” I said, laughing along with her as we climbed the steep hill leading up out of the tiny mountain metropolis. “Those damned Indians really got their revenge on the white devils tonight! I’m down about a hundred and fifty bucks; how about you?”

		

		“About the same,” Colleen answered, sounding as if she didn’t care. “But it was still lovely to have a night out with a handsome young man!”

		

		Hearing her say that made me feel inordinately good as I drove carefully onward through the dark mountain night. I told myself happily: Colleen thinks I’m handsome! That probably means she needs to get her eyes examined, but I’m sure not going to be the one to point that out to her!

		

		I drove much slower--now that it was pitch black--than I had on the trip over to Susanville a few hours earlier. It had been late afternoon then, and the big pine trees on either side of the road had been heavily shaded in the gathering dusk but still readily visible.

		

		Now it was as dark as the inside of a coal mine on both sides of the car. And you just never knew when deer were going to dart out of the trees and across the narrow two-lane highway.

		

		Plus, I really was apprehensive about getting a DUI if I were to get pulled over for exceeding the speed limit. Those tickets were invariably good for a year without your driver’s license and a huge fine, in addition to large legal fees for your defense and maybe even some jail time on top of all that!

		

		The trip back to Colleen’s resort was spent in mindless conversation with a lot of easy silences thrown into the mix. I had come to feel very comfortable with this woman, and I sensed that she felt the same way with me.

		

		I tried not to read anything into that. After all, Colleen made her living by interacting with strangers on a daily basis. She was comfortable with most people; I had to keep reminding myself...

		

		****

		

		“Oh, bringing out the good stuff now, are we?” I kidded her.

		

		We were standing in her kitchen and she had just put a large bottle of Crown Royal down on the counter top as she got out two tall highball glasses. She smiled at me as she filled the glasses with ice cubes and the ultra-smooth Canadian whiskey said, “Only the best for a guy who takes me all the way to Susanville for dinner.”

		

		“Ah, yes; far away, exotic Susanville,” I teased her as she poured. “What would the man get who spirited you away to Reno, I wonder, or to Lake Tahoe for the night?”

		

		“He’d get treated right, let me assure you,” Colleen said, green eyes sparkling with mischief as she handed me the glass of Crown.

		

		“What about a guy who took you all the way to San Francisco for a long weekend, or even went as far as to fly you down to the Mexican Riviera for a week of fun on the beach?”

		

		“Him…I’d have to make sure I fucked nearly to death,” Colleen replied with a sexy little smile.

		

		“Jesus, what a way to die,” I sighed as she went up onto her tiptoes so that she could kiss me.

		

		Our first kiss was long and lingering, and it featured lots and lots of tongue action! My dick was nearly tearing a hole in my slacks as we stood there, our bodies pressed together in her kitchen, untasted glasses of whiskey dangling from our fingertips, locked in the torrid embrace as we made out like two horny highs school kids.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that was sweet,” she complimented me with a big sigh as she broke off the kiss and took a huge hit of her whiskey, her eyes never leaving mine, “just like I knew it would be.”

		

		“Can I stay the night?” I asked boldly, after taking a big cut of my own whiskey.

		

		“Of course you can,” she replied teasingly, “in cabin number three!”

		

		“I just thought…after that scorcher of a kiss,” I stammered awkwardly, feeling somewhat like a pushy horse’s ass for asking such a presumptive question in the first place.

		

		“This was supposed to be just a nightcap,” she coyly reminded me, a tiny smile playing across her sensuous lips, “that’s all I promised you, remember?”

		

		“Well, thanks for the drink, then,” I said, tipping up the glass in embarrassment and inhaling what was left of my Crown Royal.

		

		“Any time,” she said, taking the glass from me and putting it in the sink. “You know where I live.”

		

		****

		

		I can’t believe I struck out that badly just now! I was kicking myself mentally as I made the short walk back to cabin three. That was the single hottest kiss I’ve had in years, and she seemed so friendly…so inviting on the ride back over here!

		

		“Women,” I muttered to myself as I opened my cabin door moments later, “who the fuck can understand them, no matter what age they are?”

		

		Angrily, I yanked off my sport coat and tossed in onto a chair. Going into the tiny bathroom, I quickly brushed my teeth and removed the rest of my clothes.

		

		I’d taken to sleeping in the nude a few years back: it just feels so free, so sensual, somehow, to be in between the sheets with nary a pajama in sight. Turning out the light, I got under the covers and tossed and turned for a while.

		

		My hard on came back as I remembered the pleasant sensation of Colleen’s lips on mine, the titillating feeling of her tongue gliding inside my mouth. I threw back the covers and began whacking off, daydreaming about Colleen sharing this bed with me!

		

		It didn’t take long for me to come. Tiny’s greasy cuisine seemed to be agreeing with my body, as far as increasing its ability to manufacture semen went anyway!

		

		Rich, long ropes of the pearly fluid shot up out of my dick as I stroked it, landing on my naked belly and clear up onto my chest. I moaned, thinking of how much better it would feel to be shooting this big load into Colleen’s tight little pussy.

		

		After the heavenly sensations ceased, I got up and took a quick shower to wash the come off me. After drying my temporarily sated body, I returned to bed and fell instantly asleep.

		

		I was awakened well after midnight by the sound of a deadbolt turning…

		

		****

		

		“Well, hello there,” I panted as I gasped for breath when the long, sensual kiss finally ended. “What made you change your mind?”

		

		“I didn’t change anything,” Colleen assured me, “but I wanted to be with you in your room for our first time together.”

		

		I caught a glint of the moonlight shinning off her teeth as she smiled and said, “A guy has to earn bed privileges with me at my house. Now, why don’t you show me what you got, hot stuff?”

		

		With a growl of pure lust, I was on her once again! We rolled about on the bed kissing madly and rubbing our naked bodies together; first her on top, then me!

		

		Somewhere along the way, my hard dick entered her very wet, very snug little pussy and we began to fuck. I would say we began to make love, but that more gentle description would have been wrong!

		

		What the two of us were doing was fucking: there was no doubt about that! And she turned out to be the wildest woman I had ever been to bed with, when it came to her abilities in that area!

		

		Colleen could ride my fat cock with the best of them, tossing her head back and moaning at how good it felt to be sliding up and down atop my hardness. She leaned forward and trailed her exquisite little nipples across my chest while urging me to fuck her deeper; fuck her harder, fuck her faster!

		

		I turned her onto her back, my prick never leaving her gripping pussy, as I tried to nail her body to the mattress. She merely sighed and kissed me even harder, her tongue going crazy against mine as we fucked and fucked!

		

		Her line about the Chelsea Meadow Resort having certain… ‘attractions’ that other places simply could not match came back to me and I almost laughed out loud as I remembered her saying it. She had been oh, so right about that, as it turned out…

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		New And Exciting

		

		“Will I be seeing you again tonight?” I wanted to know as she left my bed early the next morning.

		

		“You’ll no doubt be seeing me throughout the whole day,” she told me with an impish grin. “You forget; this isn’t a big resort!”

		

		“You know what I mean!” My voice reflected my exasperation at her teasing, as well as my out-and-out hunger to share a bed with her again!

		

		“Listen for the sound of the deadbolt turning,” she replied coquettishly at last, her smile having turned tantalizing--but none too reassuring--as she got back into her discarded clothes.

		

		“I have to…see you again!” I pleaded.

		

		“I told you before; you’re likely to be seeing me all day long,” she insisted, starting for the door.

		

		“Lunch…couldn’t we at least eat lunch together?”

		

		“Only if you bring the beer,” she said by way of a good-bye, and then she was gone…

		

		****

		

		I vaulted out of bed soon after the sun came up, got into my work out clothes, and ran two miles before breakfast. As I ran, I told myself incredulously, I’m as happy as I’ve ever been in my entire life! Last night was fantastic! SHE’S fantastic!

		

		I knew she was too old for me and that I was still too young for her for this ever to work out—as far as the two of us ever forming a lasting relationship went. But the sex last night had been little short of a religious experience, it had been so good: and I found that I was simply dying for more of it!

		

		At thirty-three, I’d been fucked plenty of times before. I’d had my cock sucked off a goodly number of times as well.

		

		Hell, I’d been married to a gorgeous, if somewhat mercurial woman for two years and we’d enjoyed a blistering sex life together—at first, anyway. And I’d knocked off my first piece of ass at fourteen—with a lovely, flat-chested classmate of mine named Dina, who’d been infatuated with me: to this day I still can’t figure out why.

		

		But like most perpetually-horny teenage boys, I’d gladly taken what she was offering and never looked back.

		

		The fact remained, however, that I’d never been fucked as well as I’d been fucked last night! Here…up in these God-forsaken mountains…by a woman who was far too old for me…

		

		****

		

		That morning, I ate like a horse, ran like the Devil himself was chasing me, and wrote like Hemingway, smiling all the while! I’d showered and shaved along the way, and after putting my laptop aside, I drove into Mineral and bought a case of cold Coronas.

		

		“The beer is here,” I called into the kitchen at around noon through the screen door, case in hand.

		

		“The sandwiches are all ready,” Colleen’s voice answered me through that same screen.

		

		Opening the door and setting the beer down on the kitchen table, I swept her into my arms and kissed her. We stayed that way for what I’d judge to be ninety seconds or so before Colleen pushed me gently away, whispering, “Do you want this fucking ham and cheese sandwich I’ve made for you or not?”

		

		“Not half as much as I want you,” I murmured back, staring down at her lovely elfin face like a heartsick schoolboy.

		

		“Listen for that deadbolt tonight and keep hope in your heart,” she replied impishly, picking up her plate from the counter and sitting down at the table. “That’s the best advice I can give you.”

		

		Moving the case of Corona off the table and down onto an unused kitchen chair, I kept two out for us to drink with lunch. As I opened them and sat down with my plate of food, I assured her, “I’ll be listening like crazy and my heart will be overflowing with hope.”

		

		She grinned over at me, took her Corona and downed a big swallow of it, saying, “That’s a good boy. And in my experience, sometimes good boys get big rewards…”

		

		****

		

		I heard the much-awaited sound of the deadbolt sliding open just after midnight. My cock was already half hard in anticipation, but I had easily avoided jacking off tonight, hoping to experience the real thing once more and not merely a fantasy…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, you’re tight back here!” I moaned in ecstasy as my hard cock nudged its way through the snug little ring of muscle surrounding her anus and slid inside.

		

		“I ought to be,” she sighed as I fully berthed my well-lubed shaft in her backdoor, “I don’t let just anyone do this, you know!”

		

		“I can see why,” I murmured as I blissfully began to fuck her in her tight little ass. “This is a treasure not to be given away lightly.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’re as good at this as I somehow knew you would be,” she complimented me as I sawed back and forth; teasing her clit with one hand and her downward-hanging nipples with the other while I moved inside her. “You know just how to treat a lady.”

		

		“And you know how to treat a man!” I gasped as I felt her anal sheath gobbling me up, the way no woman’s ever had before. “God, Colleen, you’re incredible in bed!”

		

		“Years of practice, sweetie,” she purred back over her shoulder as she effortlessly fucked me back. “Now really give it to me! Light my ass up with your hot fucking!”

		

		I tightened my finger-hold on her nipple, squeezing the tiny nubbin and rolling it about between my index finger and thumb as I diddled her clit with my other hand. Colleen was so juicy down there by now that I actually heard a sort of splashing sound as I lightly brushed her clit again and again.

		

		“Oh, oh, God; that feels so nice,” she murmured, really getting into the way I was pummeling her ass with my fat cock while I stimulated her other erotic zones.

		

		We were really fucking now! My prick flew up and back in her lubed up, ever-tightening asshole; my thighs slapped noisily up against hers in a staccato rhythm that was as old as Time itself.

		

		Colleen threw back her head and whinnied like a mare getting bred by her stallion as she started to come. I moaned myself and held off from shooting my load into her bowels until I was sure she was had gone over the top

		

		“Oh, oh, take it, you hot little bitch!” I growled at last as I started to come deep inside her ass. “Take it all!”

		

		She whined and scraped at the sheet with her fingernails as she continued to climax right along with me. Glancing back over her shoulder, she whispered, “Give to me, you young stud! Fill me up with your hot spunk!”

		

		I bucked my dick all the way into her, my thighs pressed up against her ass cheeks as pumped another huge wad of come into her tight confines…

		

		****

		

		“When did you first start doing anal?” I asked, staring over at her in something like awe.

		

		We were both still a little damp from our recent shower. She tossed her wet, dark hair in defiance and said, “We knew all about exotic stuff, like anal sex, back in the Pleistocene age, when I was still a teenager, believe it or not. It’s not exactly a new idea!”

		

		I chuckled at her gentle put down, asking her, “Were there still dinosaurs running around when you were a kid?”

		

		“And saber-toothed tigers roared every night outside my folks’ cave, too,” she said sarcastically, reaching over and mussing my hair as she spoke.

		

		“What sort of music did you listen to way back then, when you were growing up?” I asked her, curious but still in a playful, teasing mood. “Were there just the tribal drums around the old campfire, or had rock music been invented by then?”

		

		“The hottest groups on the rock and roll scene when I was a teenager were people like Nirvana, the Red-Hot Chili Peppers, and Bon Jovi was still around back then believe it or not,” Colleen told me.

		

		I laughed and said, “They’re still around today! They’re doing a summer tour; I think I read someplace recently.”

		

		“What…are they using walkers and canes to get around on stage?”

		

		“No, you must be thinking of the Rolling Stones,” I kidded her.

		

		“Hell, Mick and those guys were already ancient when I was a kid!”

		

		We just looked at each other for long moments after that. Finally, my gaze sweeping from those perky little tits of hers to her carefully trimmed and shaped pubic triangle of hair, I said, “You’re still not old. You’re the single hottest woman I’ve ever met!”

		

		Colleen smiled and murmured, “Well then, why don’t you come here, and let me show you just how hot I can be, junior?”

		

		****

		

		“F-Fuck…you’re good at that!” I wailed as I started to come in her mouth minutes later.

		

		Colleen was on her stomach, sucking my dick as if she simply couldn’t get enough of it! I was coming like a sheared off fire hydrant inside her sucking lips and she was noisily swallowing every drop!

		

		I remembered my very first blowjob in that instant. I’d lucked into my first, for-real suck-off and swallow blowjob at fifteen. I was spending the night at a friend’s house and his slut of an eighteen year old sister—who was supposed to be keeping an eye on us for his folks, who’d gone out that night—elected to get drunk with us instead and sucked both of us off, after we’d all gotten naked together!

		

		A case of real incest there--I don’t think that was the first time or the last that those two had gotten naked together—but that’s a story for another time and place. The whole experience had been a little kinky, to say the least, and that had probably made my first-ever blowjob even more exciting.

		

		I’d had quite a few of them since then, from different girls and women throughout the intervening years. But none of those gals were as good with their lips and tongue as Colleen!

		

		“N-No more,” I wheezed as she licked up the last little drop of come from my rapidly deflating dick.

		

		“Your spunk is so tasty,” she sighed as she let my spent prick drop harmlessly onto my emptied ball sac. “I’d like another helping before morning, if you please, my darling Lee.”

		

		I can do that, I assured myself mentally. I’ve only come twice so far tonight. I’m still a young man; I’m good for a lot more orgasms than that!

		

		“I have big plans for you tonight,” she cooed, coming up onto her hands and knees and moving up my sprawled-out body.

		

		In the darkness of the cabin, I could still see well enough to know that she had a hungry, almost predatory look on her cute little face as she eyed me. It felt almost as if I was a full meal and she hadn’t eaten in quite a while…

		

		****

		

		“Guh-God,” I heard myself gasp, “that’s so fucking nasty!”

		

		We had been sixty-nining with one another, but Colleen had abruptly upped the ante just now. Her tongue was now worming its way up my asshole!

		

		I shuddered as she expertly rimmed me. Not every girl knew how to do that: and none of them, at least in my experience, knew how to do it half as well as Colleen did!

		

		This…this woman does it ALL! I told myself disbelievingly as her tongue slid in and out of my ass pucker. She’s incredible! I’ve never had such hot sex in my whole life!

		

		“How about this, baby; do you like this?” Her voice inquired as I felt her tongue being replaced by her finger in my ass. And then her fingertip found my prostate!

		

		I started to tell her I loved it, but just then she sucked my entire dick into her talented mouth and began to lave my sensitive cock head with that devilish tongue of hers while she blew me and toyed with my prostate.

		

		I thought my head would explode! I dove into her soupy pussy once more and licked like a mad man as she treated me to a full demonstration of just how taboo and nasty a blowjob could really be!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, that’s it!” She shrieked as I drilled her cunt furiously. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard and make me come again!”

		

		It was four in the morning and I was balling her like some sort of out-of-control sex machine! I had long ago lost the ability to come but not, apparently, the ability to fuck like a crazy person!

		

		All I knew was that Colleen was the hottest woman on earth and it was my duty…indeed, it was my unique privilege to keep getting her off until one of us either passed out or died!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Picnic

		

		“Would you like to go on a picnic with me today?” Colleen voice was bright and maddeningly cheerful as she swung her short little legs out of bed at just before six that morning.

		

		“P-Picnic, you want to go on a picnic today?” I barely managed to wheeze out the question, still completely wrung out from last night.

		

		My voice sounded as if the word “picnic” was completely foreign to me; like I’d never heard it before, much less understood what it meant. I struggled up onto one elbow and gazed up at her as she hurried into her clothes.

		

		“I thought I’d make some potato salad and some sandwiches,” she went on breezily, flashing me that devastating smile of hers, “maybe toss in a few Coronas. We could go swimming…no suits necessary; I know of a swimming hole on Deer Creek that’s perfect for skinny-dipping.”

		

		That all sounded wonderful to part of my brain; the small part that hadn’t been fucked senseless by this pixie-sized woman last night. She was like this tiny ball of manic energy! Didn’t she ever get tired? Didn’t she need to rest?

		

		“What about the office?” I asked, hoping to gain a postponement of our proposed alfresco dining adventure.

		

		“Oh, I can always call Claire to watch that for me while we’re away,” Colleen assured me with a grin. “Shall we say one o’clock?”

		

		****

		

		She laughed when I suggested we take my Jag, saying, “Honey, that expensive British pussy-wagon of yours would get high-centered on the first big rock we came to on the logging road I have in mind. Trust me on that one!”

		

		So instead we hopped into her late-model GMC pick up—which was jacked up way off the ground and had huge mud and snow tires mounted on its over-sized wheels—and off we went. The forest-green GMC was noisy and awkward on the highway, but once we turned off onto a logging road that was only a little wider and better maintained than a deer trail, the big Jimmy truck with its four-wheel-drive soon showed me what it was made of!

		

		Thick clouds of brown mountain dust formed on both sides of the cab as we bounced and swayed along the rough path. Miles past the point where my Jag would have given up the ghost, its oil pan no doubt punctured by some huge rock, we were still pitching merrily along.

		

		“How far away is this picnic spot?” I inquired amid the bone-rattling clatter of the truck negotiating a particularly rough spot in the long-abandoned logging road.

		

		“Oh, I’d say it’s about a mile from here,” Colleen answered cheerfully, wrestling with the wheel, obviously enjoying herself immensely.

		

		“Well, it’s remote enough for nude swimming, I’ll give it that,” I yelled to her as we fought our way up the ‘road’ that was more like a goat path at this point.

		

		“You can never tell,” she replied, grinning. “Some of these fishermen will walk a creek five miles in order to catch themselves a limit of trout!”

		

		Hardy fuckers, I groused to myself, holding on to the hand-grips provided by GMC.

		

		I bought all my fish at the supermarket at home in San Francisco, or down at the wharf if I was craving seafood. I had been camping with a pal of mine a few times over the years; and I’d done some fly fishing on a lake up in Canada one summer long ago.

		

		Not exactly Daniel Boone, I know. But I could pitch a tent and make a decent campfire.

		

		Looking over at Colleen, I was struck by how at home she seemed in these mountains. I was fairly confident that she could throw together a much better campsite than I ever could, and effortlessly lay a fire which would put my best efforts to shame!

		

		****

		

		We parked the truck about a quarter mile from the little mountain stream that was Deer Creek and walked in from there. It wasn’t much of a hike.

		

		The ground was relatively flat and brush-free. We made our way through the towering pines, me carrying a cooler full of ice and beer, and she managing the picnic basket filled with home-made goodies for our lunch.

		

		We came around a large rock and there it was! The most beautiful wide spot in the fast-flowing stream you could ever want!

		

		“We’re here,” Colleen said, setting the basket on the ground and opening it up. “Let’s eat. Then let’s swim a little.”

		

		She ignored the open picnic basket for a moment, sidling instead up to me. I had set the cooler down next to the basket, so I was able to take her in my arms.

		

		“Then…let’s fuck!” She said, going up onto her tiptoes to kiss me…

		

		****

		

		That’s exactly what we did! The lunch was delicious—her home-made potato salad was simply the best I’d ever eaten—the stream was cold as only a free running mountain creek can be.

		

		And the sex was sensational! Out in the open like this, both of us naked and lying on the same big ground cloth we’d used for the picnic, the food long consumed along with a few Coronas, the remains of the meal had been tucked back inside the basket which had been shoved out of the way.

		

		Colleen looked magnificent beside that stream. Her skin was a golden brown from long exposure to the sun in her tiny little bikini.

		

		All of her wrinkles showed in the bright sunlight, but I didn’t care! She looked tan and gorgeous and elfin, lying on the red and white checked ground cloth, sucking my hard cock for all she was worth…

		

		“Got to have you now,” I sighed, pulling my dick free of her nursing lips and rolling her over onto her back.

		

		“You can put it anywhere you want, stud,” she hissed up at me, her green eyes nearly hidden away behind her half-closed lids.

		

		“I didn’t think to bring any lube,” I apologized, still greedily drinking her beauty in.

		

		“That’s okay…hurt me a little,” she sighed, reaching up and putting her bare arms around my neck. “I don’t mind a little pain!”

		

		I fucked her in the pussy until we both came. Then, after resting up a little and her sucking me to full harness once again, I slipped it into her unlubed anus with some difficulty and rode her tiny little ass in ecstasy for long minutes.

		

		“Oh, God, it hurts!” She moaned as she got ready to come around my pistoning dick. “But it hurts so…niiiiiiiiiicccceeee!”

		

		I exploded up into her clutching ass! My come began back-washing out of her tight hole almost instantly, and I used it to lubricate her clit still further as I fingered it!

		

		Colleen whined and shuddered beneath me. She went down onto her sleek belly, her arms and legs collapsing as she just came and came.

		

		I rode her down onto the cloth and kept on fucking her! That snug little sheath, now flooded with my slippery come, felt too good to give up…

		

		****

		

		“You’re a naughty boy, Lee,” she whispered as we lay cuddled atop the cloth, the shadows of the big pine trees creeping nearer. “That’s why I like you so much!”

		

		“I like you too, Colleen,” I told her truthfully as I held her in my arms. “As I’ve said before on several occasions, you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known.”

		

		She smiled and said: “As the line in a movie that’s even older than me goes… ‘you ain’t seen nothin’ yet’…just keep on watching, why don’t you?”

		

		With that, she slid out of my arms and down my torso. Flipping over onto her stomach, she reached for my slightly soiled cock—fresh from her ass—and popped the head and about two inches of the shaft into her mouth and began to suck and lick.

		

		I moaned and fed her still more of the rapidly-inflating staff. Ass-to-mouth was so downright…nasty!

		

		I’d experienced it before, with several different women over the years, but none of them had been as sensuous…as hungry for the experience as my little Colleen! She licked and slurped at my dick until it was gloriously clean once more; then scooted back up my reclining frame and mounted up on it.

		

		“Fuck, but you’re wet!” I sighed as she enveloped me fully in the warmth and almost liquid-feeling depths of her pussy.

		

		“Sucking cock always turns me on,” she whispered as she began to ride me, “it always has, right from the first time I did it.”

		

		“How…how old were you then?” I asked, really curious as to when this most accomplished of lovers had started her long career as a man-pleaser.

		

		“Twelve, but I was about to turn thirteen in a few weeks,” she grinned down at me as her hips picked up speed.

		

		“Who was it,” I asked, intrigued by the mental image of young Colleen sucking some lucky young guy’s dick for the very first time, “if you don’t mind my asking?”

		

		“Caleb, of course,” she told me. “I swear, that boy could talk the birds right out of the trees!”

		

		“How old was he?” I wanted to know.

		

		“Thirteen, just barely,” she confided.

		

		We fucked in silence for a few moments, just enjoying the wet friction of our two bodies’ pleasure of each other. She leaned her pointy little breasts down onto my chest and whispered, “I wasn’t the first girl to blow him, you know. I was just one of many.”

		

		“God, he sounds like a lucky guy!” I marveled, thinking back on all she’d told me about her deceased husband.

		

		“Oh, he was at that,” she murmured, just before our lips met. “After all, he was married to me, wasn’t he?”

		

		****

		

		Even with the constant tossing and bucking of the big truck on the uneven dirt road, I managed to fall asleep on the drive back to Chelsea Meadows. I was that whipped!

		

		Colleen had fucked me right into the ground. And I wanted nothing more than to sleep and rest up for the remainder of the week.

		

		I’d eaten such a big picnic lunch, that I didn’t even bother going down to the Skillet for dinner that night. I simply said good-bye to Colleen in the late afternoon and went back to my cabin.

		

		Feeling a little guilty for not even attempting to write that day, I vowed to myself that I’d make up for it in the morning.

		

		In seconds, I was asleep again; not even bothering to take off my clothes. It was after ten in the evening when I awoke in the dark cabin, stripped off what I was wearing, used the john, and went back to bed.

		

		****

		

		The deadbolt turned at just after one o’clock in the morning and it was all I could do to stifle the groan I felt growing in my throat. I turned in the bed as Colleen stepped into the room, closed the door and locked it behind her, and began to strip off her clothes.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, glad to find that you’re still anxious to see me,” she murmured in a throaty whisper as her hand under the covers found my semi-erect cock. “I wasn’t at all sure you’d still be up for this, so to speak.”

		

		“I think you’ll find that I’ll always be up for you, Colleen,” I told her gallantly, half surprised at how easily her stroking hand got my dick fully hard.

		

		I’d thought myself to be thoroughly fucked out, but my stiff cock apparently thought otherwise! She kissed me and I eagerly opened my mouth for her questing tongue, her tiny hand pumping away on my now completely engorged hard on.

		

		In a few more minutes, I was not only ready for her; I was lusting after her warm, juicy little pussy! I slipped down in bed and began to eat it with abandon, her hands gripping my hair as I licked her right up toward heaven!

		

		“Oh, babe, you’re so good at that!” Colleen sighed as she got ready to come. “You lick cunt like a lesbian…and I just love it!”

		

		I chuckled to myself at the thought of a cock-crazy girl like Colleen ever sharing a bed with a lesbian and kept right on lapping up her sweet nectar…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, that’s it!” She moaned loudly. “Fuck me with that fat prick of yours! Really give it to me, and I’ll come so nice for you, Lee!”

		

		I was hammering into her from behind, lifting her small body nearly free of the bed with each of my rabid thrusts. We had been spooning together after a long and torrid fuck in the missionary position—just resting up for the next round, really—and suddenly I’d found my dick once again hard up against her silky little ass cheeks. I’d shoved it into her pussy without even thinking about it and found that snug little hole to be just as juicy and ready for me as it always was.

		

		“Oh, Lee, fuck me!” She pleaded, and I felt her pussy grasping at my sliding dick frantically.

		

		Out of my mind with passion…with the need to come myself…I reached around her and tugged her light little frame up onto mine, her boyish shag hanging in my face as I began to ball her frantically from underneath.

		

		“Ooh, oh, fuck; it goes in so deeeeeeep this way!” Colleen sighed with happiness as I fucked up into her like a mad man.

		

		My dick was dragging over her g-spot now, pushing the skin of her belly upward as I drilled up into her from underneath. I reached up around her torso and took a small breast in each hand, finding her nipples, and squeezed them mercilessly as we fucked.

		

		“G-Gaaawwwwwdddd, am I ever coming?” Colleen howled soon after that, as she began to go off around my ravaging prick.

		

		I gritted my teeth, hanging on for long seconds until I was sure she’d reached the zenith of her orgasm, before joining her in Come-Heaven! Gouts of semen spurted up into her and it felt absolutely incredible!

		

		We clung together, quivering and moaning, as I emptied my balls into her more than willing pussy…

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Not Tonight

		

		“I…uh…have something to tell you,” she said at lunch that day.

		

		We were sitting at her kitchen table, as we normally did, eating sandwiches made of deli turkey and finishing up the potato salad left over from yesterday’s picnic. I took a swig of my Corona and sat it next to my plate, looking over at her expectantly.

		

		“Don’t expect that deadbolt to turn tonight,” she said all in a rush, as if she was in a hurry to get the words out.

		

		I just looked at her somewhat embarrassed face in shock. Did Colleen—my little sex goddess--really have an ‘I’m-too-tired-for-sex-point’ after all?

		

		“It’s not you. It’s me,” she explained hastily. “I…uh…have a friend who’s checking in today, for the next two nights. So I have what might say is a ‘prior commitment’. I’m sorry!”

		

		At first, I was too stunned to say a word. But then I wasn’t!

		

		Colleen was as hot-blooded a woman as I had ever met. What could be more natural than her having other lovers?

		

		She had to do something to break the potential monotony of this isolated little mountain paradise of hers! I now knew what she did during those long winter nights: I just didn’t know whom she did it with!

		

		“Well, that’s understandable, I guess,” I finally said with as much grace as I could muster. “Have fun with the lucky guy. I’ll still be here when he leaves.”

		

		She giggled and drank some of her Corona, asking: “Who said it was another guy?”

		

		****

		

		Okay, I have to admit, I kept close to the window in my cabin all afternoon. I didn’t want to miss seeing exactly who it was that checked in that day

		

		At around four o’clock, a white late model Chrysler three-hundred pulled up in front of the office. A tall, leggy blonde woman got out and went inside.

		

		The driver was in her early thirties, like me, and she was a real looker, with a spectacular set of long and elegant legs. And she was wearing a pair of bright-white short shorts that emphasized her long stems.

		

		She had on a stylish pair high-heeled, cork-soled sandals—which made her look even taller—and clingy crimson tube top, which showed off her nice-sized breasts to full advantage. Designer sunglasses lay perched atop her straw-blonde locks which reached all the way down to her well-tanned shoulders.

		

		All in all, she was a woman who’d warrant a lot of second looks even in a big city like San Francisco or LA. Up here, in the mountains, she was nothing short of eye-popping!

		

		“Lynn; you’re here!” I heard Colleen scream with joy through the office’s screen door. “You’re really here at last!”

		

		“Colleen, you little doll, how have you been?” Her friend answered in return. “You still look as sexy as ever, babe!”

		

		Lynn had a husky, almost masculine-sounding voice, but I was sure from the look of her that she was of the female persuasion! As I said, she was utterly without flaw, as far as I could tell, and the idea of her naked and bed with Colleen made my cock start to stiffen just thinking about it…

		

		****

		

		The two of them went to dinner at around six. I knew they were no doubt headed for the Skillet, so I gave the place a wide berth until they returned at around a quarter to seven.

		

		I was getting ready to leave my cabin and head for the realm of Earl and Tiny, intent on my nightly dose of cholesterol, when I heard a light knock on my cabin door. Opening it, I saw Colleen standing on my doorstep.

		

		“Did you see Lynn?” She queried me, looking half proud of the sheer beauty of her girlfriend and half sheepish over the fact that I knew all about the seamier side of their relationship.

		

		“Of course, you did,” she sighed, answering her own question, favoring me a wry little smile, “I spotted you peeking at us when we left for dinner a little while ago.”

		

		“Nothing wrong with a man glancing out his front window once in a while,” I defended myself brusquely, suddenly feeling very out of place at Chelsea Meadows for the first time since I’d checked in.

		

		“Follow me, if you want something more…interesting to look at,” Colleen said enigmatically, turning and walking back toward her place.

		

		She surprised me by proceeding past the side door leading into her kitchen and continuing around to the back of the motel complex. Looking back over her shoulder at me, she passed cabin one, cabin two, and came to a stop behind my cabin, three.

		

		“This is your room,” she said, stepping on past it, “and this is the one I’ve assigned to Lynn for the next two nights.”

		

		We had gone past the room next to mine and stopped at the rear of the one just down the row from it. Smiling a naughty little smile, Colleen produced a key from the pocket of her walking shorts and unlocked what looked like the door leading to a water heater or some such device.

		

		She motioned me inside with her, Colleen shut the door quietly—plunging the tiny space into full darkness—and took me by the arm. I heard her faint whisper as she said, “Here, can you see?”

		

		I stepped up to the tiny pinhole of light and realized it was actually one of those fish-eye lens devices you usually saw mounted in a front door, so that the person inside can see who is ringing their doorbell without first opening the door. Through it, I could see nearly all of Lynn’s small cabin, which turned out to be identical in layout to my own.

		

		I started to say something, but Colleen cut me off by whispering almost inaudibly, “Not in here. Wait until we’re back outside.”

		

		The cabin’s occupant came out of the bathroom just then, without a stitch of clothing on her elegant body! I drew in my breath, realizing that Lynn was even more perfect than I had imagined her to be!

		

		It was dark inside that little hidey-hole, but I thought I saw Colleen smiling at my reaction to her female lover. She gripped my arm once again and drug me away from the lens and back outside.

		

		Locking the door once more, she turned and handed me the key, saying: “She a real beauty, isn’t she? Wait until just past midnight; then let yourself into the observation space, as quietly as you can.”

		

		I took a few seconds to process that. After I had, I managed to stammer, “You…you want me to…watch you and her tonight?”

		

		“Fuck, yes, I do!” Colleen announced with another of her smug little grins. “It will be even hotter, knowing you’re there, seeing everything we do together!”

		

		“Are you…you know…going to tell Lynn I’m there, watching?”

		

		Colleen emitted an evil little chuckle as she said, “I’m not. She’s a dear friend of mine. But the bitch doesn’t have to know everything about my private life, now does she?”

		

		****

		

		Holy fuck but Colleen’s a hottie! I kept telling myself over and over again as I sat, fully clothed, on the side of my bed and waited for it to be midnight. She’s an exhibitionist and a voyeur too, for all I know. Plus, there isn’t anything she won’t do in bed!

		

		I had never met anyone even vaguely like her before, I realized. I had lived in San Francisco, a very cosmopolitan city all of my life, with its huge gay and bisexual community and a rich past and present when it came to all matters sexual.

		

		And yet it had taken a trip up to the remote mountains to meet Colleen; a woman who could have been the Queen of the San Francisco sex scene, had she desired that role for herself!

		

		“This is nothing but bizarre,” I whispered aloud, under my breath, as I sat upon that bed, my dick in a seemingly perpetual state of hardness

		

		There was another light knock on my door right at that second, nearly startling me right out of my skin. I jumped up and answered it, peering guiltily around the door as I eased it open.

		

		“Are you ready?” Colleen asked me in an urgent whisper. “It’s show-time, studly!”

		

		I nodded stiffly that I was and started to step out of the room and onto the walkway to join her. Colleen stopped my with a hand on my chest, asking, “Aren’t you going to bring a small towel along?”

		

		“What for,” I responded in a daze of excitement.

		

		“To catch the spunk in, of course,” Colleen whispered, chuckling as she said it. “I know a hot-blooded guy like you isn’t going to be able to resist pulling your pud while you watch us tonight! And I don’t want to have to clean up the mess tomorrow, in the daylight.”

		

		After saying that, she handed me a tiny flashlight, the kind that takes triple “A” batteries but casts a bright light. I took it, asking, “But won’t it be visible in the room? Won’t Lynn see it?”

		

		“She’s not going to be able to see it,” Colleen assured me, “and besides, I intend to keep Lynn too busy tonight to notice a little extra light!”

		

		****

		

		We had timed her arrival at Lynn’s door so that I was already in position—towel and flashlight in hand—when Colleen’s key turned the deadbolt over. My breathing was shallow and rapid as I watched her enter the darkened room in the moonlight and approach Lynn’s bed and pull back the covers.

		

		The bedside lamp snapped on abruptly and I drew in my breath! Lynn was lying there naked on the sheets, awaiting Colleen’s arrival!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, there’s my girl,” Lynn sighed, reaching back from the lamp she had just switched on. “I thought for a moment that you weren’t coming.”

		

		“You should be worried about my coming,” Colleen said teasingly as she whipped off her tee shirt, baring her upper body completely to Lynn’s hungry gaze, and undid her shorts. “It’s going to be your job tonight to make that happen!”

		

		“No worries there, darling,” Lynn murmured approvingly as Colleen’s shorts and panties disappeared down her short little legs. “I’ve been looking forward to seeing you again ever since my last visit a few months ago.”

		

		“What; weren’t there enough sweet little pussies for you to lick in LA, darling?” Colleen said with a teasing smile as she slid into bed next to the other woman.

		

		“Tons of them,” Lynn admitted, taking Colleen into her arms eagerly and pulling her naked body towards her own, “and I did my best to please them. And, God knows, some of them did their best to please me.”

		

		The two of them began to make out passionately, and my dick nearly tore out the front of my slacks as I watched! Being as quiet as I could, I unzipped and undid my belt and dropped my pants and my boxers down around my shoes. I fisted my super-stiffy slowly as I continued to ogle them.

		

		“But none of them were you, darling!” Lynn complimented her older lover breathlessly as they finally broke off the kiss. You’re still far and away the best lover I’ve ever had, male or female!”

		

		“Thank you, baby,” Colleen murmured, zeroing in on Lynn’s luscious, pink nipples, “it’s nice to know that your efforts are appreciated.”

		

		She sighed, still eyeing the proud hills of womanly pulchritude that made up the blonde’s sumptuous tits. Colleen whispered, right before her lips enveloped the right one, “God, how I’ve missed these perfect breasts of yours!”

		

		Lynn closed her eyes and moaned as the suction began. She began to shift that unbelievable body of hers around sensually on the sheets while she ran her fingers through Colleen’s short hair as the other woman feasted on her nipples.

		

		“Ooh, no one sucks ‘em as good as you do, sweetie,” Lynn cooed as her lover changed breasts.

		

		“Your tits put all my other female lovers to shame,” Colleen complimented her right before she kissed the up-turned little pink nub. “Your whole body is perfect…just perfect!”

		

		Lynn whined as Colleen slipped her middle finger into that glorious pink twat of hers and began to stroke it as she nursed at the nipple. The stunning blonde opened her legs wider, to give Colleen better access, and I was treated to a display of pussy—gleaming with excitement, as pink and succulent as any man, or a woman for that matter, could ever wish for—the sight of which made my already hard cock jerk in my fist of its own accord.

		

		I had to agree with Colleen’s assessment: Lynn was utterly perfect in her symmetry, the golden-brown shade of her all-over tan. Hers was a total beauty that most women could only dream about achieving!

		

		Being careful to pace myself, not wanting to come too soon, I stroked my cock in appreciation of it!

		

		This was going to be a long night. And I knew already that there’d be plenty more for me to see before morning…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, that’s right lick it, you hot young bitch!” Colleen squealed with joy as she went off in Lynn’s sucking, clit-lapping mouth.

		

		I saw the hot juice--signifying the intensity of the older woman’s climax-- beginning to leak out of both sides of her lover’s mouth. The gulping sound of Lynn swallowing her large outpouring echoed throughout the otherwise silent room. Struggling not to come again, I released my throbbing dick and watched her skillfully finish off her expert pussy-licking.

		

		That’s right…lick it all up and swallow it, you cunt-loving snatch, you! I silently implored the statuesque blonde as she lapped at Colleen’s shiny-with-girl-come pussy lips with her darting pink tongue.

		

		I’d already come twice during the last two hours. I hadn’t been able to help it: the action in that tiny bedroom had just been too hot for me not to shoot off!

		

		These two were clearly long-time lovers, very familiar with each other’s bodies and needs, so they had taken their time. But their unhurried licking, kissing, teasing with just a fingertip had still netted breathtakingly hot results.

		

		Each of them had come far more than twice during their night together so far. And they didn’t seem to need to rest up between bouts of climactic fury, the way a man might have.

		

		One shuddering orgasm seemed to flow into the next! No sooner had one of them screamed through her climax, than the other one was kissing her, cuddling her; rubbing their heaving breasts together as they made out!

		

		And soon they’d be licking each other again, or finger-fucking each other’s pussies. It had proved to be one big sexual party, lasting all night long!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Something Different

		

		“Hey, there he is, just like I knew he’d be,” Colleen’s voice rang through the all but deserted Skillet at eight o’clock the next morning.

		

		She had entered the restaurant with Lynn in tow, and both of them promptly sat down in the booth opposite me. I looked from one brightly-smiling face to the next, being reminded somehow of the cat who’d eaten the canary as I tried to read their intentions.

		

		“See, he’s really cute, don’t you think?” Colleen asked Lynn.

		

		“He is at that,” Lynn agreed approvingly. “And you say he’s quite the cocksman to boot?”

		

		I felt my face going red at the casualness of her whispered question as Earl came over to take their orders. Lynn told the waitress she’d have the Lassen Park Special without even opening the menu and Colleen ordered her usual too, which was two eggs over medium, bacon, wheat toast, and coffee.

		

		“It’s not all that long…but his dick is really fat,” Colleen confided to Lynn as soon as Earl had gotten far enough away not to hear her eagerly whispered comment. “And he has the added benefit of really knowing how to use it, too!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, sounds like just my kind of guy,” Lynn commented, smiling at me once again. “I’ll take a thick one over a long one every time!”

		

		The three of us sat and stared at one another in an uneasy silence for long moments. Finally, I offered my right hand for Lynn to shake as I said somewhat awkwardly, ““Uh…hi…I’m Raleigh, Lee to my friends

		

		“I’m Lynn, but you probably already know that, Lee,” she answered right away, her smile turning sexy as she spoke. “See, I’m using Lee already; meaning I hope we’ll become very good friends, starting tonight.”

		

		Colleen giggled like a bashful schoolgirl at her friend’s directness, saying: “We’d like to invite you to join our little party in Lynn’s room tonight, Lee. I’ve told Lynn all about you and she was just dying to meet you!”

		

		“Dying to fuck you is more like it,” Lynn whispered with an unabashedly ogling leer. “I just love meeting men who really know how to please a woman in bed.”

		

		“So…how about it?” Colleen asked in a whisper of her own, as Earl approached the table with two more coffee, plus two glasses of ice water. “Wouldn’t you like to…get together with the two of us tonight, Lee-darling?”

		

		“I can promise we’ll make it interesting for you,” Lynn said with a sly smile as Earl placed the coffees on the table.

		

		I waited until Earl was back over by the pass-through window leading into the kitchen before asking in a low voice, “What time did you have in mind?”

		

		“Anytime after nine,” Colleen whispered back, winking at me. “Lynn and I are running over to Chester to do some shopping this afternoon and to have dinner, but we should be back by then.”

		

		“Hey, why don’t you come along with us today?” Lynn suggested. “It would be even more fun to have some male company.”

		

		“Why don’t you at that?” Colleen chimed in happily. “We’ll let you pay for dinner and carry our packages.”

		

		“Who could resist an offer like that?” I replied with a grin.

		

		****

		

		The town of Chester turned out to be around seventy miles from Chelsea Meadows. Most of the tiny mountain village’s economy was based on logging and tourism, and logging has been in sharp decline in California for a number of years; so the town’s best days were clearly behind it.

		

		Still, there were a few interesting shops, including one that had clearly been a pharmacy originally, but had now been turned into a tourist-oriented souvenir store by its present owners. I was chuck-a-bloc with cute souvenirs and tee shirts with witty sayings emblazoned across their chests. There was also a for-real ice cream shop located inside the store, which served all manner of home-made malts and milkshakes, banana splits, and chocolate ice cream sodas, complete with a sit-down counter where you could watch it all being made!

		

		The three of us found stools at the counter and Lynn ordered a butterscotch-flavored malt, while Colleen and I stuck with the more traditional chocolate and vanilla versions of the drink. When they came, we all agreed that they were delicious!

		

		“This thing is so heavy and so large,” Lynn said, as she finished eating hers with a long spoon. “I’m not going to need lunch today; that’s for sure!”

		

		“Agreed,” Colleen said with a satisfied sigh, placing her own tall malted glass back on the counter.

		

		“I love a malt or a milkshake place where they don’t even bother giving you a straw,” I said. “It’s far too thick for anything but a spoon to do.”

		

		Lynn smiled cannily at me and murmured, “Thick is really good! I just love thick!”

		

		“You’ll see once again how nice thick can be, come tonight,” Colleen promised her with a naughty grin, patting me on the cheek fondly as she spoke. “Now, shall we take a leisurely drive around the lake?”

		

		****

		

		Lake Almanor was formed in 1914, when a local power company dammed up the then free-flowing Feather River. It’s not nearly as big as the far more famous Lake Tahoe, but it’s about as pristine and beautiful a mountain lake as a person could ask for.

		

		We spent a long, lazy afternoon circling it in my Jag, laughing and talking; just getting comfortable together. Stopping numerous times to see the various sights and take a few short walks along the lakeshore, we pleasantly whiled away the time until we were back on the side of the lake we’d started out from, and it was just reaching the cocktail hour.

		

		Colleen directed me to a little resort complex named the Plumas Pines, which featured a general store, a bunch of cabin rentals, a marina, and a bar and restaurant facility that sat right on the lakeshore. She explained that this was the only such dining/bar set up on the lake, and as such, it did land office business during the busy summer season.

		

		Rustic but beautiful—that’s how I’d describe the bar and deck overlooking the lake at the Plumas Pines. The place wasn’t large, but then it didn’t have to be.

		

		They did a nice business and their clientele was made up of locals wanting a drink or a meal or both at the finest restaurant in the area, and tourists who desired the same thing. All and all, it was a homey, gorgeous setting and the three of us settled down at a table out on the deck and placed the order for our first round of cocktails at around a quarter to six in the evening.

		

		After we’d been there a while, Colleen excused herself, saying that the bathroom called. She was gone an inordinately long time for a simple bathroom run: both Lynn and I were glancing around somewhat worriedly, looking for her, by the time she returned to the table.

		

		“We’re staying here tonight!” Colleen announced as she sat back down with us, her olive-green eyes alive with excitement. “I booked us a cabin right across the road!”

		

		“Darling, I didn’t bring a change of clothes or my cosmetic bag or…or anything!” Lynn protested.

		

		“I didn’t either but so what?” Colleen answered, playfully, signaling the passing waitress for yet another round of drinks. “We can wear these same clothes back tomorrow morning. It won’t kill us.”

		

		She leaned forward, over the table, and lowered her voice as she said, “And we all sleep in the nude; so we won’t need any clothes at all tonight, once we’re in our room.”

		

		“But why are you so adamant about our staying here tonight?” Lynne insisted.

		

		“Because when I came out of the bathroom, I saw a list of the bands that are playing here this summer,” Colleen said; and then she added, as if it explained everything, that a group with the unlikely name of Shark Sandwich would be playing in the bar later tonight.

		

		She looked at me and said, “I’m surprised you haven’t heard of them. They’re a party band who lives in and around San Francisco, and they’re a kick in the ass!”

		

		I laughed and asked her, “Do you have any idea how many bands that description includes?”

		

		She took a sip of her drink and said, “Well, that may be. But these guys are a hoot—you’ll see!”

		

		****

		

		Shark Sandwich began playing at precisely nine o’clock and I’ll have to admit, they were a hoot! Over the course of the night, I learned that these guys—whose ages seemed to range from their late forties to way older than that—can perform songs from the fifties to those popular right now. And they played all of them equally well!

		

		Lynn, Colleen, and I were all pretty toasty by the time the music started, so we were uninhibited as hell out on the dance floor. I danced with both girls singly, and together.

		

		And when I wanted a breather, they were only too happy to hit the floor together, shaking their tits and wiggling their prime little asses to the beat! Guys noticed how hot they were right away, and I found myself the subject of some envious stares from the bar’s male population.

		

		I was a little intimidated—some of those local guys were huge and looked as if they could wrestle a large pine tree out of the ground without benefit of a chain saw—but overall, I was proud to be the object of affection of two such lovely, sexy ladies! Some of the bolder men in the place had made a run at my little harem, especially blonde bombshell Lynn, asking them to dance or come have just one drink with them.

		

		But my girls remained loyal to me and to themselves. By the time midnight rolled around, I knew many of those guys were asking themselves: Just what has this tall, relatively skinny dude from the City got that I haven’t got?

		

		It was a heady feeling, being “King of the Bar” for one night, and one I wasn’t used to! When we finally reeled drunkenly for the cabin across the road at around twelve-thirty that night, I had one arm slung around Lynne’s shoulders and the other over Colleen’s.

		

		We were laughing as Colleen shut the door and locked it behind us. I said, “Well, that was all kinds of fun, I’ll have to admit. That band was sensational.”

		

		Lynn looked at me as quickly stripped off the knee-length summer dress she had been wearing all day and murmured, “The real fun is about to begin right now, handsome!”

		

		“You haven’t seen ‘sensational’ yet, lover,” Colleen whispered as she doffed her tee shirt, leaving herself naked to the waist, “but you’re about to!”

		

		****

		

		Growing up in San Francisco, I’d had a lot of fun and unusual sexual experiences. None of them can compare in variety or intensity with what happened in that tiny mountain cabin that night!

		

		Colleen and Lynn were naked in seconds, and then they were all over me, stripping off my clothes, fisting my cock until it stood up firm and throbbing atop my nut sac. All three of us were on the queen size bed, Lynn on one side of me and Colleen on the other.

		

		They shared a long, sensuous tongue-kiss, leaning right over my cock. And then their mouths descended on it, kissing and licking, each of them giving it a long, slow, slurpy blowjob wherein they took all of me easily in their mouths, right up to my balls!

		

		Lynn kissed me while Colleen blew me; then the girls would trade places. I was awash in warm, naked female flesh, and hot, hungry mouths!

		

		I fucked them both for a while—each of them taking unhurried turns riding my very erect dick—then they began letting me tongue-fuck them while the other continued to gyrate up and down on my prick. I was at sea in succulent pussy juice and my tongue licked both of their clits until each of them had come on my eager mouth.

		

		“We should let him ass-fuck us now!” Colleen suggested when round two started.

		

		“I would…but we don’t have any lube,” Lynn pointed out, sounding downright disappointed.

		

		“Oh, yes we do,” Colleen said, her green eyes gleaming with devilment. “Check out what’s in that little brown bag in the bathroom.”

		

		Lynn vaulted off the bed and returned seconds later with a softened cube of butter in one hand and a long, green cucumber in the other. She was smiling as she said, “Oh, darling, you do think of everything, don’t you?”

		

		“I bought them at the little store, when I checked us into this place,” she said with a smug little grin.

		

		“I get the butter,” I said, somewhat mystified as to what they intended to use the cucumber for.

		

		“You’ll see, before morning comes, sweetie,” Colleen promised me, hopping back onto the bed after laying the vegetable down on the room’s small table. “Now grease up our bottoms and fuck us in the ass, why don’t you?”

		

		****

		

		I came inside of Lynn’s tight little ass at around three fifteen. I had fucked both her and Colleen to a pair of anal orgasms, spurred along by the other woman’s oral stimulation of a super-responsive clit while I had banged merrily away.

		

		These girls proved to be expert sixty-nine participants, and all I’d had to do was slip my well-greased cock up their asses while they ate each other. The sight of two such lovely women pleasuring each other with their mouths kept me hard as a rock as I took turns nailing each of their snug little backdoors.

		

		I’d come once down Colleen’s eagerly-swallowing mouth, once in Lynn’s glorious pink pussy, and once all over both their faces and their tits as they’d taken turns sucking me off!

		

		I didn’t think I could manage another orgasm that night, but Lynn’s ass was so tight, so welcoming! And she was moaning through one hell of an orgasm as I came in her, courtesy of Colleen’s dancing tongue on her clit…

		

		****

		

		“Sorry, ladies,” I gasped as I pulled my spent prick out of Lynn’s flooded asshole and rolled over onto my back, panting for breath, “but I think I’m done for the night!”

		

		“Oh, that’s okay, darling,” Colleen said, patting me on the cheek with a happy grin. “You did better than most guys would have.”

		

		“You were wonderful!” Lynn said, going up onto her hands and knees and making her way across the bed to me. “You have a truly fantastic cock and you certainly know how to use it!”

		

		With that she kissed me, while Colleen scooted off the bed and fetched the cucumber. Waggling at me, she said, “Now’s the time for our green reinforcements to take over for the night. Watch and learn, sweetie!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, that’s it!” Lynn wailed. “Fuck my hot ass with that thing, Collie!”

		

		“Your hot ass…what about my hot ass,” Colleen murmured, working her lithe little body up off the bed, burying the cucumber once more in both the women’s butts!

		

		“Sweet Jesus, but that’s hot!” I muttered under my breath as I watched them cavort atop the bed together, my face a few inched away from the union of their two delicious bodies!

		

		Colleen and Lynn were right up against each other, the fat cucumber driven deep into each woman’s ass by their constant fuck-motion. And they were masturbating furiously as they butt-fucked each other, both of them diddling their juicy pussies and moaning at how great that felt!

		

		“I…I’m going to come again!” Lynn screamed at that moment.

		

		Both of them had already come, like three times since the cucumber had entered the fray an hour ago! I watched in fascination as the stellar blonde got ready to orgasm yet again, my cock once more hard in my fist as I stared down at her contracting pussy and that gliding green shaft disappearing up into her sleek little ass!

		

		“B-Bring that thing here, and let me suck it for you!” Colleen’s voice commanded me at that moment, when she noticed how hard I was again.

		

		Wordlessly, I got up onto my knees and made my way over to her end of the bed. She gobbled up my soiled dick as she got ready to come right along with her friend…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		More Revelations

		

		“Last night was incredibly fun,” Lynn said almost shyly during a late breakfast the next morning.

		

		The three of us were seated at an outside table of a rustic little country store/restaurant named Carol’s Prattville Café, which was about a mile down the lakeshore from Plumas Pines. It was nothing fancy—just like the more familiar Iron Skillet—but their simple fare was just as good, maybe even better, than Tiny’s was.

		

		“You ought to stay a few more nights,” Colleen urged her friend. “Just think of the fun we could have, now that you’ve met Lee.”

		

		Lynn looked over at me and sighed, saying, “I’m tempted; believe me! But I can’t. I’ve just hired two new girls and my other helper, Natasha, is scheduled for a two-week vacation, starting tomorrow. I can’t leave those two new hires in charge of the store: they don’t know what they’re doing yet!”

		

		Colleen looked at me as well as she explained, “Lynn owns a trendy boutique on Rodeo Drive, in Beverly Hills. It’s a small place, but very profitable, apparently.”

		

		Lynn said with a wry little smile, “Between the shop and my very lucrative divorces, I’ve always made quite a good living.”

		

		“She and her…what was it, your second or third husband, Mario, stopped for one night at my place several years ago, on their way back east, on a driving vacation,” Colleen explained still further.

		

		“Mario was my second husband,” Lynn confirmed, eating more of her pancake.

		

		“He had a nice dick, but he was so full of himself,” Colleen commented.

		

		“We cancelled the rest of our trip and stayed a week at Colleen’s,” Lynn said with a fond smile for her female lover. “He may have been somewhat of an arrogant dummy, but he knew a hot set up when he encountered one!”

		

		“Boy, he could really ass-fuck, as I recall,” Colleen said with a sigh, remembering.

		

		“That he could,” Lynn agreed. “But he turned out to be a real dick to live with. I couldn’t wait to be rid of him!”

		

		“That’s what you said,” Colleen nodded, eating more of her bacon.

		

		“Oh, what was his greatest sin?” I asked, curious.

		

		“Well, for one thing, he grew so…possessive, after a short while,” Lynn said. “He started refusing to let me date other guys, if you can imagine that!”

		

		I started to observe that most married men would take that position. But I was wise enough to keep my mouth shut and finish my excellent breakfast.

		

		“We had this open relationship at first, you see,” Lynn went on to explain. “He said initially that he was more than okay with that, or I’d never have married him in the first place.”

		

		She shook her blonde mane and added, “He started fucking me when I was still married to David, my first husband. So you’d think he’d have realized how…elastic my views on marriage are!”

		

		“Imaging him getting jealous that you were sleeping with other guys,” Colleen managed to say with a straight face, winking at me when she was sure Lynn wasn’t looking her way.

		

		“Really,” Lynn agreed, finishing her coffee, “the nerve of that man!”

		

		I had to bite my tongue to keep from smiling. She said, “Anyway, I’ve got to drive back to Sacramento to catch my flight back to LA this evening.”

		

		Looking over at Colleen, she said, “It’s really a pain in the ass, you’re living so far away from a decent airport!”

		

		Colleen chuckled and said, “Oh, I don’t know. I like to think of it as being all part of my allure!”

		

		****

		

		Lynn left Chelsea Meadows in her rented Chrysler at eleven o’clock that morning, after a round of hugs and kisses for both Colleen and I that must have left the other guests wondering who she was, and just who she had been visiting. As I watched the white car speed away down Thirty-Six, back towards Mineral, Red Bluff, and eventually Sacramento and its airport, I mused that Lynn—while a devil in bed, much like her friend Colleen—was one screwed up woman.

		

		She wanted to be wild and totally free to do as she pleased, and yet she didn’t. Lynn kept getting married; clearly desiring the security and intimacy that marriage provided, but she also wanting to enjoy all the perks of the single life at the same time.

		

		Oh, well, I thought, each to his or her own.

		

		I’d gotten her card, with her cell phone number on the back, just in case I ever found myself down in LA for a few days with nothing to do. Maybe I’d find an excuse to fly down there anyway.

		

		It might prove worth it. After all, I didn’t seem to be the marrying kind; so I counted myself relatively safe from making the same mistake those previous three guys had made…

		

		****

		

		“What did you think of Lynn?” Colleen asked me that day at lunch in her kitchen.

		

		“She’s a kick, but she’d be impossible to form a serious relationship with,” I answered truthfully. “Most guys would prove to be too possessive for her. When you’ve got a girl like that, you tend not to want to share her with other men.”

		

		“Haven’t you ever heard of swingers?” Colleen answered with a chuckle. “That’s what they’re all about, you know.”

		

		“What does a mountain girl like you know about swingers and swappers?” I asked with a grin.

		

		“Quite a bit, actually,” she said, favoring me with a bemused smile. “Caleb and I got up to a little of everything, back when he was still around. Who do you think built all those ‘observation spaces’ at the back of each cabin?”

		

		I nearly choked on my Corona. After hacking it down, I asked, “What…your husband used to spy on your guests?”

		

		“Oh, it varied,” Colleen answered me with smile, “sometimes we both did. Sometimes, he watched me with another man or another woman. And then we’d make wild monkey love together later, back at our place.”

		

		She grinned and said, “And sometimes I’d be the one watching, as he put the moves on some unattached female or partied with another couple.”

		

		I sat in silence, too stunned by this revelation to speak. She went on, “And sometimes we’d both entertain guests together, whether it was a single man, a single woman, or a couple.”

		

		“S-Single man…you mean your husband was…bi?” I gasped.

		

		“No, silly, but he loved to share me with other guys, or watch while they made love to me!”

		

		As it struggled to take all that in, Colleen added, “And we conducted separate affairs, practically from the day we got married. Hell, that cute young high-school girl who was sucking his dick that night when they went off the road and down into that canyon…she might well have ended up in bed with both of us, if they’d made it this far!”

		

		I looked across the table at the diminutive motel keeper I’d become so entranced with during the last few weeks. My gaze held a new understanding of her, it seemed.

		

		Colleen was an even hotter mama than I’d thought originally! This tiny little woman was a real fireball, under that well-tanned skin!

		

		I marveled once again that such a rake and a libertine as the late Caleb Williams had managed to find his soul-mate in a tiny, nondescript town like Red Bluff all those years ago, and that the two of them could get away with lighting up the mountains with their sexual antics for so many years without ever being exposed!

		

		****

		

		“This is our last night together for this week, I’m afraid,” Colleen whispered to me late that evening or early the next morning, depending on your point of view.

		

		We lay together in my cabin, her having opened the deadbolt an hour ago, at just past eleven. The two of us had just made the kind of unhurried, but passionate love that people used to sleeping together often made.

		

		We’d been resting up for our next coupling when Colleen had sprung this on me from out of the blue. She turned toward me on the pillow and said in a quiet voice, “Another…friend of mine is due to check in this afternoon; so I won’t be…available to…turn your deadbolt, so to speak, for the next few nights, I’m afraid.”

		

		I smiled at her and said, “Maybe your new friend will want to share, like Lynn did!”

		

		“Doubtful,” Colleen answered; “Davis isn’t the sharing kind, I’m afraid.”

		

		“Davis?” I asked. “I take it your next…guest is a man, then?”

		

		“Davis Long, the retired football player,” Colleen said softly, with a smug little grin.

		

		I knew who Davis Long was. Even casual sports fans knew who Davis Long was!

		

		An enormous defensive lineman, he had been the terror of NFL offences for fifteen years; compiling almost as many quarterback sacks as the late Reggie White or Michael Strahan. As I recalled, he stood six-foot, six and had weighed in at something like three-hundred and sixty pounds during his playing days!

		

		I simply couldn’t imagine such a monster of a man with the diminutive Colleen and I told her so. She only smiled and said, “He’s lost some weight since he retired: said he didn’t need to carry all that bulk anymore.”

		

		Her smile grew even wider as she went on to whisper, “But his cock is still massive, darling!”

		

		I know I started at that. Massive…just how big was “massive”?

		

		“How…how big is he?” I couldn’t seem to stop myself from asking.

		

		“You’ll see, tonight,” she whispered as she reached for my once again stirring-to-life cock. “He’s in cabin number four, right next to you. I’ll rap on your door and give you the key to his observation room, just like I did with Lynn.”

		

		“You mean, I get to watch while you…fuck him?”

		

		“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” she assured me. “Would you?”

		

		After a moment’s soul-searching—and coming to terms with what a pervert-voyeur I’d become in a few weeks—I admitted, “No, I guess not.”

		

		****

		

		“How did you meet Davis Long?” I asked her, just before she left my bed early the next morning. “I mean, this is a nice little motel, but it’s not exactly on the beaten path.”

		

		“It’s okay to say it’s a bit run-down and not the type of…resort that the rich and famous would normally book themselves into, my darling Lee,” she said, pulling on her shorts and tee shirt.

		

		“I get…referrals, I’d guess you’d call them,” she went on, “from satisfied past guests.”

		

		“The way my friend, Jack Curtis, referred me?” I asked.

		

		“Exactly,” she said, beaming back at me. “Jack and I hit it off, slept together on an off for a few weeks, and your name came up. After he’d filled me in on you and I’d read your latest novel, I told him he was free to recommend the place to you. I thought that you looked very cute, in that picture on the back cover.”

		

		I flashed back to the several instances in the distant past where Jack and I had partied together and women had been “shared” between us. I’d fucked his date while he’d fucked mine!

		

		“He told you that you wouldn’t be disappointed, if I checked in?” I asked her.

		

		“Jack said you had a nice cock and that you seemed to know how to use it,” Colleen replied.

		

		Jack had a nice dick too, I knew. I’d seen him screw several women while I was busy doing the same, right in the same bedroom, at some of the wilder parties we’d both attended.

		

		“I’ll have to thank old Jack the next time I see him, for uh…recommending me to you, and your place to me,” I told her.

		

		“You’d best do that,” she advised me.

		

		Then she opened the door and stepped out into the early morning mountain light…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Davis Long

		

		Jesus, he’s a big one! I thought later that afternoon, when Davis Long pulled up in front of the Chelsea Meadows Resort and got out of his Mercedes.

		

		The huge man towered above the roof of the big car as he shut the driver side door and went inside the office. My window was open as usual, as was Colleen’s front door, and I heard his booming voice through the screen door of her office as he said: “Colleen, you foxy mama! Come here and give me some sugar!”

		

		No more sound came from inside for at least a full minute, then I heard Colleen say laughingly, “Put me down, you big ape--none of that until later, when it’s dark!”

		

		“Oh, you’re afraid to be seen macking on a black man?” Davis Long asked playfully.

		

		“You know the rules,” Colleen’s voice sounded prim, proper, and slightly out of breath from their welcoming kiss, “no overt familiarity with any of my guests, black or white, where it might be seen by other guests!”

		

		“I got what you want, baby, right here!” I heard Davis Long say in a rumbling, kidding baritone.

		

		“Keep that zipper right where it is…until later!” She said in a loud whisper, sounding as if she was exasperated with her young suitor, but secretly pleased by his ardor for her. “Now come over here and fill out this registration card!”

		

		****

		

		I was careful to stay in my room, out of sight, until our new visitor had driven down to The Skillet that evening for one of Tiny’s high-cholesterol dinners and had returned to his room next to mine. Then I made my way out to my Jag and did the same.

		

		Davis Long didn’t know me from Adam and I intended to keep it that way. It wasn’t as if Colleen were a couple or anything—her night with Lynn had proved that beyond a shadow of a doubt—but I had no idea whether her latest football-playing visitor was the jealous type or not.

		

		I didn’t want to find out. He was enormous!

		

		“Hey, you should have been here a half hour ago, Lee,” Earl, the waitress said as I sat down. “We had a famous guest tonight!”

		

		“More famous than me?” I teased her, glancing down at the now very familiar menu.

		

		“You’re just some so-so writer,” she said with a tiny sneer, “this was a big-time pro ex-football player; Davis Long!”

		

		I bridled a little mentally at hearing a minimum wage hash-slinger like Earl say I was nothing special! I mean, how many books had she had published?

		

		But I didn’t react to her small barb. Instead, I looked surprised and said, “Davis Long…the ex-lineman…the All-Pro? What was he doing here?”

		

		“He comes up here once in a while,” Earl said defensively, “every year or two, and stays a few days. He says it’s very relaxing, getting away from the city. Davis lives in Las Vegas, you know; has business interests in a few casinos there.”

		

		“No, I didn’t know that,” I said, looking back down at the menu again. “I think I’ll try the braised beef tips tonight.”

		“Big surprise,” she needled me, picking up the menu, “you only have them, like, three times a week!”

		

		“You’re right,” I admitted. “I’d better start eating more salads. I guess I’ll have the chef’s salad with Thousand Island dressing instead.”

		

		“That has more calories and fat than the beef tips,” she muttered under her breath as she headed toward Tiny’s window to turn in my order, “thousand island dressing, grated cheese, ham strips, two hard-boiled eggs…”

		

		I drank my coffee, knowing she was probably right. But I liked Thousand Island dressing on my salads, especially chef’s salads!

		

		****

		

		When I got back to the motel, it was just twilight, meaning it would probably be several more hours before Colleen joined Davis Long next door. I turned on the television and scanned through it, looking for something diverting to watch.

		

		As usual, there wasn’t anything. Colleen had satellite, but she scrimped on the movie channels.

		

		And summertime television seemed to be even less palatable than usual this year. I’m NOT a big fan of shows peopled by amateurs who are sure they can dance like professionals or weekend athletes who try to perform foolish stunts to prove they possess the same skills as…’ninjas’!

		

		I ended up watching the Giants game for a while; then turned off the television in favor of a book. Until the baseball playoffs started, I found the national pastime to be too slow-paced and boring to interest me much.

		

		When I was younger, I’d been a fan of both it and basketball. But now I favored pro football over anything else.

		

		The rest of the sports world seemed so predictable or slow-moving. Once in a while, the Olympics proved watchable, but on the whole, sports now bored me.

		

		Pro football…that got me to thinking about Davis Long; he’d seemed huge on television. But up close, he was nothing short of monstrous.

		

		I couldn’t imagine him naked with tiny, petite Colleen! And if his cock was as big as she’d said it was…

		

		Glancing toward the clock, I found it was just past nine. My dick started to stiffen in my trousers as I contemplated what was about to happen in the cabin next door.

		

		I was ashamed to admit to myself that I could hardly wait to see it!

		

		****

		

		It was just past ten-thirty when I heard a light rap on my door. Instantly, I had put my book down, grabbed up my hand towel and the small flashlight Colleen had given me, and sprang over to answer the door. Wordlessly, she slipped me the key, smiled conspiratorially at me, and went up onto her tiptoes to give me a brief kiss.

		

		“Be sure to enjoy yourself tonight,” she whispered, “I know I will!”

		

		I watched her gliding away down the walkway toward his room and then stepped out onto that walkway myself, locked up my room, and all but sprinted the other way. Rounding the corner of the office, I hurriedly made my way behind the motel rooms and went to the back of cabin number four.

		

		The key Colleen had given me snicked into the lock and the door to the “observation room” swung open on oiled hinges, making no sound at all. I stepped into the small space and locked the door behind me, pressing my cheek against the wooden wall so I could peer into the cabin through the fisheye peephole set in the wall.

		

		Colleen appeared to have climbed Davis Long’s big body like a tree as they shared a hot kiss! She was still there, clinging to him like a bear cub might press itself to a pine tree, her arms around his big neck; her small, lithe body pressed up against his as their tongues dueled while they kissed!

		

		My dick sprang to attention immediately. I never knew I was so into spying on other people making love before, but I now had to admit that I was.

		

		This was so hot, watching my diminutive older lover make out with the muscular black giant! My cock was hard instantly, and it stayed that way as the two of them kissed, seemingly forever!

		

		“Get it out!” Davis Long demanded breathlessly when they finally broke off the kiss. “Get my big dick out and suck it, you hot little bitch!”

		

		Colleen whipped off her tee shirt and slid down her shorts, leaving herself entirely nude as she kicked off her trainers and sank to her knees in front of the eager black man. She undid his belt, unsnapped his cargo shorts and whisked both them and his boxers down around his ankles with practiced ease.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it’s just as big as I remembered it being,” Colleen hissed with pleasure as she held the tremendous ebony python of a cock in both palms, lining it up with her mouth.

		

		Holy fuck…that thing is humongous! I said to myself as I watched her begin to give it a sexy little tongue-bath.

		

		Davis Long’s cock was a full twelve inches long, at least! It looked as thick as a two-liter bottle of Coke, and the mammoth head hung off of her supporting palms!

		

		“Oh, yeah,” he crooned as that tangerine-sized head disappeared into her mouth, “suck it! Suck it good, mama!”

		

		Holy fuck, I told myself again as I watched Colleen minister to the gigantic cock.

		

		Over half of it was now within her lips and down her throat! She tilted her head back like a circus-sword swallower might have and slid another two or three inches inside her mouth on her next head pass!

		

		The thick head was now making an obscene bulge in her throat with each thrust of her lips, and Davis Long was now hard as a brick-bat inside her mouth. He cradled her head in between his palms and pushed forward with his powerful hips, fucking Colleen’s lips and throat, a huge grin on his face.

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way to suck it,” he gasped in rising ecstasy. He was all but burying his cock in her mouth with each thrust now, saying, “You’re so good at this, baby! I’ve missed this hot little mouth of yours a lot—no other bitch sucks me as good as you do!”

		

		Colleen only gurgled and kept on sucking and twirling her tongue around his gliding dick. I saw her tongue making indentations on her hollowed-with-suction cheeks as it spun slowly around Davis Long’s penetrating manhood.

		

		Wordlessly, Davis reached down and plucked Colleen from the floor, tossing her small body onto the nearby bed as easily as a lesser man might have thrown an overnight bag. He was on her before the second bounce, stilling her motion and instead running his gargantuan cock head over her tiny, juicing slit.

		

		“Just relax, baby,” he sighed as he split her open, “we both know it’ll fit!”

		

		Colleen mewled as inch after inch of thick black cock disappeared inside her, until Davis Long’s prick was buried deep in her belly! She cooed up at him, “Give me a few more seconds to get used to how big it is; then fuck me good, sweetie!”

		

		Davis bent down and took her in his massive arms, crushing her petite body up against his tightly-curled black chest hair and kissing her deeply as he began to fuck her. Colleen burbled happily into his mouth as the big dick cleaved her open again and again, picking up speed as it moved.

		

		Jumping Jesus; she’s taking it all! I marveled as I watched her getting pummeled by the enormous prick. And she seems to be loving it!

		

		As if to confirm that thought, Colleen broke off the kiss at that moment and moaned, “Oh, fuck me hard, Davis! Give me all of it!”

		

		Davis Long sighed, “You one hot mama, Colleen! Not many women your size can take a dick as big as mine and like it as much as you do!”

		

		“Shut up and fuck me!” Colleen murmured ecstatically, clinging even tighter to him as he ravaged her. “Oh, God, I love how deeeeeeeeep it goes inside me!”

		

		I moaned as well as I watched them ball, but they were far too into each other at that moment to notice the soft groan coming from the cabin’s back wall. My dick felt as big as his as I jacked it furiously, nestling the head into the soft towel as the intense fucking went on and on!

		

		Colleen gave a big sigh and started to shiver hand shake around Davis’s plunging cock. He paid her no mind, fucking her right through that climax and on to the next one.

		

		She clawed at his broad back and worked her penetrated pussy against his gliding cock frantically, cooing out her pleasure and moaning for more! Davis just kept on fucking and fucking!

		

		What a beast! I thought admiringly as I watched him get her off again and again, never missing a stroke!

		

		Colleen was sweating and moaning mindlessly in his arms now, thrusting her more-than-willing pussy against his invading cock as if running on autopilot. All at once, his eyes widened and he snorted like a bull rutting down into a cow.

		

		“Oh, fuck, mama; here it comes!” He gasped as he started to spurt into her clasping pussy.

		

		A small river of white spunk began to pulse out of Colleen’s tiny little pink lips as they impaled themselves again and again on Davis’s ebony-colored manhood. The odd couple clung together, moaning softly, as they shared a spectacular orgasm that seemed to have no end…

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		A Sense of Betrayal

		

		I watched sullenly as Davis Long and Colleen got in her big GMC truck the next day at noon, complete with ice chest, picnic basket, and ground cloth, and chugged out of the driveway. A huge sigh of frustration escaped my lips as I contemplated the two of them up on Deer Creek, at that swimming hole, fucking merrily away under the noonday sun, just as she and I had a few weeks before!

		

		Since I had stayed up until early this morning, jacking off into my towel as I watched them cavort around the cabin together, I had slept in until eleven and had done no writing. After a quick lunch at the Skillet—during which Earl teased me about being there at all, since I usually ate lunch with Colleen in her kitchen—I slinked back to my motel room and got out my laptop.

		

		The words just seemed to flow out of me, bitter and heartfelt! Page after page of manuscript appeared, as if by magic!

		

		I hadn’t intended for the guy in my novel to experience the pangs of betrayal by woman in his life, but there it was. The whole thing was so real and so truthful that describing how he felt as he discovered the girl of his dreams had secretly been cheating on him all along seemed easy.

		

		Reading back through what I’d written, I realized it was among the best stuff I’d ever written! It was true, in its way.

		

		I didn’t really love Colleen—I knew that we could never really be a couple for the long term—but I cared deeply for her; even more deeply than I had ever dared admit to myself.

		

		Last night, seeing her with her gigantic black lover, had been hot! I’d jacked off a record four times in one night!

		

		But I now realized that I’d been jealous as well while I’d watched. I had wanted it to be me, not Davis Long, who got her off in such spectacular fashion, even as I’d reveled in the show.

		

		I’d come so hard I had thought my knees were going to buckle underneath me when he’d grabbed her by the ears and held her head still so that he could fuck her mouth and throat like a pussy! She’d been lying on her stomach on the bed in front of him, sucking his mammoth cock, when he’d suddenly reached down and taken an earlobe in between both forefingers and thumbs and begun skull-fucking her until he’d come in her mouth!

		

		She’d made a valiant attempt to swallow it all, but there had just been too much. Gouts of thick, white semen had erupted out of both nostrils as she’d gulped his steamy load down.

		

		I’d come like a crazy man when I’d witnessed that! And Colleen hadn’t been turned off at all by his boorishness; she’d merely gobbled the spunk up off his gliding dick and swallowed it right along with all that he was shooting into her lips…

		

		“I’m one sick fucker,” I sighed, remembering how powerful my come had been, watching that.

		

		If I care for Colleen at all, that should have repelled me, not aroused me, I chided myself. And yet I couldn’t seem to stop coming, watching her gulp down all that spunk!

		

		I looked down at my keyboard in disgust. I was an even sicker puppy than I’d ever suspected!

		

		****

		

		“I’m going to follow Davis down to Reno in my truck,” Colleen stopped by my room that evening to inform me. “I’ll be gone tomorrow and most of the next day as well. Stay out of trouble!”

		

		“Why aren’t you going with him in his car?” I asked listlessly, sitting on my bed.

		

		“Because he’ll be continuing on home to Vegas from Reno, while I’ll be coming back here,” Colleen explained.

		

		“You ought to join him down in Vegas for a few days,” I said bitterly.

		

		Colleen picked up on my scarcely-hidden vitriol but chose to ignore it, saying with a smug little smile, “I would, but its high-summer; my busiest time of the year. I can’t leave this place for more than a few days right now.”

		

		“I may not be here when you get back,” I suddenly found myself threatening her from out of the blue.

		

		She just laughed and said, “Oh, you’ll be here alright.”

		

		Colleen patted her pussy confidently with her palm; then ran her fingertips over the rough surface of her cut off jean shorts, saying, “I’ve got what you need, darling. I know it and so do you. And I’m going to give it to you…just as soon as I get back from Reno, where I’m going to give it to dear Davis!”

		

		With that, she turned on her heel and left my cabin. I fumed at the way she’d dismissed my threat to leave so easily; her assurance that I’d still be here, waiting for her, when she returned from the other man’s arms!

		

		Maybe I WILL leave after all, I told myself, go back to the City; call up Genevieve or Pam or Judy!

		

		I sat there on my bed, thinking about each of those past lovers, knowing that they’d probably respond favorably to a call from me. Genevieve was a tall redhead, with long legs and a fine ass. Pam was short, as short as Colleen, and he had big tits and a cuter than cute face. Judy was a blonde; not as spectacular as Lynn, Colleen’s friend from LA, but pretty enough.

		

		A big sigh escaped my lips. All of those girls were available to me, if I played my cards right: and all of them had their good points.

		

		But none of them was Colleen; exciting, unpredictable, maddening Colleen…

		

		****

		

		I wrote like a fiend while she was away. The pages simply piled up; the words spilled out of me.

		

		The book was shaping up nicely, and I was as pleased as I could be with it. Using Colleen’s unexpectedly good WIFI system, I sent a few sample chapters to my editor and he was ecstatic!

		

		What happened to you? He asked via email after he’d read what I sent him. Whatever it is, keep it up! This is the best book you’ve ever written; that’s for sure!

		

		So I was happy, sort of, that night when I trooped into the Skillet for my braised beef tips and gravy. I still wished I had a glass of good red wine to go along with it, but I ate my entrée readily enough when Earl brought it over to me.

		

		I had several glasses of red wine when I returned to my cabin after dinner, celebrating that email, my increased writing production—and the quality of it—and the fact that Colleen would be returning sometime this evening, if all went as planned…

		

		****

		

		The deadbolt moved at just past eleven that night. I was in bed, naked and waiting for her, my cock half hard with anticipation. She stole over to the bed and removed her tee shirt and shorts; then slid in next to me.

		

		“Miss me?” She asked, reaching for my dick.

		

		“I won’t ask you if you missed me,” I chided her in the darkness. “You had a much bigger one than mine to play with down in Reno last night.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you can say that again,” Colleen murmured. “It was exquisite. And I played with it all night long!”

		

		I agonized over that! Seeing them in my mind’s eye, romping around some luxury suite in Reno, with him fucking her every way there was for a man to fuck a woman…all night long!

		

		“How did you know I’d still be here?” I asked her stiffly, my pride in tatters.

		

		She laughed softly and took my hand and guided it to her moist pussy lips, saying, “I knew you’d want some more of this, just the way Davis Long did last night.”

		

		Groaning as I imagined that, I slipped my middle finger into her juicy little opening as I said, “And did you give it to him, you minx?”

		

		“As often as he wanted it,” she purred tantalizingly into my ear as she started to work the skin of my dick up and down while I finger-fucked her,” as well as my mouth…and even my ass!”

		

		“Y-You let him put that monster of his up there?” I asked incredulously.

		

		“We used lots of lube,” she sighed, remembering. “God, but it hurt at first!”

		

		I moaned, picturing that. She stroked my dick more rapidly and whispered in my ear, “But it hurt so good! I just loved it, when he…tore me a new one!”

		

		Unable to stand it anymore, I was on her in that instant! My lips were all over her, kissing her, sucking her very erect little nipples—imagining Davis Long’s lips doing the very same thing just last night—and finally nuzzling up to her wet lower lips as I thought about my rival’s big, black dick easing into this tiny opening!

		

		“Oh, suck my clit, you rascal!” She sighed as I engulfed her petite love bead in my sucking lips and laved it with my tongue. “Make me come, the way dear Davis did all night long last night!”

		

		I felt so betrayed in that moment, but I was so turned on that I didn’t care! Eating pussy like a mad man, I tweaked her nipples at the same time and simply went crazy on her gushing pussy!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, that’s it!” She shrieked as she started to come once more. “Fuck me hard with that sweet dick of yours! Give me more spunk; give it all to me!”

		

		I was ramming into her as hard as I could. I’d probably be bruised tomorrow, from fucking her so viciously. She’d probably be bruised.

		

		But I didn’t care! There was only this instant; the incredible feel of my cock punishing her naughty little cunt: there was only the sensation of being deep inside her, where I knew another man had been last night!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Rapprochement

		

		“I don’t think I’ll be able to see you tonight,” she whispered the next morning, just before she got up. “I’m liable to be too sore! First Davis and his huge dick, and then you, fucking me like a wild man. My poor little pussy is a wreck!”

		

		Reaching out and slapping her on her tight bottom, I said, “You should have thought of that before.”

		

		Smiling down at me over her shoulder as she pulled up her panties and shorts, she said, “I did. But I went ahead and did it anyway. It was just too delicious an experience to pass up!”

		

		I grinned up at her as I answered, “That’s your credo, isn’t it? Take chances, always take chances.”

		

		Colleen gave me a coy little smile and agreed with me, saying, “Life’s too short not to, now isn’t it?”

		

		“Lunch today, at your place?” I inquired as she dropped her tee shirt back into place.

		

		“Why not?” She answered, starting for the door. “Now that Davis is gone, you’re my main man once again.”

		

		It chafed me a little, hearing her say I was second string, next to Davis Long. But I had to admit she was right.

		

		He could give her things I simply couldn’t. And she’d never made any bones about wanting all she could get out of life…

		

		****

		

		It was now the first of August. I had been living at the resort since early June! My book was nearly done and I’m afraid I was hopelessly…enraptured by Colleen.

		

		Tiny’s cooking had put an extra ten pounds on me, and all my jogging and the frantic sex I’d shared with my innkeeper couldn’t combine to work it off! I’m going to be old, fat and forty before I know it! I told myself ruefully after rolling out of bed one morning. I resolved to have cereal and dry toast for breakfast that day and to add another mile to my run. Colleen had fucked me silly the night before, and that should help with the calorie burn-off as well, I comforted myself as I pulled on my sweats and got ready to hit the highway for my morning constitutional.

		

		I really should finish up the book and get on back to the City, I told myself as I finished the first mile of my run. I’m really just stalling for time. I could finish it in a day, if I set my mind to it.

		

		But Colleen had a new ‘friend’ coming in this week and I wanted to see that! She’d said this one was different from any of the rest—whatever that meant! My aging paramour was so kinky and eclectic in her sexual tastes that I couldn’t imagine what would constitute ‘different’ in her book!

		

		After all, I had seen her being ravaged by a black giant with a cock that would put most porn stars to shame, and witnessed her making it with a blonde stunner of a lesbian. What—I was dying to know—was so different about this latest lover?

		

		On Wednesday night to that week, he finally showed up and I must confess to being underwhelmed by what I saw. Leopold Hess was no older than I was, slightly built and rather bland looking as he checked in to the room next to mine that Wednesday evening.

		

		But Colleen was uncharacteristically solicitous of him, even going so far as to tote his valise from the office for him and place it outside the door of his room. She unlocked the door for him as well, then handed him the key with mumbled thanks.

		

		Most unlike my confident, devil-may-care Colleen! I asked—all to no avail-- myself—all to no avail-- what hold this mild-mannered visitor might have over her. By nine o’clock, I was feeling tightly wound as I could be.

		

		When Colleen’s gentle rap on my door came at eleven-thirty, I nearly jumped out of my skin! I sprang off my bed and threw open the door so violently that Colleen took an involuntary step backward, thrusting out the key to the observation space next door as kind of peace offering.

		

		I grabbed up a towel and the flashlight from my nightstand and followed her out into the inky darkness of the mountain night. Again, she went next door while I sprinted around the cabins and worked my way along the back until I came to the right door. The key worked perfectly and door hinges had recently been oiled, so it swung open noiselessly.

		

		Once inside, I quickly made my way over to the viewing lens and watched as Leopold Hess answered the knock at his door and Colleen stepped inside. “Pick the one that suits you best, you naughty little girl, and let’s get to work,” he said to her in his thin, reedy, yet commanding voice, pointing to his open suitcase on the nearby bed.

		

		Colleen removed her tee shirt and shorts as she made her way over to the suitcase and kicked off her trainers, leaving herself totally naked as she leaned over to paw through the large collection of whips, cat of nine tails and quirts contained in the case. She selected a particularly vicious-looking bullwhip in the end and showed it to Hess, who gasped and then favored her with a sickly little smile, saying, “You must have been a bad, bad girl since I last saw you, weren’t you, Colleen, you little tramp?

		

		She smiled back at him and said, in voice dripping with mock contrition, “Yes, I have, darling. I’ve done so many nasty things, with oodles of men—and women—that would thoroughly disgust you, if I told you about them.”

		

		Hess shivered in anticipation and said, “And you will tell me all about them tonight, won’t you, you little whore?”

		

		“You know I will, if you persuade me properly,” Colleen replied in a tone that was teasing, yet respectful, somehow.

		

		“Well, let’s get to it then,” he answered taking the selected whip from her and motioning toward the bed with it.

		

		Colleen dutifully lifted the suitcase off the bed and placed it in the nearby easy chair. She then clamored onto the mattress, turning over on her tummy and spreading her legs open wide.

		

		He quickly attached professional-looking body restraints that had bee secured to the bed frame before Colleen arrive at the room; a set of the black, elastic loops, one to her feet and one to her wrists.

		

		It struck me that it was only when Colleen was being really nasty with another person—Lynn at the little cabin by the lake, or Davis Long, the black giant in a room just like this one—that I got a chance to see her tiny pink pleasure slit, glistening with lubrication and aroused as it could get, like it was at this very moment, clearly and distinctly. When her and me were fucking or going at each other in bed, it had often been in total darkness or lost in a frenzy of passion between the two of us! We were more often than not like two wild animals, clawing at each other, frantic to orgasm with one another; too into the moment and our illicit urges to take note of our surroundings or even the details of each other’s bodies to really enjoy them: now, as I stood stroking my dick in my pitch-black viewing cubicle, I could take time to revel in Colleen’s earthy sexiness, in her innate sense of passion and her incomparable ardor for achieving orgasm, no matter what form of sexual pursuit she was engaged in!

		

		Hess laid the thin black snake of the whip’s leather tendril over the small, white triangle of flesh left by her tiny bikini bottoms on her sumptuous little ass moons. Colleen, knowing full well what was coming, worked her hips down onto the rough cotton of the cheap bedspread, grinding the aroused button of her clit into it, the obscene-looking whip lying ominously across her vulnerable bottom.

		

		Her confessor/torturer caressed her skin with it tauntingly for a few more exquisite seconds and then brought it up in the classic whipping motion, brining it down sharply on her bare flesh! The snap of the leather meeting flesh echoed through the small room. I heard it clearly through the thin wall separating my spy chamber from the rest of the motel room. My dick jumped atop the towel it was resting on and Colleen whimpered at the sudden, stinging pain the blow brought.

		

		“That’s for your sins in general, bitch!” Hess growled as he lovingly stroked the thin leather scourge across the small of her back in a teasing manner. “Would you care to contribute details about your various sins?”

		

		“I…I sucked a black man’s cock until he came in my mouth, not just once, but many times last week,” Colleen blurted, acting as if confessing her sexual transgressions to this leering fiend was cathartic, in some way. “When he came in my mouth…I swallowed it for him!”

		

		“Did he force you to suck him?” Hess demanded, readying the whip for another downward strike.

		

		“N-NO, I wanted to do it; I wanted to taste his come again!” Colleen wailed as the whip snapped downward to abuse her buttocks once more. “I…let him skullfuck me until he came! I was dying to experience his hot jism sliding into my belly again!”

		

		“So! You admit you let this…nigger fuck you before?” It was now Hess’s turn to wail and he did, eyes bulging out in rage, as he brought the whip down on the writhing-in-pain and degradation Colleen again and again in rapid succession.

		

		“Lots of times, in every hole I have, even up my assssss!” the tortured little woman screamed in agony.

		

		“Harlot! Jezebel!” Hess yelled at the top of his lungs as he wailed on her reddening ass with his whip. “Ass-fucking is a great sin; especially with a black… ape!”

		

		The slightly built man’s evil face lost all its fury, turned pensive for a moment as he asked, “Was his…cock big?”

		

		“Enormous,” Colleen bragged shamelessly. “I thought he was going to kill me, the first time he had me up the ass.

		

		Hess scowled, asking, “So why did you do it?”

		

		“Because I wanted him!” she sighed, as though that were self-evident. “I wanted him everywhere a woman can take a man!”

		

		“Why?” her torturer screamed.

		

		“Because it hurt!” Colleen shrieked back at him, turning her head with great difficulty so she could just catch a glimpse of him out of the corner of her eye. “It hurt so goooooood!”

		

		“You’re even more depraved than I remembered you being, you great slut!”

		

		Hess murmured disgustedly, bringing the whip down on her ass a few more times, with less force now, as if her awkward confession had somehow drained his zeal to “punish” her from his tightly-coiled body.

		

		He and Colleen had performed this ritual cleansing before, that was clear from the way she relaxed as he slowly began to remove his clothes at this point. Hess stripped off his button-down dress shirt after he had removed his sport coat. He took his time, hanging each item of clothing in the room’s small closet as he removed it, getting it just so on the hangers. When he was down to only his black socks, white boxer shorts, and his tee shirt, Hess leaned over the bed and transferred the limp woman’s hand in the restraints, so that he could turn her over on her back, after first similarly switching the foot restraints over.

		

		“Oh, by ass is throbbing, Leo,” she murmured her eyes still closed in obvious pain.

		

		“Of course, it does! It’s supposed to!” Leopold Hess whispered conspiratorially. “Now for those naughty tits of yours, my sweet sinner, Colleen.”

		

		She surprised me by shuddering atop the bed and murmuring, “No! Not my titties! That hurts so bad, Leo!”

		

		He laughed without a shred of humor and said, “Again, it’s supposed to, you little harlot! If you’d quit fucking niggers and cavorting around with every cock you encounter, I wouldn’t have so much work to do every time I see you!”

		

		Her eyes shot open and that old, familiar Colleen emerged for a moment, defiantly smart-ass as she said, “Oh, and what would your visits consist of then? Tea and cookies out by the pool? Hand-holding walks at twilight, staring deeply into each other’s eyes?”

		

		Hess, who had been rummaging through his open suitcase, came up with a pair of evil-looking alligator nipple clamps that had been linked together by a black elastic cord. I’d seen such kinky BDS&M gear before, at parties back in the City, but those had been normal, sex-shop variety clips, with tiny teeth that hadn’t really been that sharp. These looked like torture devises from Hell itself, with big, stainless steel clamps containing sharp, long-looking teeth that could actually pierce a woman’s nipples if you jerked on the elastic band hard enough, once they were in place.

		

		“Please don’t use those things this time, darling. My nippies bled for a week after you left last year when you used those.”

		

		Hess’s bland face looked like that of a disappointed ten-year-old as he chucked the clamps back in his bag and took up the whip once more. “Well, then, this will just have to do all by itself. Cumbersome, not as effective as the clamps, but serviceable; if you know what you’re doing. And I DO, Colleen. I think we can agree on that!”

		

		He brought the whip up and then down, squarely across both tiny pink nipples as he finished speaking. Colleen screamed and twisted in agony on the bed. I thought back on how sensitive her nipples were and my balls tightened in sympathetic anguish at the pain she must have been suffering at this leering sadist’s hands at that moment.

		

		Hess seemed oblivious to that pain, or aroused by it! He brought the whip down across both nipples hard again and Colleen wailed like a soul lost in purgatory, straining against the restraints to no avail and twisting her body like a woman possessed!

		

		“Take it, you little bitch!” he muttered with delight, whipping her ribcage when he couldn’t quite zero in on the writhing, frantically screaming woman’s ravaged tits, due to her frenzied squirming. “Atone for your sins! Suffer the wrath of the Almighty!”

		

		I chafed at that. Did this drooling, goggle-eyed lecher, with his dick standing out as stiff as a fencepost in his boxers as he savaged his victim, really think that he represented God’s rather dubious wrath somehow? As if to prove me right, he used the hand not brandishing the whip to ease down the elastic waistband of his shorts until his obscenely-hard cock was revealed.

		

		“Suck it, you little Jezebel!” he commanded her as he kneeled down right next to her head. “Suck it, just the way you sucked that nigger’s—until it comes right down your throat! And don’t… bite me, or I’ll make you wish you hadn’t!”

		

		To illustrate what he meant by that, he brought the whip down right across her pussy. Lashing her clit with it!

		

		Colleen screeched and he moved his hips forward rapidly, cutting off her shriek with nine inches of very hard cock. He fucked her mouth while he continued to languidly flail away at her thighs and lower legs with his whip.

		

		He didn’t last long. In what seemed like no time, she was gulping down his pent -up load as it gushed down her throat like free-flowing stream. A thin white line of spunk appeared at the edge of the tight-“O” of her lips as she sucked his cock for all she was worth while he continued to pummel her body with the whip and fuck her mouth and throat.

		

		“Did you enjoy that as much as I did?” he casually asked her as he dragged his spent dick from her lips and stopped his hitherto ceaseless lashes.

		

		“Y-yes, God help me,” she murmured, sounding confused and contrite at the same time. “Just like I always do.”

		

		He dropped the whip on the mattress next to her and released her right hand from the restraint, saying: “You’re a wicked woman, Colleen. The nastiest girl I know, and that takes in a lot of girls!”

		

		She let out a deep sigh and asked, somewhat fearfully, “I did lots of other naughty things, with lots of other people, male and female, since your last visit. Shall I tell you about them?”

		

		They both were staring at the unused whip by now and Leopold Hess said, his voice sounding somewhat wistful, “Alas, Colleen, I am not in my twenties any longer. I don’t have the stamina I used to. I fear your further confessions will have to await my next visit.”

		

		“I realize you have to keep from spreading yourself too thin,” Colleen said, sounding just as wistful as he had. “Many others no doubt need your absolution.”

		

		“Sin is everywhere these days,” Leopold Hess said, shaking his head. “Sometimes I think Satan is winning.”

		

		“Surely not, with strong Christian warriors like you fighting against him!”

		

		Colleen said piously, with not a hint of irony in her voice as she got out of the other hand restraint and started to work to free her feet.

		

		“The road to ultimate victory is long and hard, I fear. Who knows if the forces of God are strong enough to prevail?”

		

		Colleen scooted off the bed, wincing in pain as her freshly-whipped ass cheeks slid across the bedspread and bounded off, to get dressed. She first pulled on her panties and shorts, reaching into the right front pocket and extracting a wad of bills. She spread two fifties out on the dilapidated old dresser and gesture to them. “Here’s a little something to help out with your crusade against the Devil,” she said almost shyly.

		

		God’s tarnished warrior looked over at the offered money and smiled ruefully, saying, “You’re too kind, as usual.”

		

		He hurried to his feet, slipped back into his discarded boxers and slacks and pocketed the bills before she changed her mind. He smiled at her appreciatively and said: “Until next summer, then? How does the middle of July work for you, my dear?”

		

		She returned his smile, saying, “About a week after the Fourth, shall we say?”

		

		He nodded and went to the closet to retrieve his dress shirt, scooping up his discarded tee shirt from the carpet as he went. “I’m sure you will have need of my cleansing services by then, you little sinner, you!”

		

		“I no doubt will,” she said over her shoulder as she got back into her own tee shirt and undid the dead bolt.

		

		****

		

		We both got to the door to my room at the same time, as I had sprinted around the back of the motel after slipping as silently as I could manage it out of

		

		my little observation post and locking it behind me.

		

		Neither of us said a word until I had unlocked by door and we had both stepped into the room and closed it behind us. Colleen flipped the dead bolt as I turned on the light by the bed and started to remove my shirt.

		

		“What the fuck was that all about?” I demanded as I turned and lifted off her tee shirt, revealing her welt-crossed flesh.

		

		“You’ll have to be careful tonight: I’m a little sore in most of the places I usually love touched the most!” Colleen cautioned me, ignoring my question.

		

		“Where’s your towel?” she asked me instead.

		

		“I must have left it in the hidey-hole,” I told her.

		

		“We can retrieve it tomorrow,” she responded. “Did you come, watching us?”

		

		“Uh…yeah, I have to admit I did,” I admitted reluctantly, realizing I must have shot at least one load of jizz off into the missing-in-action towel.

		

		“When was it? What got you off, when he came in my mouth or earlier, when he was whipping me?” she asked saucily.

		

		I racked my brain, trying to remember exactly when I had lost it. The whole experience had been so weird, so off-the-wall and out of bounds, that I found I couldn’t remember! I knew I had been hard for what seemed like hours since I had last seen her, staring through the peephole, watching her absorb some of the most perverse sexual abuse I had ever imagined. I was reluctant as hell to admit that seeing her naked and sexually desecrated by someone who was obviously some sort of religious nut had turned me on as much as it had, but I seemed to have no choice!

		

		Even now, when she stood before me ready for some sort of sex, half naked, with her abused nipples erect and eager—I was guessing—for some soothing tonguing and sucking. I was only halfway hard. Normally, if I hadn’t come a few times tonight before now, I would have been stiff as the proverbial board already at just the idea of loving these hot, revealed, titties; of carefully caressing them until Colleen was panting for my hard cock!

		

		I knew I’d have to be careful if I fucked her tonight; her clit was probably still throbbing from the feel of the whip across it! But normally, I wouldn’t have let that stop me! I’d have sucked those little nipples carefully and explored that hot, juicy pussy with my fingers, carefully avoiding her clit in favor of her untouched and just as sensitive g-spot, until she was begging for my dick!

		

		But now, I hesitated, fearful of her reaction to seeing how flaccid I was.

		

		Afraid of how she would react to seeing the flaked of dried semen on my cockhead, from when I had come before, while watching her complete degradation.

		

		Colleen, however, seemed to be her old, impish self, despite her recent welts and her modicum of soreness. She reached down and undid my walking shorts with one hand as she lifted up my sweatshirt with the other, all while drawing me in for a hot, tongue-dueling kiss.

		

		As our tongues met, my mind shot back to the recent scene in Leopold Hess’s room, when he had emptied the contents of his balls into this very mouth!

		

		I fancied I could taste his pungent semen on her tongue and on he inside of her mouth! Indeed, I seemed to detect a salty, acrid taste that was foreign to Colleen’s sweet little mouth, a mouth my tongue had explored so many times before.

		

		“What’s wrong?” she demanded as I gingerly slipped her tongue out of my mouth and mine out of hers.

		

		“I…I can still taste him in your mouth!” I admitted ashamedly, feeling my face turning red with embarrassment.

		

		She laughed derisively and whispered, “I doubt it—I can’t! And, besides, his come tastes better than yours, and I bet you’ve tasted yours lots of times over the summer, as we soul-kissed after I’ve sucked you off and we’re about to fuck!”

		

		I thought about that and reflected that she was right. I had tasted the heavy, slightly-acidic flavor my own semen had left in her mouth long after one of her blowjobs! And it hadn’t turned me off at all!

		

		If anything, it had made me even hotter to plunge my reinvigorated dick into her warm depths! What was it about the thought of another man’s spunk coating her tongue that made my stomach turn over as I thought of kissing her again now? I had certainly shot my load readily enough when I’d seen her swallowing his wad originally!

		

		“I…I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I know I’m being hypocritical, but I can’t seem to help it!”

		

		“That’s alright, darling; men are mostly the same about that,” she acknowledged. “It really turned my Caleb on to see me suck off another guy’s dick, but you’d think I loosed a spider in his mouth, instead of a tiny wad of another man’s come, when I kissed him right after that, as the two of us were about to fuck!”

		

		She finished removing my clothing and hefted my half-hard prick in her palm, looking down at it critically. “This big, randy fucker would normally be hard as a diamond about now, unless it had already come a lot,” she mused aloud, staring disappointedly at it.”

		

		“How many times did you jack off tonight, watching Reverend Hess and me?” she asked suddenly.

		

		“Don’t tell me that guy is actually ordained?” I gasped in surprise, dodging her question for the moment.

		

		“Not anymore, I don’t suppose,” she admitted, “but he used to be!”

		

		Seeing my shock and out-and-out disbelief of that statement, she went on to add, “He was the pastor of a small, non-denominal church just down the road, toward Susanville, years back. Caleb and I attended several of his sermons. He lost his church when one of the deacons walked in on him whipping a naked twelve-year-old girl once, while he was fucking her up the ass at the same time!”

		

		Colleen cocked and eye at me and said, “Folks around here were not amused by such carryings on, even when he tried to explain that the little girl was possessed by a demon and he’d been trying to whip and fuck it out of her!”

		

		“I’ll bet the congregation was convinced by that argument!” I remarked sarcastically.

		

		“Not many of them,” Colleen confessed. “But the county sheriff, who was a member of the church and who was as incorrigible an old reprobate at heart as you’d ever hope to meet—he was a shirt-tail relation of Caleb’s and a good friend of ours—talked the parents out of pressing charges and creating even a bigger fuss that all the rumors flying around were causing. Some folks said he fucked that little girl a few times himself, just to make sure the stories were true. He also ran the reverend out of the county, so the little church in the pines has been a boarded-up ruin for nearly twenty years now!”

		

		“So how does our defrocked friend make a living, now that his church is defunct?” I asked, already knowing the answer: I’d seen Colleen slip him those large bills after he’d gotten done with her.

		

		“He has a scattered group of like-minded followers from around the western states. They support him and his…’work’. He’s on the road nearly all the time, spreading his version of the gospel.”

		

		“Quite the life, isn’t it? Doing BDS&M for a living, on willing…parishioners and getting paid for beating the devil out of them?” I asked her, reveling in the irony of Hess’s lifestyle.

		

		“It’s not always as fun for old Leo as you might think.”

		

		“No?”

		

		Colleen gave me a cockeyed grin and said, “Not all of his flock is as…fuckable as me! He has to take the bitter along with the sweet. He finds himself…ministering to a few fatties and uglies along the way!”

		

		I pictured Hess whipping some whales and not-so-attractive girls along the way and fucking them or being sucked off by them after he was done cleansing them. Not altogether as enticing as spending the night with a hottie like Colleen-- and getting paid for it--I had to admit!

		

		“Still, nights like tonight have to go a long way toward making up for a few bow-wows,” I insisted.

		

		“I like to think so,” Colleen responded, looking up at me with an expectant smile. “How do you feel about what you saw tonight?”

		

		That stopped me cold for a moment. I couldn’t deny I’d been turned on, watching her the “Reverend’s” antics—after all, I’d already admitted to jacking off as I’d watched them—but unlike Colleen’s other “adventures” with other people, like Lynn and the big ex-football player, I had a sort of queasy, uneasy feeling when I remembered her with Hess.

		

		She studies my face as I reacted and her smile turned to a disapproving frown. Colleen said, “Oh, Lee, you’re such a prude at heart! And I had such hopes for you, at first.”

		

		“ME? A prude?” I all but shouted, remembering our night with Lynn, and all the other kinky, wild things we’d done together this summer!

		

		“Well, maybe prude isn’t the right word—you writers are so sensitive about words!—but what I meant by that is you’re not as…open to new things as I’d hoped you’d be. Sexually speaking, I mean!”

		

		I actually sputtered in frustration at that! I didn’t know quite how to reply to her criticism.

		

		“You…you want me to…whip you? Is that it?” I stammered at last. “What’s next? Bestiality; horses and goats?”

		

		“Nothing wrong with a big goat dick once in a while, if you’re in the mood for that!” Colleen cracked, with an evil little grin.

		

		She was kidding, or at least I hoped she was. With this little fireball of a woman, you just never knew for sure!

		

		A full minute passed, before she shrugged and said, “Come on. Let’s go down to my house and finish up the evening.”

		

		When I hesitated, she laughed, “No goats; I promise. At least not tonight!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Something Entirely New

		

		Colleen’s room, behind the motel office, was not at all like mine or any other of the small motel cabins I’d spied on. Until now, I’d only been in the office itself and her small, cramped kitchen.

		

		When I followed her down to the kitchen door that night, she unlocked it and led me quickly through the familiar room and into a short hallway. Then we were in her bedroom, which was a little larger than the motel bedrooms, with a big walk-in closet and room for a king size bed, plus nightstands on either side of it.

		

		“So, this is how the other half live!” I chided her, glancing around the comparatively spacious sleeping quarters as I mentally contrasted it to mine.

		

		“Don’t get too used to it,” she cautioned me semi-sarcastically, “tonight’s invitation may not be repeated, depending on how things turn out.”

		

		I took her half-facetious warning seriously, remembering what she had said earlier, about me not being as “adventurous” sexually as she’d hoped I’d be. Tonight was to serve as some sort of a test; to see if I was worth continuing on with as a fellow sexual explorer: her tone left no doubt about it!

		

		Oh, well, as long as there are no goats or ponies involved, I’m sure I’ll do fine! I thought to myself somewhat flippantly.

		

		She crossed the room to where I was standing at the foot of the big bed and went up onto her tiptoes so she could kiss me. Colleen kept her tongue out of my mouth as we made out this time, no doubt remembering all the trouble her last soul-kiss had caused, when I’d tasted Hess’s semen in her mouth.

		

		Colleen was a hot enough woman to make the kiss a scorcher even without resorting to tongue-play! Within seconds, I was breathing hard and I could feel my hitherto flaccid dick stiffening beneath my summer shorts. She obviously felt it too, grinding her sex against mine as we kissed, rubbing her nipples--firmly erect beneath the thin tee shirt she wore—against my pecs as we made out frantically.

		

		In what seemed like mere seconds, we were both nude and, in her bed, kissing and wriggling our naked bodies against one another like two excited high school kids! My cock was suddenly bursting with firmness, as if I’d downed a whole bottle of Viagra, and I couldn’t wait to fuck this incredibly sensual, sexy little vixen again!

		

		But she clearly had other ideas about how our late-night tryst should go. She contrived to position me on my back against the bank of fluffy pillows lining her big headboard. Once she had me there, my rampant dick sticking up like a flagpole, Colleen slid between my legs and started fisting it as we kissed.

		

		I moaned loudly after a few minutes of her hot stroking, to let her know that I was getting close, and that unless she wanted a geyser of unleashed spunk splashing up onto her heaving tits and elfin little face, she had better stop wanking me so insistently.

		

		Colleen stopped her almost violent pummeling of my ready-to-shoot dick almost immediately. Seconds later, she stopped kissing me as well, drawing her face away from mine and murmuring, “Don’t come so soon, babe. Don’t you want me to suck it a little before you let loose?”

		

		I was too turned on at just thinking about her lips around my sensitive dick to do more than moan again. It turned out, that was enough! Colleen slid down, dragging her stiff nipples across by chest and tummy provocatively as she did so, until her mouth was right above my pulsing prick shaft.

		

		I saw her reaching under the pillow I was lying back on just as she enveloped me in her warm mouth, but the exquisite sensation of her slick little tongue and her sucking lips soon overcame any questions about what that hand was up to. As the towering climax built within my tightening balls, she eased the hand out from under the pillow and I saw that it contained a tube of her favorite sex gel.

		

		I settled in against the pillow and gave myself over entirely to her oral ministrations, the sex lubricant slipping entirely from my mind, until I felt her slippery fingertip on my anus a full minute later. While her succulent lips continued their obscene caress of my cock shaft with her naughty tongue flicking out once in a while to tease my ball sac, I merely moaned with appreciation as her mischievous finger slipped inside my asshole to find my prostate gland and begin massaging it, ever so gently.

		

		I groaned more deeply when she really started to suck me in earnest as her deft finger teased my sensitive gland. She soon had me writhing all over the bed beneath her oral and digital attack, moaning and caressing her short hair with my hands, urging her lips up and down my about-to-explode dick.

		

		Colleen eased my dick out of her mouth slowly, a triumphant smile on her pixie-like face. She murmured, “Don’t come just yet, big boy! Let’s see how much you like this first!”

		

		With that, she slid her free hand under the pillow once more and drew it back, clutching a huge vibrator, its latex surface shaped very convincingly like an over-sized dick! She withdrew her finger from my anus and used both hands to quickly grease up the fake penis so she could ease it up my ass.

		

		I was still very excited, but I didn’t know about that! Her tongue and fingers had felt very thrilling and forbidden up there, but I didn’t know about letting her fuck my ass with a fat, at least nine-inch vibrator, shaped disconcertingly like a man’s cock! That didn’t sound like nearly as much fun somehow!

		

		My reluctance must have shone on my face, because Colleen shook her head ruefully just then and said: “I swear to God, men are so...timid when it comes to trying something new when it comes to sex! It’s a wonder blowjobs caught on, or anal! Must have been the woman’s idea to try that in the first place. Don’t you think?”

		

		Still clucking and tsk tsking, she mashed the head of the big vibrator through my tight sphincter muscles and up into my ass, turning it on as she did so.

		

		When that pulsing latex first touched my prostate, I knew I was as good as lost!

		

		The sensations were so intense and nerve-shattering, all I could do was clench my teeth together, whine like an abused puppy, and try desperately to keep from coming right then and there! Colleen laughed at my male antics and stroked my aroused, saliva-gleaming hard on with her sex gel slick fingers. I gasped once more and wriggled all around on the sheet as she fisted me.

		

		“Good boy! Don’t shoot off yet; there’s so much more to experience!” She whispered to me hotly as she began to fuck my ass with the vibrator in a smooth, well-practiced motion.

		

		She was careful to buzz my prostate at the end of each downstroke, burying the massive vibrating dildo in me to the hilt and nudging my sensitive male pleasure bud with the smooth, mushroom-shaped latex head. Before I even realized what I was doing, I was thrusting my hips up off the mattress to meet her anal plunges, mashing my prostate against the invading vibrator, mewling like a hungry kitten for even greater degradation at her hands…

		

		****

		

		“That’s right! Work that tight ass of yours back against me as I fuck you! Get it! Get that big dick you want so much!” Colleen shouted gleefully as I bucked back against her groin, forcing the vibrator as far up my ass as it would reach.

		

		I was up on my hands and knees by now, and she was kneeling behind me, the vibrator screwed into a strap-on black leather belt contraption that she wore around her slim waist. She was fucking my ass with the buzzing sex toy and I was enthusiastically letting her do it, my prick still as hard as to could be, waving around like a gel-slickened spear, which she occasionally reached down and manipulated as she butt-banged me!

		

		I have never been a big fan of handjobs—they had always reminded me too much of jacking off, and I could always do that by myself, thank you very much!—but I had to admit that the feel of Colleen’s tiny hand gliding up and down my throbbingly-hard dick while she reamed out my ass was among the most exciting things I have ever felt! She had kept me right on the edge of a massive orgasm for so long now that I could scarcely remember the last time I had been soft.

		

		So when I finally came, screaming and shivering all over, the jism spewing from my dick felt like lighted jet fuel, hot and endless and so marvelous I could barely stand the intensity of my release! “That’s a baby, give it all to me…soak the bed with it!” Coleen cooed against my sweaty back as she leaned over me, working my cock skin so gently, coaxing the last little spurt of come out of my frienzedly-spasming balls.

		

		“There, there, baby, how was that for a sexual adventure?” she sighed into my ear as we went over onto our sides and the gigantic vibrator slid out of my clenching asshole, followed by a gooey cascade of warm sex gel.

		

		I lay panting, gathering my breath, for a moment, before I was finally able to gasp, “That was unfucking believable, babe. But I don’t ever want to do it again!”

		

		“Okay, we don’t have to,” Colleen assured me, getting up from her sodden bed, “But there are still lots of other things for you to experience, darling.”

		

		“I’ll let you know when I’m ready for that; right now, I think I’d like to take a little break,” I told her stiffly as I rolled out of bed to stand next to her in the bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Melinda

		

		I felt fairly normal the next morning, waking up alone in the familiar bed in my motel room—except that I didn’t. My asshole throbbed, for one thing. That made me flash back to Colleen reaming my ass out with the strap-on vibrator last night.

		

		I can’t believe I really did that! I told myself, rolling out of bed and padding into the bathroom to pee in the toilet. It seemed to…gay a behavior for a guy like me—who wasn’t at all gay!

		

		Living in San Francisco, I knew lots of gay men, counting some of them as old friends, and a number of guys had come on to me, growing up. But I had turned all of them down. Girls, women were my thing and I intended to keep it that way!

		

		While I had to admit that Colleen and her trusty vibrator banging up against my aroused prostate had given me one hell of a unique orgasm last night; one outside my past experience, I wasn’t anxious to repeat it. Not with her vibrator, or another man’s hard dick!

		

		Colleen was other-worldly fun but some of her “experiences” were just a little too wild for me! The thought rattled me. I’d always thought of myself as being as adventurous as the next guy, especially when it came to sex. But Colleen and her “anything goes” lifestyle was turning out to be more than I could comfortably handle!

		

		I could hear her now, if I told her that. “Comfortable? Who the fuck wants to be comfortable when it comes to their sex life?” she’d ask, shaking her tomboy locks dismissively from side to side while fixing me with those doleful, all-knowing green eyes of hers. “Haven’t you learned by now that it’s the outrageous, off-the-grid stuff that’s truly the most exciting, the most fun?”

		

		That was right, of course—up to a point. I had reached my breaking point last night, it seemed. The pegging had been unusual, for me anyway, and it had been sensational, nasty fun, but it had been too much!

		

		It was her open-ended talk of further “adventures” awaiting me, awaiting us that decided me. I sat down at my writing table, finished my book in an hour or less—I’d really been that close to finishing it all week—sent the completed manuscript off to my editor electronically, went for me morning run, showered, and then started packing up to leave. I didn’t know where I was going; the thought of returning to my empty apartment in the City held no allure for me at that moment, but I knew somehow that I couldn’t stay here, at Chelsea Meadows, for even one more night!

		

		****

		

		I didn’t even bother with formally checking out. I just left my room key on my dresser, when my Jag was all loaded up. I had checked in using my VISA card and I knew that Colleen could simply close out my lodging bill in that way. She could figure out that I was gone on her own: she seemed to know everything that was going on around Chelsea Meadows as soon as it happened or even before it happened, so I had no doubt that she’d know that I had left, permanently, in no time at all.

		

		I wondered if my abrupt departure, without a word of goodbye, would bother her. Not much, I decided as I drove the familiar few miles toward the tiny mountain hamlet of Mineral, as if I was on another beer and wine run. I passed Tiny and Earl’s little diner without as much as a second glance. I realized that I had had enough of their greasy food and surly/friendly service to last me a lifetime; no nostalgic, final meals for me!

		

		Instead, since it was nearly lunch time by the time I arrived in Mineral, I elected to try the fare at the tiny café there. Lassen Mineral Resort is a one-stop affair; one long, one-story building containing a general store, gift shop, café, bar and ski shop, with cabins nearby for those who wish to stay a while and enjoy the mountain air and the tall pine trees surrounding the town. I had visited the store many times over the past weeks, to buy Corona and a small assortment of red and white wines. I had poked my head into the bar several times, always finding it next to empty, and contemplated giving the café a try; just as a break from Tiny’s high-cholesterol, high-fat cuisine.

		

		Now, finding I had no other choice, I entered the small eating establishment and took a seat at one of their round, six-place tables. The girl who came over to take my order was beyond lovely—she was tall and willowy, but curvy in all the places you wanted a girl to be curvy. Clearly in her late teens or early twenties, she had dark hair which reached down to her shoulders and then curled up—the result of long minutes with a curling iron each morning—and sparkling green eyes, which were the exact same color that Colleen’s had been!

		

		But where Colleen had been short and pixie-like, this girl was tall and muscular, standing at least five-foot eight and having broad, almost Amazon-like shoulders. Indeed, if this girl had been wearing a Wonder Woman costume, she would have filled it out perfectly, having breasts more like Linda Carter than Gal Gadot, the current Wonder Woman! Not that I could actually see my waitress’s breasts. She wore a pair of painted-on jeans, white trainers, and a heavy plaid shirt. But from the way the jeans hugged her unbelievable ass and long, trim legs, and from the way her sumptuous young breasts bulged out against the plaid, I could tell she was built like a World War Two pin-up girl. And her face was utterly flawless and devastating in its porcelain skin beauty!

		

		She gave me a thin menu and a glass of ice water and sauntered away from my table, back toward the lunch counter, her peerless ass cheeks mesmerizing to watch as they moved beneath the snug blue jeans. I drank some of the water and tried to concentrate on the simple menu.

		

		She can’t be that good-looking! I chastised myself mentally. You’re probably seeing what you want to see, after bolting away from Colleen and her little sex-trap! You’re no doubt projecting—worried that you’ll never see another woman in your life you want to fuck as badly as you wanted Colleen!

		

		I quickly glanced around the small café to assure myself that this was the case. A young couple, with a pair of young kids, occupied the only other table in the place that had any diners. The mom was probably twenty-five or so, like the dad, and the kids—a boy and a girl—looked to be pre-teen by a few years. The mom had short blonde hair and a lanky body. While she wasn’t exactly ugly, having a plain, non-descript face and small breasts to go along with her tall, non-curvy frame and a pair of tanned, toothpick-thin legs, prominently displayed in the baggy walking shorts she wore, she wasn’t a raving beauty by any means!

		

		If I were in a bar late at night, slightly drunk, and she had come on to me, offering a quick blowjob out in the parking lot, I probably wouldn’t have turned her down, but she wasn’t the sort of woman who would ever drive me out of my mind with her spectacular looks; no matter how horny I was, that was for sure. So much for my every-woman-is-now-a-sex goddess theory!

		

		I looked again at my waitress, who was now leaning on the kitchen pass-through, chatting with the cook. Those jeans still looked amazing, and that face…like Helen of Troy’s, it could have launched a thousand ships!

		

		As if she was aware that I was staring at her, she stepped away from the window, gathered up her notepad and pencil, and made her way back over to my table. I still had the unread menu in my hands as she approached, staring down at me quizzically.

		

		“Uh, I’ll have a cheeseburger and fries,” I murmured guiltily, not wanting to admit that I was having trouble focusing on the menu.

		

		“Which cheeseburger, the California special, with blue cheese and avocados, or the double-double, with cheddar and swiss?” she asked.

		

		“I’ll try the California one, with the blue cheese,” I said, not sounding too sure of myself.

		

		The young family got up from their table and trooped up to the cash register sitting on the end of the lunch counter, the dad reaching into the back pocket of his jeans for his billfold.

		

		“That was great, Melinda; just like usual,” the young man said as he laid a twenty on top of the check on the counter.

		

		“I’ll tell Bobby, the cook,” the waitress said, beaming as she made change for him. “Is this your last day with us?”

		

		“Yeah, I’m afraid it is,” the man said, his smile turning into a frown of disappointment. “Vacation’s over, the kids start school next Monday and I have to get back to my practice.”

		

		“But we get to go fishing once more this afternoon, before we leave!” the little boy blurted excitedly.

		

		“I hope you catch some!” Melinda, the waitress told him. Where are you going, Battle Creek or Deer Creek?”

		

		“Battle Creek, Deer Creek is lame!” the little girl confided confidently.

		

		I grimaced, remembering my experience with Deer Creek as being anything but lame. I recalled its icy water and Colleen’s tight ass around my gliding prick!

		

		The family of four left and Melinda and I were alone in the small dining room. She poured herself an ice tea and came over to my table. She turned slightly red as she murmured, “Yep, you’re him, I guess. There aren’t that many Burgundy Jags in these mountains. That means you’re my mom’s summer guy this year, mind if I join you? Your burger will be up in a minute.”

		

		With that, she slid out an empty chair and took a seat, saying: “I’m Melinda Williams, by the way, Colleen’s daughter. Caleb Williams was my daddy.”

		

		I didn’t know what to say to that, so I said nothing. Melinda seemed relaxed, until you studied her gorgeous young face carefully. She was nervous about confronting her mom’s “summer guy”, after all! There was an inner-tension about her, when you looked into those fabulous green eyes closely. And her breathing was short and choppy, as if she were frightened.

		

		“How old are you, Melinda?” I asked her, wanting to know and wanting to break the tense silence between us.

		

		“I just turned twenty,” she admitted, looking away. “Mama never mentioned me, did she?”

		

		“No, she talked a little about your late father and she alluded to other people, but she never mentioned you,” I answered truthfully.

		

		“Oh, hell… ‘alluded to’… she flat-out showed you other people!” Melinda spat out the words. “I grew up at that motel! I know all about the secret viewing spaces behind every room and the peepholes set into the back walls! I discovered them when I was about ten, and I was helping her clean rooms. I’ve watched Mama doing some of her tricks with guests, over the years! I know all about kinky sex, thank you very much!”

		

		I sat back and reappraised the girl, wondering just how much “kinky sex” she, herself, had participated in, letting my dirty mind run wild for a few seconds, imagining Melinda sucking a huge cock, like Davis Long’s, daydreaming about her eating pussy or letting another ravishing woman or girl eat hers and suck those impressive young tits. Did she revel in depravity like her mom did, I wondered?

		

		“I happened to be in Chester the day you and Mama and that bitch, Lynn, showed up over there,” Melinda spoke up again, sounding very displeased.

		

		“I hate that blonde dyke!” the twenty-year-old offered. “She made a pass at me when Mama wasn’t looking, when I was sixteen or so, when she was up visiting Mama that summer.”

		

		Contemplating that, I didn’t blame Lynn all that much. If Melinda looked anything like she did now four years ago, she would have been a stunning teenage beauty! And being Colleen and Caleb’s daughter and being that beautiful, who wouldn’t have hit on her?

		

		Stop that! I rebuked myself mentally. Just because the girl’s a vision of loveliness, and her mother and father were a couple of libertines, that doesn’t mean that she’s like that as well!

		

		I asked myself, other than her boldness at introducing herself to me, had Melinda done anything else as yet to indicate that she was like her horny mom? Not really, I had to admit somewhat wistfully. Up until now, she had been the model of decorum.

		

		Hoping to myself that her non-sexual, unflirtatious manner was just an act—she was, after all, unbelievably gorgeous—I resolved to get to know her better, and find out for myself if this rather luscious-looking apple had fallen as far from the tree as it appeared that it had!

		

		“When do you get off work this evening?” I suddenly asked her.

		

		I get off just before the dinner shift starts, at around five,” she answered, looking as if she couldn’t quite figure out why I had asked.

		

		“Why don’t I take you to dinner down in Red Bluff, this evening?” I inquired. “Do you live in Mineral? I could pick you up at your place.”

		

		She looked very doubtful for a moment, but then her face brightened as she said, “That would be so great! The food here really isn’t bad but it gets kind of old when you have it almost every night. I get to eat here for free, as a part of my wages.”

		

		I thought about Tiny’s monotonous, high-calorie, unhealthy fare and nodded my understanding. “I can see that, I’ve been a regular at the Iron Skillet for weeks now.”

		Melinda made a face and then smiled as she said, “I haven’t eaten there in a while, but I’d bet their food hasn’t changed much. Old Tiny just cooks what he knows how to cook and doesn’t bother to learn to make anything new.”

		

		“That’s for sure! I heard your mother joke once that the menu hadn’t changed since the first Bush was president, and she got no argument from the waitress!”

		

		Melinda grinned and said, “Earl’s good people! So is Tiny, for that matter. It isn’t their fault that they got stuck in the Skillet. There’s not many jobs up here in the mountains. I was lucky to get this one!”

		

		“I live right across the highway, in what passes for a housing development up here. I rent the Johnson’s summer cabin. The Johnson’s live down in Red Bluff. They’re ranchers and they’ve had a cabin up here, in Mineral, for as long as anyone can remember. But they’re just up here a few times during the summer—Fourth of July weekend and the sort--the place usually stands empty the rest of the year, so I got in touch with them last year, when I came home from college and asked if they wanted to rent it to me.”

		

		“How do I find it?” I asked.

		

		“Easy. Take the first street off of Thirty-Six and go down to near the end of the street. It’s the two-story place on the right, with a sixty-foot Ponderosa Pine in the front yard and a piece-of-shit, blue Toyota Corolla in the driveway. It’s my main mode of transportation, when it runs, which isn’t often.”

		

		She put her right, trainer-clad foot out and pointed down at it, saying, “This is how I get around most of the time; Reeboks all the way, baby! Lucky the grocery store and my job are right across the road.”

		“That must get pretty expensive,” I commented, remembering how much the little country grocery store charged for a six pack of Coronas and a few bottles of cheap wine, “And I don’t imagine they pay you a lot to wait tables in this place.”

		

		“Minimum wage and tips,” Melinda said with a rueful smile. “But it’s enough to live on, just barely. Look at all the money I save on gas, for example, since my car is so undependable. And walking everywhere keeps me in great shape; no expensive gym memberships needed, thank you very much!”

		

		We both laughed and she stood up to fetch my hamburger basket, which had just appeared in the kitchen’s pass-through window.

		

		It was great! Or perhaps Melinda’s bubbly company during my meal just made it seem that way. Maybe it was the fact that it hadn’t been cooked by Tiny and I was eating it in a café that wasn’t the Iron Skillet for a change was what made it seem extraordinary.

		

		But whatever it was, that cheeseburger was just right—juicy and flavorful, with just the right amount of cheese, and the tomato garnishing it tasted as if it had just been picked from someone’s home garden. The French fries were nothing special, but they sure hit the spot that afternoon!

		

		The simple meal filled me up but here we sat, talking about having dinner together in a few hours! “I have to warn you, Red Bluff isn’t exactly San Francisco, when it comes to fine restaurants,” Melinda told me with a wry grin. The best place to eat in town isn’t even in town!“she added, it’s a little steak and grill house called the Green Barn, out in Antelope, which is across the river bridge, a rustic little suburb of Red Bluff, on the highway leading to Chico.”

		

		“Chico? Isn’t that a college town in the Sacramento Valley with a big state university?” I asked her.

		

		“That’s the one,” Melinda agreed. “It’s a pretty little place, with big, overhanging trees lining almost every street. And the college has gotten huge, with over thirty-thousand students the last time I checked.”

		She tossed her long, dark hair back over her shoulder and whispered, “I almost went there, but UC Davis offered me a full-ride academic scholarship at the last minute, so I went there instead.”

		

		I had graduated from UC Berkeley, in the Bay Area, so I was mildly familiar with the more bucolic Davis campus, a few miles out of Sacramento. It had started out as primarily an agriculture school, but it now offered degrees in liberal arts subjects as well as science and other pursuits. It didn’t have the panache of Berkeley, but it was a well-respected institution of higher learning.

		

		“What did you major in?” I asked my beautiful dinner companion.

		

		“Nothing very useful, I’m afraid; liberal arts with an emphasis in history,” she answered casually. “Not that it matters. You don’t need a college degree in anything to wait tables in Mineral, California.”

		

		She got back up to return to work, because a couple who looked as if they might be camping at one of the local campgrounds came into the all but deserted café at that moment. Melinda strode over to them, gave them menus, and led them to one of the many vacant tables.

		

		“…yeah, we’re staying at the campground at Battle Creek,” I overheard the man telling Melinda as she seated them and brought silverware, napkins, and two ice waters to them. “Been up here in the mountains since Wednesday, but we got tired of hot dogs and fried trout, so here we are!”

		

		“Well, fried Rainbow trout is on the dinner menu, but we’ve got lots of other entrees that might interest you,” Melinda said charmingly, taking out her order pad and pencil as the couple studied the menus.

		

		“I think I’ll have the cheeseburger, but could I get it with a small green salad instead of the French fries?” the man asked patting the considerable stomach girth beneath his touristy Lassen Volcanic National Park tee shirt. “Got to watch the old waistline.”

		

		“Watch it expand, you mean,” his wife said ruefully, eyeing his large gut. “I’ll have the tuna fish sandwich.

		

		She was in her early fifties, like him, but where he was big and round, she was short and skinny; a wiry woman with dishwater-blonde hair, cut short and a pixie-like face that was cute, rather than pretty, and reminded me suddenly of Colleen’s impish good looks.

		

		Colleen’s daughter asked her, “Will you have a salad too, or are the fries okay?”

		

		The thin woman patted the sleek belly beneath her own tee shirt confidently and said: “I can afford them, unlike my husband, and an order of hot, crispy French fries sounds just right this afternoon. So I’ll have them, and if you’re good, Tubby, I might share one or two with you!”

		

		Melinda was still chuckling at their antics as she stepped over to the kitchen pass through and gave the order to the cook. Once she had assured herself that the food was being prepared, she came back over to my table and resumed her seat opposite me.

		

		“I hope I’m in a good, easy relationship like those two apparently enjoy when I get to be their age,” she murmured to me.

		

		“I’m sure you’ll meet someone by then that satisfies all your criteria,” I whispered back. “A girl who looks like you should have no trouble meeting men.”

		

		“You’d think so, wouldn’t you?” she asked earnestly, not jokingly.

		

		“Being the prettiest girl in the room isn’t always all it’s cracked up to be,” she said, a hint of bitterness creeping into her voice.

		

		The door opened again and a small crowd of customers filed into the empty café. She eyed them quickly and got to her feet again with a sigh, saying, “We can continue this discussion tonight, at dinner, if you want to. I have to get back to work now, for real.”

		

		I watched her bustle off to seat the new influx of customers, take their orders as they scanned their menus, and deliver them to the kitchen. When I had finished my last cold French fry, I left a twenty-dollar tip on the table, stood up and took my meal tab over to the cash register, where Melinda rang it up, took my payment and rang it up as though we were strangers.

		

		“I’ll pick you up at six tonight, if that’s alright,” I said somewhat desperately, as if trying to assure myself that our earlier conversation had actually happened and I wasn’t just fantasizing that I had a dinner date with this enchanting girl. “If I can find your house.”

		

		“Gigantic Ponderosa Pine in the front yard, dead-looking blue Toyota Corolla in the driveway, two-story; you can’t miss it: see you at six! The clothes you have on right now will be fine for tonight, by the way.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Dinner And Guilt

		

		The house Melinda was renting proved to be as easy to find as she’d said it would be. The Ponderosa Pine was, indeed, huge, taking up most of the postage stamp-small front yard. And the old Toyota did look somehow dead as it sat forlornly in the dirt driveway, its hood open to the sky and one tire looking as if a puff of air would do it no harm.

		

		The house itself was two stories, with a clapboard first story and a second story that had been painted a dull red quite a while ago, judging by its weathered look. A dark green metal roof, pitched steeply to deflect snow build-up, completed the place. And I noticed a chimney of red bricks, jutting up out of the metal roof from what I guessed to be the living room.

		

		A fire must be very comforting up here in the pit of winter, I told myself as I swung the Jag off the narrow street and into the driveway behind the deceased Toyota, imagining lead-grey skies and big flakes of snow raining down, instead of the early twilight of late summer now surrounding me.

		

		It gets dark earlier up in the mountains! I kept on reminding myself as I got out of the Jag, after once again checking the dashboard clock to assure myself that it was actually approaching six and not seven or eight o’clock, the way it felt amid the gathering darkness.

		

		Melinda answered the doorbell right away when I rang it precisely at six. She had changed out of the pair of dark blue jeans she’d been wearing that afternoon, into a white pair that, if anything, were even tighter than the ones she’d been wearing earlier. Gone too was the baggy plaid shirt. Tonight, she wore a shimmering red tank top with a bra that was far too skimpy to properly restrain her incredible young tits!

		

		“Wow! Are you sure Red Bluff is ready for that outfit?” I asked her smiling broadly.

		

		“Probably not, but we haven’t got time to drive all the way down to San Francisco, just for dinner,” Melinda told me saucily, shimmying her big breasts inside the tank top for emphasis.

		

		“I’m not sure the City is ready for it either,” I replied, wondering—even if we were in San Francisco-- where I’d take her for dinner so that this particular outfit wouldn’t cause a scene!

		

		Right offhand, I couldn’t think of any. While it was true that the Bay Area was way more cosmopolitan than Red Bluff or any of the other Valley towns, Melinda’s spectacular rack, thus displayed in the sheer tank top with the nearly see-through bra, would have caused a stir no matter where I’d taken her, even in San Francisco.

		

		“I did wear my boots, in case we wanted to go out dancing somewhere after dinner,” she said, proudly putting out her right foot, which was shod in a pair of gaudy-looking, hand-tooled Western boots with the typical pointy toes and stacked heels. “There isn’t any kind of dancing in Red Bluff, other than shitkicker, aside from the occasional rock band performing over at the Armory or out at the fairgrounds.”

		

		I was still wearing a short-sleeved, cotton plaid shirt, sand-colored chinos, and a lightweight corduroy sports coat—the same outfit I’d had on that morning, when I’d exited the Chelsea Meadows Resort. I had figured it would be fine for an informal dinner in a town like Red Bluff; I hadn’t counted on a foray into Country and Western nightclubs, not that I had anything in my wardrobe that might have been more appropriate than the preppie attire I had on!

		

		“Whoa, little darlin’! I’m not exactly dressed for a night of line-dancing and hitting the cowboy bars!” I cautioned her in an overdone hillbilly accent.

		

		“We could stop at a truck stop and buy you a John Deere ballcap and you’d fit in real fine,” she chided me lightly, stepping out onto the porch to leave.

		

		“Mmmmm, Jaguar! Love the way they smell inside; all that fine leather!” Melinda sighed as she slid into the passenger’s seat moments later.

		

		“I take it you’ve ridden in Jags before, then?” I said when I started to back out of the driveway. “I wouldn’t think there’d be many around here.”

		

		“No, it’s mostly Jeeps and pickup trucks up here in the mountains,” she agreed, “and pickups and the occasional Cadillac down in the Valley, where I went to high school. But I did go to Davis for college: and BMWs, Audis and Jags were pretty common in that town.”

		

		Davis, California, wasn’t exactly Beverley Hills or San Francisco, in terms of sophistication from what I remembered of it. But it beat out Red Bluff, or Mineral by several miles! I could easily picture my stunning dinner date riding around that tree-lined University town in some infatuated frat boy’s BMW, Corvette, or in his daddy’s Jag.

		

		“I keep forgetting that you’ve been away to college,” I said apologetically. “It’s just that you look so at home in these mountains, that I can’t imagine you traipsing around in a city somewhere.”

		

		“I come across as a hick—is that what you’re saying?” she asked, those green eyes of hers suddenly flashing with angry mischief.

		

		“No, no, that’s not it at all!” I assured her. “It’s just that you’re…you’re…”

		

		I shrugged helplessly and she said, “For an author, you’re not much at expressing yourself clearly, are you?”

		

		“Not tonight, apparently,” I admitted with a laugh, breaking the tension—I hoped. “Maybe I’m just nervous, partly because you’re Colleen’s daughter and partly because you’re probably the most beautiful girl I’ve ever been to dinner with in my entire life!”

		

		“Oh, that old ‘you’re so beautiful’ thing again!” Melinda fumed with a big sigh. “I get so fucking tired of that!”

		

		“Tell me about that,” I urged her. “You said you would, today at lunch. What’s so awful about being gorgeous?”

		

		After a long pause, clearly filled with thought, she said: “It gets old is all, being the prettiest girl in whatever room you’re in!”

		

		She shook her long, brown locks and whispered vehemently, “When you look like I do, that’s all anyone wants to talk about! People, especially men, seem to think it’s so cool, being spectacular looking. They imagine that it’s all that I think about too.”

		

		She shrugged her shoulders in exasperation and said, “I’ve been pretty all my life! I don’t even think about it anymore; it’s just the way it is! Like the sky being blue or fish swimming. It’s not a big deal to me; why can’t guys get that?”

		

		The trip down the mountain from Mineral took about forty-five minutes. After we broke out of the pine trees, the terrain abruptly shifted from thick forest to open, rolling hills covered with yellow dry grass and the occasional scrub oak tree in between vast vistas of black lava rock. Mount Lassen, the penultimate peak in this range of mountains, was a volcano. It’s last eruption, in 1915 or so had hurled rocks, some the size of Volkswagen beetles for almost a hundred miles, studding the fields with these ebony-colored mementos of its released fury.

		

		The miles flew by, as long stretches of Highway Thirty-Six, after we left the pine forest, was sharply downhill but straight as a ruler. My Jag gobbled up the forty-some miles between Mineral and Red Bluff as Melinda and I talked about how it had been, growing up as the daughter of the infamous Colleen and Caleb Williams in small, morally-conservative venues like Mineral and the slightly bigger Red Bluff.

		

		I gathered that because of her great looks and girl-next-door personality, Melinda had been granted a sort of uneasy pass by her relatives and acquaintances. “She’s so nice—you’d never know her mama was such a tramp and her daddy such a rake!” seemed to be the prevailing narrative about Melinda while she’d been growing up. People made allowances for her, most of them realizing that it wasn’t her fault that her parents behaved the way they did!

		

		“I might have enjoyed an almost normal life, if I hadn’t been cursed with my folks’ genes!” Melinda said, with a shake of her long brunette locks. She looked over at me and whispered shamefully, her green eyes downcast with embarrassment, “I have a huge sex drive! I first became aware of it when my boobs started to grow, at around thirteen. I’d watched Mama carry on with men, and a few women, by then for around three years. It never bothered me before; I mean it didn’t affect me. It was like watching some exotic TV show in a foreign language that I didn’t understand; more like it was interesting, rather than erotic!”

		

		“Then one night when I was just barely thirteen and I had snuck back into one of the observation spaces behind room three—I had woken up when Mama sneaked past my bedroom door at one in the morning, I knew well enough by then what was going on—I’d followed her out of the house and skulked back in the dark until I saw her stop at the door to room three. Then I high-tailed it around back and unlocked the observation door to that room, knowing that a handsome young salesman, who stayed with us about once a month was registered in that room. I knew she was going to slip into his bed, because I’d watched her…fuck him a couple of times before, so I knew what I was going to be seeing…”

		

		Her voice trailed off and I glanced over at her to see why she had stopped talking and I saw that her eyes had the far off look of someone who was remembering what she was talking about, and Melinda said just then: “For some reason, he turned the bedside lamp on that night, just after Mama had shed her clothes and climbed into the sack with him.”

		

		She offered me a shy little bashful smile as she continued, “Maybe it was because I could see so well what happened that night—I mean, on the other nights I’d watched them, you could make out what was happening most of the time, from the moonlight filtering into the room and such—but on this particular night I could see clear as day; I could actually see her sucking his cock! It was a really nice one, by the way; all long and thick and hard as a rock! I could see her tongue going round and round on it, making bulges in her hollowed in, sucking cheek indentations, as he bobbed her head up and down on in! And I could see Mama fingering her own…pussy while she blew him. I saw her climax just as he went off in her mouth! And I saw her swallow every drop of what he gave her!”

		

		Melinda’s cheeks colored slightly in the darkened Jag’s cabin as she admitted, “I’d seen that before, too; with a few different men. But that night it really got to me! I followed Mama’s lead, playing with myself as I watched them going at it, until I orgasmed, right along with them!”

		

		She slumped back into the passenger’s seat as she further admitted, “I knew right then that I wanted to do that too! I wanted to play with my clit as I sucked a hard cock off—just to see if my orgasm was any hotter when I actually did it, rather than just fantasizing about doing it.”

		

		We had come to a “y” in the roadway, where Highway Thirty-six meets Highway Ninety-Nine East, leading into Red Bluff. I came to a stop, turned right, and Melinda said, “The restaurant we want is a couple of miles ahead, on the right side of the road; a place called the Green Barn.”

		

		We rode along in companionable silence for another minute, when my prurient curiosity finally got the better of me and I blurted out: “Well did you? Did you find a cock to suck?”

		

		She looked at me disbelievingly and whispered, “Look at me, Lee! Even at thirteen, with a lot less chest than I have now, do you honestly think I couldn’t find a cock to suck?”

		

		I felt like God’s own prize fool as I murmured back, “No, I don’t suppose you did.”

		

		Melinda said, “I had a cousin, Raymond was his name. He was only a couple of years older than me but he already looked like a man; heavy beard, big, broad shoulders, and no waist at all. He’d made no secret of the fact he’d had the hots for me, every since I’d turned eleven! I was down in Red Bluff a few days after the salesman had left, staying with my relatives, and I ran into Ray. We were playing, and I mentioned I was eager to learn to give a proper blowjob. And he couldn’t have volunteered to be my willing subject any faster than he did.”

		

		She smiled triumphantly as she said, “Cousin Ray’s dick was just like the rest of him, advanced for its years!”

		

		Melinda chuckled knowingly and went on to say, “I didn’t have any firsthand experience with cocks then, of course, but I’d seen Mama handle quite a few of them over the years and since then, I’ve seen my share. Ray had a whopper, for a boy his age! I about chocked to death, trying to get all of it in my mouth and down my throat—the way I’d seen Mama do it numerous times—when I first tried to suck it, and I’m sure my tongue-work wasn’t nearly as good as hers.

		

		But Ray certainly didn’t have any complaints! He came like crazy about two minutes after I started licking him. The fact that I was buck-naked and playing with my virgin pussy didn’t hurt, of course. And he was mesmerized by my tits, even though they weren’t half as big then as they are now!”

		

		“What happened to Cousin Ray,” I asked, unable to restrain my curiosity.

		

		“Last I heard, he was in prison, doing time for transporting cocaine,” Melinda replied casually. “The Williams family has blacker sheep than Mama and Daddy, you see. Cousin Ray isn’t the only felon we’ve produced lately, I’m afraid.

		

		There’s my second cousin, Bonnie, who got busted for prostitution and drugs, and my Great Uncle Howard, who’s still in prison for beating a guy half to death in a bar brawl over a lost pool game, as I recall.”

		

		She stopped talking for a minute and then said, “That’s it; right up there on the right!”

		

		I braked and swung into the parking lot for the Green Barn Whiskey Kitchen. After we had parked near the back of the small lot, Melinda said, “I haven’t been here in months; they had a fire and then completely re-did the place. It used to be the best place to eat in this town, but that’s not saying much! It was your standard steak and chop house; big on beef, with some pork chop dishes and a few seafood entrees. Red Bluff is at least a hundred miles inland from the Pacific Ocean, so all the seafood is frozen when they get it. So, you’re taking a chance when you order lobster tail in a joint like this.”

		

		She smiled charmingly and said, “I’ve heard good things about the new owners and what they’ve done with the place, so I thought we’d try it. The other best choices in town are Applebee’s, or maybe Burger King.”

		

		“That’s pretty harsh, when it comes to dinner!” I remarked, reflecting on the choice between a place that I regarded as one step up from Denny’s and a national chain of mediocre hamburger joints.

		

		“It’s fucking Red Bluff, Lee; get used to it!” Melinda said with a sneer as I opened the front door to the Barn.

		

		We stepped inside, into the air-condition comfort—it had been cool and comfortable up at Mineral, but Red Bluff in late August was downright toasty, after emerging from my air-conditioned Jag-- and found ourselves immersed in a world of polished oak, hammered copper, and black leather. Whoever had refurbished the burn-out shell of the old restaurant had spared no expense in rebuilding it! If this place was located up in the Berkeley hills, back in the Bay Area, and it had even so-so food, it would have easily done a million dollars a year worth of business!

		

		It was a beautiful layout, heavy on atmosphere, giving off the vibe of an East Coast establishment, so unexpected here, in the heart of the American West, that it was little short of jarring. We took a seat at the half-full bar, after giving my name to the maître d and asking for a table for two. Melinda spoke right up and ordered a Dewar’s and water, while I requested a vodka martini, made with Grey Goose. We sat admiring the décor and marveling that such a place could exist in Red Bluff, which was widely viewed as a redneck cattle-ranching town. Its main claim to fame was that it hosted the “biggest two-day rodeo in the world”, which sounded impressive, until you found out that most other big rodeos were either one day or week-long affairs—think Calgary Stampede, up in Canada.

		

		“This is some restaurant, for a redneck town like Red Bluff,” I told Melinda, taking a big sip of my cocktail.

		

		“Let’s just hope the food is on a par with this barroom,” she answered, trying her Dewar’s.

		

		I started, watching her drink it, suddenly remembering that Melinda was barely twenty, not twenty-one, and imagining myself spending the rest of the night in the local jail, charged with buying alcohol for a minor!

		

		She gave me a superior smile, guessing what I was contemplating, whispering, “You can relax, Lee. I’m rarely carded and when I am, I have an excellent fake ID that has stood up to scrutiny in the best bars in both San Francisco and Sacramento, as well as those in Davis and some of the other Valley towns.”

		

		I did relax as I replied, “Rarely, eh? How often is ‘rarely’?”

		

		“A couple of times, when I wasn’t wearing make-up, and when I was younger, and I was wearing, like, cut-offs and flip-flops.”

		

		“Younger? Just how long have you had this bogus ID?” I demanded.

		

		“Since I turned seventeen,” she answered defiantly. “Very few bartenders want to ask a really pretty girl to leave their bar—bad for tips; bad for business”, she stopped talking long enough to take another sip of her scotch and favored me with a flirtatious, triumphant wink.

		

		“Mama never said shit when I started to raid her booze supply when I was about eleven; she just bought two six packs instead of just one and quarts of booze instead of fifths.”

		

		“She didn’t bother to lecture you on the evils of strong drink?” I asked incredulously.

		

		“Old Hess tried that once—I imagine she put him up to it—but I just asked him about the evils of shoving his dick up Mama’s ass, and he let it drop.” Melinda smiled wickedly and added, “I’d been watching from the observation spaces for several years by then, and I’d seen the two of them going through that bogus ‘whip my titties until you get hard and then I’ll blow you’ cleansing ritual of theirs a few times by then.”

		

		“Colleen knew you were watching her and she never said anything about it; never forbade it?” I asked disbelievingly.

		

		“She had to have known, but it was like the booze, she never said a word about it,” Melinda insisted, shrugging her shoulders again. “I suppose she thought I had to learn about alcohol and sex sometime, so it may as well be at home.”

		

		“Some home!” I huffed self-righteously.

		

		“It wasn’t so bad,” Melinda commented, surprising me.

		

		She grinned at me and then whispered, “Oh, I hated being her daughter when I was younger, alright, don’t get me wrong.”

		

		A half a minute of dead silence descended on us and then she went on in a low, somehow sultry voice. “With every passing year, I understand her a little more. I’ve discovered that I’m a hot-blooded woman, just like she is.”

		

		Melinda’s green eyes cautioned me as she added, “I’m not quite as bold as she is; some would say brassy. I haven’t done as many things in bed as she has, and maybe I haven’t enjoyed some of the kinkier ones as much as she obviously does. I guess I’m not as…sexually liberated…as Mama is! I have a sense of shame, and she doesn’t seem to.”

		

		Melinda finished her drink and nodded to the bartender. He made both of us another round and I guzzled the rest of my Grey Goose and picked up the second one. I rested my hand on the bar as I grasped it, so that Melinda wouldn’t see my fingers shaking. This was, without a doubt, the most interesting, stimulating barroom conversation I’d ever had in my life and it had me all keyed up inside! I couldn’t stop fantasizing about what was going to happen when we got back to her place up in the mountains that night; maybe nothing, but maybe everything!

		

		She waited until the bartender was out of earshot once more before giving me an example of what she meant. “I don’t like anal,” she whispered urgently. “I’ve tried it a few times, with guys of all sizes, shapes, and lengths. I can do it okay, but I don’t really like to do it! It’s just kind of uncomfortable and messy, and I don’t get much out of it.”

		

		Again, she shrugged her shoulders apologetically and added. “I get what the guy gets. My pussy is still really tight, I’ve been reliably informed on numerous occasions, by a number of gentlemen who were in a position to know what they were talking about. But, because I don’t like anal and I haven’t done it as much, I’d bet my ass is really tight!”

		

		Melinda smiled and said, “It’s really pretty, too! I can see why a man would want to…fuck me back there. But that doesn’t make it any more pleasant for me!”

		

		She sipped her new drink and made a face. “This one’s stronger than the first one was,” Melinda whispered. Her face brightened as she said, “You know, scotch is an acquired taste, just like semen is! You should have seen me, trying to swallow old Cousin Ray’s huge mouthful of ball juice, that first time I sucked his dick!”

		

		Her voice once again dropped to a conspiratorial whisper as she went on to say: “I knew what to do, of course, when he started coming in my mouth—I’d seen Mama suck off quite a few different men’s dick by then, and she’d always swallowed it all for them! But it tasted so gross and it was so hot and slimy! At first, I thought I just couldn’t, but Cousin Ray’s nuts just kept on pumping out that fiery, slippery goo and mouth got really full in a hurry!”

		

		She winked at me, drank big slug of her scotch, and said, “So, I just told myself ‘You wanted this, girl! You were pissing your pants to try this; so, down the old hatch it goes!’”

		Shuddering slightly at the memory, she added, “I almost threw up, right in

		

		Sitting back on her barstool, she said, I was staying down here, in Red Bluff, for the weekend, with the Williams and Ray and I were alone in their

		

		house one afternoon.”

		

		I must have looked shocked at that incident of incest, because Melinda frowned at me and commented. “It wasn’t all that uncommon, back then, for two cousins to get together in that way. And besides, I already told you, he had a bangin’ body and a great cock, and he was always mooning around after me, since I’d given him that first blowjob, back when we were younger.”

		

		Melinda seemed to inadvertently sigh and lean forward at the same time, placing her spectacular rack, in their skimpy, see-through bra and diaphanous tank to on the edge of the bar top. I knew her actions were anything but inadvertent when she whispered softly, “I was two cup sizes bigger than I had been when he’d last seen me naked. That boy was hard and deep inside me in a blink and we were fucking the way only two horny teenagers can.”

		

		My dinner companion’s smile at that moment was so charming, so disingenuous that I could scarcely believe that we were talking about what we were talking about. The waitress, sent over by the maître d, or course chose that very instant to come up to the bar and tell us that our table was ready.

		

		The fare at the newly-refurbished restaurant hadn’t changed that much; it was still made up of steaks, chops, a bit of pasta and chicken dishes, along with salad and a limited seafood menu. I chose the filet mignon medallions, thinking of Tiny’s braised sirloin tips, served with gravy and pasta, and wanting to compare them. Melinda stuck with the New York steak and a baked potato, which came with a green salad.

		

		Since we were both having beef, I ordered a full bottle of a rather heavy cabernet sauvignon, much to my date’s delight. “I developed a taste for authoritative red wines while I was away at college,” she said as the waitress went to turn in our order.

		

		“Most restaurants around here don’t have a decent bottle of wine in the place, but this one definitely does!”

		

		After pursuing the list, I ordered a California cabernet that is uniformly good and occasionally great: Beaulieu Vineyard. Melinda and I agreed, after tasting it, that it was as flavorful, fruity, and yet dry a cabernet as a person could ask for and that it would go marvelously with our charbroiled steaks.

		

		I looked across the table at my dinner companion and realized that she was even more extraordinary than I had first imagined her to be. She was young and vivacious, but she was also somewhat sophisticated and worldly beyond her years! Growing up with Colleen had given her early and continual exposure to all sorts of sensual, perverse aspects of human sexuality, and going away to the university had given her a chance to both broaden her perception of the world and more deeply explore her own sexuality.

		

		“You’re a very special young lady, Melinda,” I was moved to say, toasting her with what was left of cocktail.

		

		“I am at that, so kind of you to notice, Lee,” she surprised me by responding.

		

		Looking at her more intently, I saw no signs of an inflated ego; no braggadocio; only an unflinching self-confidence and an honest appreciation of her own worth. She clicked rims with me, taking a sip of her vastly watered-down Dewar’s and soda and smiled at me.

		

		****

		

		The dinner, when it came, was a slight let down, as I’d feared it would be. Melinda’s steak was sizzling-hot and brimming with New York cut flavor, dripping juice and pinkness, since she’d ordered it cooked medium instead of well-done. It had very satisfactory black grill marks on it, and they hadn‘t over-seasoned it.

		

		But my fillet mignon medallions, while slightly more tender and flavorful than Tiny’s braised sirloin tips had been—no surprise there; fillet being a better cut of meat than the finest sirloin—they didn’t have the same impact as his homemade marinade had provided. Or maybe I’d just been hungrier up in those mountains!

		

		All that aside, we finished up our dinners with gusto and I paid for them, waving off Melinda’s offer to pay her half of the tab, I settled up the bill, left what I’m sure was an exorbitant tip, for a small eatery in bucolic Red Bluff, and we headed off to our next adventure, a tavern downtown Melinda assured me was “kick-ass”!

		

		I was a little hesitant about that, remembering that she was flying on a fake ID and not wanting to push our luck, but it was Friday night, and even factoring in the hour-long commute back up to her place, it was still way to early to head home. So, I threw back my shoulders and followed her into what looked like a small-town dive bar named the Round Up Saloon.

		

		I’d felt right at home at the Green Barn, dressed in my preppie, button-down collar, short-sleeved shirt and tan slacks. But the Round Up’s patrons favored the Western look. Melinda, in her tight white jeans and cowboy boots, fit right in. But I felt as out-of-place as I could be in this neighborhood, cowboy bar!

		

		The locals, however, instead of being surly and unwelcoming to the obvious dude, were as friendly as you could ask for. Maybe it was because I was with Melinda, who knew many of them from high school, but they treated me with acceptance and even respect. After all, I was escorting the prettiest girl in the county!

		

		However, that didn’t stop the bartender from asking for her ID, before serving us our first round of drinks. “Born in 1995, huh, Melinda?” the female bartender quizzed my date as she looked somewhat askance as she studied the proffered driver’s license. “I could have sworn you graduated in my niece’s class, back in ’16, that would make you only just barely twenty, not twenty-one!”

		

		“Christ, I’m about dying of thirst; it’s still hot outside tonight!” Melinda groused sulkily. :|” Give me my fucking beer, for God’s sake!”

		

		We had ordered craft beers, on draught, and resignedly, the bartender turned toward the row of taps and drew Melinda her Lost Coast lager and me my Downtown Brown Ale. I was going to go with my usual Corona, since they had it, but I’d drunk that beer all summer, mostly with Melinda’s mother, Colleen, and since I intended to do my level best to get her daughter into bed with me, once we got back up in the mountains, that wasn’t an association my slightly guilty mind craved tonight.

		

		“That’s the problem with small towns: everybody knows everybody!” Melinda snarled under breath as the beer was placed on the bar in front of her. “That stuck-up bitch, Helen Gilroy, is her niece and Helen was in my graduating class at dear old Red Bluff High.”

		

		“I take it you and Helen were not friends,” I whispered to her.

		

		“Not hardly. Helen was head cheerleader and on the Student Council, and like that. While I was Colleen Williams’s daughter, who lived forty miles up in the mountains and had to bust my ass to catch the bus the minute school let out, in order to get home at night. I never had time for cheerleading or any other of those extra-curricular activities that Helen and her little friends so happily engaged in.”

		

		Not a member of “the in-crowd”, despite her spectacular looks, I said to myself, as another piece of the Melinda puzzle falling into place.

		

		“If you didn’t hang out with the cool kids in school, who did you pal around with?” I asked curiously.

		

		“Oh, I knew all of Helen’s little ruling clique, to nod and say ‘Hi’ to, but I wasn’t really friends with any of them,” Melinda informed me in a low murmur which kept her from being overheard by any of the other bar patrons. “All the jocks—football players and such, who were in the clique, wanted to fuck me, of course, all the guys in school wanted to fuck me, but I didn’t like most of them, so I didn’t go out with them.”

		

		“Who did you go out with, if you don’t mind me asking,” I interrupted her.

		

		“You mean who did I fuck?” Melinda asked me in a teasing whisper. “Nobody, until I got to college, unless you count Cousin Ray that one summer. I’d have graduated from Red Bluff High a virgin, if it hadn’t been for him!”

		

		I looked at the jaw-droppingly pretty woman sitting next to me at the bar and shook my head in wonder as I said, “There must have been a lot of very disappointed boys in your graduating class!”

		

		Melinda giggled mischievously and nodded that there had been. “A lot of the jocks and cowboys I did go out with acted real broken-hearted, when they found out I didn’t fuck, especially with all those stories about Mama floating around.”

		

		She giggled devilishly again and murmured, “All of the boys I did date just knew I was going to turn out to be a hot piece of ass, given my looks and the fact that I was my Mama’s daughter. But they all got fooled on that score! I tried to be a fun date, but it was strictly ‘hands off my big tits!’ and ‘I don’t care how hard it is or how long its been that way---put that thing back in your pants, or suck it yourself!’”

		

		We both chuckled as she said that, but I could feel for those poor teenage boys and their blue balls. Dating Melinda must have been agony, back when she was in high school!

		

		“What was so different about the guys at college?” I asked her.

		

		She grinned and answered my first steady at Davis was a junior. So he could buy liquor legally. He was handsome as Adonis, his parents were rich, so he lived in this really cool apartment, instead of the dorms, and drove a new BMW convertible. And he had a cock like a porn star. That fucker was ten inches long, when it got hard—which it did frequently, when he was around me—and he was extremely experienced with girls, both in the bedroom and outside of it. I’d never dated anyone even vaguely like him—this part of the state is fairly light on Don Juans, in case you haven’t noticed! He had me naked and sucking his huge cock on the second date, and he got me in bed with him for the night on our third.

		

		She winked teasingly at me and said: “It was great; much better than my first time, with my cousin. I was as hooked on good sex as my Mama is after that experience, let me tell you!”

		

		“How long did it last between you two?” I asked her.

		

		“That year, my freshman year,” she replied wistfully, as if she wished it had lasted a bit longer. “He hooked up with another girl the next year. I saw her with him a few times; she was a short redhead, with a rockin’ bod! I think she had bigger knockers than I do: they looked even more enormous on a girl her size! She was a real looker, even I have to admit that, so I couldn’t really blame Gene—that was his name, Gene Price—for dumping me and going after her.”

		Melinda let out a huge sigh and finished up with, “I later learned from one of Gene’s friends that I’d met when we were going out that getting a new girl at the start of every college year was kind of Gene’s thing! He didn’t want to get permanently tied down, no matter how hot the girl was, so he traded her in for a new one each year.”

		

		I nodded noncommittally, keeping my face blank; or at least I hoped I was. Poker was never my game. Part of me admired young Gene Price—imagine having the self-confidence at twenty-two or three to dump a girl like Melinda because you were sure you were going to meet and be able to attract someone even better! But another part of me thought he was a fool! I couldn’t imagine some pretty little redhead with enormous knockers and a great body being superior to the girl who now sat beside me at the bar!

		

		“I hope these guys are better than they look,” Melinda said just then, cutting her eyes toward the small stage at the head of the room, where a rather scruffy-looking bunch of young musicians were finishing setting up their equipment; a set of drums, an electronic keyboard, an old fashioned stand up base, and a slew of electric guitars, slide guitars, and the steel guitar set up common to country and western bands.

		

		All of the players were in their early twenties to middle thirties and all of them featured long, scraggly hair that hung down to their shoulders from beneath an assortment of cowboy hats—a beat-up straw, a new-looking, pearl-grey Stetson, and several others that ranged from dark brown to dirty-white—and a mixed bag of shirts, ranging from western-style cowboy finery with pearl snaps to old wifebeater tank tops that had seen a hundred trips to the washing machine, although not recently, from the dingy, stained look of them.

		

		This motley crew of Waylon Jennings wannabes wore their facial hair in a variety of ways; I saw muttonchop sideburns that covered half a face, Fu Manchu mustaches that wouldn’t have looked out of place on an early Eagles or Lynyrd Skynyrd album, and one full beard that would have fit right in with ZZ Top.

		

		In a matter of minutes, they had finished tuning up and setting up and were launching into an old Eagles song that they more than did justice to. Melinda asked me, over the wail of a steel guitar, if I wanted to get another round of beer and move to a table near the dance floor. I nodded that I did, so we refilled our mugs and took a small table right next to the space reserved for dancing.

		

		The band did an old Allman Brothers song next, sounding more like the classic Allman Brothers than even the Allman Brothers had, and Melinda and I got up and danced together for the first time. It was a slow one, so she could feel my boner through my slacks as we rubbed against one another. “Oh, that seems like a nice one!” she whispered in my ear. “But then, I knew it would be.”

		

		I gave her a quizzical look, so she added, “You were Mama’s all-summer-man. She wouldn’t have kept you around that long, if you’d had a disappointing cock.”

		

		My look didn’t change, so she explained simply: “If a man she seduces turns out to have a small dick, or he isn’t good in bed, she dumps him and gets herself another one.”

		

		Just like exchanging a blouse that didn’t quite fit right! I thought with semi-bitterness, and just about as easy to do, for a hottie like Colleen!

		

		The band finished up with the Allman Brothers and segued into a fast one from Skynyrd. Melinda and I reluctantly separated and she began to move to the beat. I think I danced, but I’ll admit I don’t know if I did or not. She looked so sexy, moving her shapely ass around in those clinging white jeans and those humongous tits of her jiggled so enticingly behind her tank top, that I might have just stood there, admiring them; staring at them hungrily, like most of the men in the bar and some of the women!

		

		She slid those cowboy boots of hers around the floor like she was on ice skates, her titties bouncing enticingly. And she knew it! She shook them shamelessly at me-- smiling seductively all the while—my dick so hard it was almost tearing a hole in my slacks. I reached out to touch her and she danced away teasingly, wiggling her tight ass in those tight jeans and shaking her head “no”.

		

		Melinda dance closer and leaned into me, whispering, “Later, when we’re naked in bed together: you can touch me all you want…then!”

		

		I shivered all over and fought to keep from coming in my pants as I thought about being naked and in bed with this little temptress! Fighting off the impulse to come at last, I took her in my arms forcefully and finished off the dance in a quick-step version of the Texas two-step, grinning at her like a loon, I was so happy!

		

		“I need to sit down and drink a little more beer,” I murmured apologetically into her ear as the band broke into a very good version of Garth Brook’s The Thunder Rolls, while I led her off the dance floor.

		“I think I needed to calm down a little too,” Melinda admitted as we sat down at our table. “That was fun!”

		

		“It was almost too much fun; I about came in my pants, watching you cavort around the dance floor in that flimsy top and those jeans!”

		

		Melinda almost choked on the big swig of cold beer she had just taken, laughing at what I had just shared. Her eyes teared up and she did choke a little as she managed to swallow the beer.

		

		“You wouldn’t be the first guy to do that!” she gasped as she replied. “Guys have been doing that around me since eighth grade.”

		

		I laughed too, imagining a bunch if red-faced teenage boys holding their hands desperately over their ruined jeans to hide the growing wet spot! And Melinda laughing at them. I knew she’d have done that, amused by how little control guys had around her, now that I’d gotten to know her a little better.

		

		“It wasn’t such a shock, back then. Teenage boys are notorious for their lack of self-control,” Melinda chuckled. “Their dicks get hard when the wind blows just right!”

		

		She smiled at me mockingly as she finished with: “But you’d think a guy your age would have a better grip on himself.”

		

		I sat squirming on my wooden chair as she added, “I know you’re not a premature ejaculator. Mama would have never stood for that all summer.”

		“I just know you’re going to be awesome in the bedroom later tonight. I’m really counting on that!” She whispered expectantly, “Because I’m just dying to fuck and fuck tonight, Lee, darling!”

		

		No pressure, I said to myself ruefully, remembering just then that she had said her first young lover was hung like a porn star and could really satisfy her in bed.

		

		The next song up was one by Brooks and Dunn, Neon Moon, that had been so popular that it had even been played on some of the radio stations I listened to back in the Bay Area; stations which usually eschewed country and western almost entirely. I leaned over toward my date and said, “I love this one. How about you?”

		

		“Me too,” Melinda nodded, “Want to dance again?”

		

		The base player didn’t look much like Ronnie Dunn of Brooks and Dunn, but he sure managed to sound like him when he sang! I was kind of weird, listening to Dunn’s distinctive voice come out the mouth of a young guy with a ZZ Top beard, who was plucking away at the stand-up base as he and his bandmates effortlessly performed Neon Moon, exactly the way Brooks and Dunn had done it, but I was so entranced to be holding Melinda Williams close, I barely noticed.

		

		Her tits felt incredible against my chest! And I nearly got lost, staring into those green eyes of hers! I guess I danced well enough, but I actually don’t remember, so enraptured I was by her very closeness and her flawless beauty: it must have been all instinct and muscle-memory at work out on that dance floor! I don’t remember a thing, except the feel of her magnificent chest against mine and staring into her lovely eyes; but suddenly, the song was over, everyone was clapping for the band and Melinda and I were making our way back over to our table, goofy grins on our faces at the perfectness of it all!

		

		When I sat down and began nursing at my beer again, I flashed back to my last dance session, that night at the Plumas Pines Resort with Lynn and Melinda’s mother, Colleen. That had been a memorable night as well, in way that was totally different than this one.

		

		I had been reveling in being the guy with two hot women fawning all over me! And I knew that spending the night in that tiny little motel room, with those two sexy women was going to be nothing but hot!

		

		Tonight, with Melinda, was shaping up to be even hotter. I was almost out of my thirties in age: it had been almost twenty years since I’d been with a twenty-year-old girl in bed! And that girl hadn’t been in Melinda league, when it came to being attractive. No girl I’d ever dated had been as downright gorgeous as Melinda was!

		

		Most of them had been desirable; they’d all had their good points. I hadn’t made it a practice to bed any real…dogs! But that old saw about all the girls getting prettier, the closer it came to closing time was true, at least in my experience. More than a few mornings, I had woken up with a young lady who had looked a whole hell of a lot sexier the night before, when it had been a choice between her and going home alone.

		

		Then there was the undeniable fact that she was Colleen’s daughter. I didn’t want to admit to myself that the thought of staring into this new, but somehow very familiar set of green eyes when I was making love to her was part of her attraction.

		

		But I knew it was; just as her eagerness to meet me and go out with me had been largely based on my status as her mother’s all-summer long guy! What I represented to her was as taboo and kinky as what she represented to me—we both knew it but didn’t mention it to each other. It was the eight-hundred-pound gorilla that was constantly in the room with us but which neither one of us wanted to acknowledge.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Dancing And More

		

		We drank a few more beers and had some ill-advised shots of Tequila to accompany them. She taught me some Western dance steps and the band played on, sounding better and better as it got later and the booze kept right on flowing.

		

		At midnight, we found ourselves back in my Jag, attempting to set a land speed record for the trip back up the mountain. She was kissing my ear and teasing it with her naughty little tongue tip as I hammered the gas pedal down, and thought about what might happen back at her place.

		

		My dick felt like an iron bar inside my pants. I had no idea how long I’d been hard, but it seemed like hours by now and her tongue-teasing, hot sighs and lewd, whispered comments about how horny she was and how great she was going to fuck me as soon as we got back to her place didn’t help ease that situation any!

		

		I steered the car with one hand for a second as I started to ease my zipper down out of sheer frustration. She put her hand on top of mine, halting the zipper’s descent and murmured, “Oh, no, you don’t! No road head for you, Mr. Horny! I’m not itching to die the same way my daddy did, with a two-thousand-foot plunge down a canyon!”

		

		That sobered me a little. We had just emerged from the lava rock-studded foothills and were back among the pine trees, rocketing down the deserted highway at more than eighty-miles per hour.

		

		She’s right; a deer could suddenly appear in the middle of the road at any moment! I’m drunk already, so how good would I be at controlling this car with her sucking my dick as we careened along?

		

		“Okay, but you owe me a blowjob when we get to your house!” I insisted hopefully.

		

		After a long moment of thinking that over, she said, “Maybe. I do love to suck cock, but I love a good fuck even more!”

		

		“You could suck me off after we’ve fucked,” I shot back, unwilling to give up on my inner-fantasy of her luscious lip around my rock-hard prick.

		

		She laughed dismissively and said, “After I’m done with you, you’ll be as rung-out as an old dishrag! I doubt you’ll be able to get hard again until morning.”

		

		“You’ve never been to bed with me: you don’t know how much stamina I’ve got!”

		

		Melinda sneered and said, “You’re kind of cute, for a man your age, that is.”

		

		My face must have reflected my outrage at her statement, because she rushed to add, “This is more out of curiosity on my part than anything else.”

		

		“Curiosity?” I echoed numbly.

		

		“Like I said, you’re not ugly, but you’re not way hot, either, as far as looks go,” she explained. “I just want to know why Mama kept you around all season. That, and I’m as horny as I can be, with no steady guy and no car, stuck in fucking Mineral all summer!”

		

		She shrugged apologetically and said, “When I saw you in the café today, minus Mama, I thought: Why not? So, here we are!”

		

		Here we are, indeed! I thought to myself, realizing for possibly the thousandth time that this wasn’t a very good idea.

		

		We flew past the turn off into Payne’s Creek, California without slowing down. It was just twenty-two miles back to Mineral and I vowed to make it in less than twenty minutes.

		

		I did it in just under twenty, rolling into the driveway of Melinda’s rented cabin at twelve-forty-five. Shutting off the headlights, I turned off the engine and vaulted out of the driver’s seat, coming around to Melinda’s side to open the door for her.

		

		“Home at last! Are you ready to fuck?” she asked, giggling devilishly, throwing herself into my arms as she exited the Jag.

		

		As she eagerly kissed me, she sensed my ardor had waned; her right hand worked its way quickly down my chest and over my belt, right down onto my dick through my slacks. She pulled away from me with disappointment as she discovered my hard on had evaporated during the last twenty miles.

		

		“What…don’t you want me all of a sudden?” she asked, sounding thunderstruck at the notion that any man’s interest could fade.

		

		“The idea of this being a…pity fuck; given mostly so you could see what your mother found so fascinating, rather dulls the experience for me, I’m afraid,” I mumbled as I removed her hand from my now very soft dick.

		

		“And they say that women fall out of the mood easily!” Melinda huffed angrily as she stared at me, crushed by disappointment that her evening had ended so badly.

		

		“Come inside for a little while and let’s see if I can rekindle your interest,” Melinda said brightly, taking my right hand in hers and leading me up the driveway.

		

		“This way, up the stairs, if you please,” she whispered after she had unlocked the door and dragged me inside. “The bedrooms are up here, and I do some of my most persuasive work in the bedroom.”

		

		She winked at me suggestively and turned to saunter up the stairs.

		

		Her tight, lush ass in those like-a-second-skin white jeans proved mesmerizing, as she seemed to know it would, and I followed her obediently upstairs like a man in a trance, watching each twitch and new step with utter fascination. She turned into the first door at the top of the stairs, saying; “This is my room. It’s tiny but it’s bigger than the other one.

		

		Not very big bedrooms in these old mountain cabins, I’m afraid.”

		

		Melinda sat down on the edge of a double bed with cast-iron bedposts and yanked off her cowboy boots. As the second one hit the linoleum floor, she smiled up at me and undid both he big, rodeo-style belt buckle and the top button holding her jeans closed.

		

		“Oh, God, that feels great!” she let out a huge sigh of relief and unzipped the zipper. “I know these pants look hot, but they like to cut a girl in two; they’re so tight!”

		

		To my surprise, she stood up abruptly and shinnied out of the white jeans, like a snake shedding its skin, and kicked free of them. Clad now in only a pair of heavy while sweat socks and a barely-there pair of peach-colored thong panties, Melinda did a slow, lingerie model’s turn so I could admire her long, white legs, the petiteness of her small, pink pussy slit—visible as it could be beneath the sheer peach of the material—and the incredible shape of her ass, highlighted by rather than hidden by her panties. Even with the unbecoming deep red marks left by tight belt and waistline of the jeans, Melinda’s half naked body was stunning.

		

		Unlike most girls her age nowadays, she didn’t have a piercing or a tattoo visible anywhere. Intrigued, I asked her about it.

		

		She stuck a model’s pose again and asked derisively, “Would you scribble crayon doodles on a Rembrandt, if you owned one?”

		

		I shook my head that I wouldn’t and she went on to say, “This part isn’t near so binding as those jeans were,” as she eased the loose-fitting tank top up over her head and dropped it on the bed’s surface, leaving her nearly see-through light bra in place. “So, I guess I’ll leave it on for a while…unless you’d rather have it off?”

		

		I opened my mouth but no sound came out, so I just nodded my head in the affirmative. She grinned impishly and reached around in back to undo the clasp.

		

		Hesitating, she smiled at me and asked, “Maybe you’d like to help me with this?”

		

		I realized I was grinning like the village idiot, but I again nodded that I would and stepped forward to flick the clasp open.

		

		The two most beautiful, most perfect female breasts I ever hoped to see in my lifetime spilled out as Melinda turned to face me; and I knew I was as good as lost! I no longer cared that she thought I was too old for her. I no longer gave a damn whether she had engineered this night in order to have what her mother had enjoyed so much about me. I no longer cared that Melinda thought me to be merely “okay” in the looks department and considered me an old man!

		

		My dormant dick was instantly as hard as it had ever been as I swept Melinda into my arms! Her lips against mine felt so right, and so wrong—both at the same time—that I couldn’t seem to get enough of them. Her breasts against my chest felt incredible! And her tongue, dancing against mine, was so sensual, so erotic, that I almost came in my pants for the second time that night.

		

		It turned out that I didn’t have to worry about that for long, however, because Melinda had my jacket, shirt, pants and underwear off a minute into our steamy kiss! She stripped me effortlessly, as if she had done this a thousand times before—which, for all I knew, she had—so that our skin could touch as intimately as our tongues were touching while we kissed.

		

		Then she proceeded to surprise me again by breaking our lips apart, only to trail that naughty little tongue down my chin, onto my neck and down onto my heaving chest. She stopped to lave each of my manly nipples with it briefly, then wriggled her way wetly down my stomach.

		

		Dropping to her knees, she lapped the whole length of my stone-hard dick, starting just above my nut sac, on the right-hand side and working her tongue up the side of my cock, until she reached its head. When she sucked my prick tip into those saliva-gleaming lips of her and began to swirl her tongue around and around, my heart stopped for a moment: I don’t think I’ve ever been so sexually excited in my entire life, even when my friend’s older sister gave me my first blowjob, back in my teens! The sight of the goddess-like Melinda down on her knees in front of me, those awesome titties of hers bobbling all around on her chest as her mouth moved in and out on my throbbing cock was almost to much for me! I wanted to come as badly as I had ever wanted anything in my life—but I also wanted to prove I was a stud and not just some wimp from the city who wasn’t worthy of her!

		

		I had to last longer than a minute in her experienced little mouth to do that—I just had to! Desperate to take me mind off just how sensual, how incredible this blowjob felt, I cleared my throat and managed to croak; “I thought you didn’t like giving head unless you were in the mood?”

		

		“Well, I obviously am in the mood,” she replied cynically, twirling her tongue around my saliva-dripping hard on for emphasis as she held it in the palm of her right hand as she stared up at me. “Why, don’t you like it so far?”

		

		Before my befuddled brain could come up with an appropriate. Smart-ass response, she popped my dick back in her mouth and began bobbing her head in and out, swallowing my whole cock as if it was nothing!

		

		I thought about it in that instant and realized it probably wasn’t; not to a girl like her. Hadn’t she said her first boyfriend in college had a cock like a porn star? Mine was thicker than most guys’, but it was well short of porn star length and I knew it!

		

		It made an impressive bulge down in Melinda’s long, swan-like neck just now, its fat, mushroom-shaped head clearly visible as a good-size lump down by where her Adam’s apple would be, had she been a man.

		

		But this girl was no man—that was clear from her gorgeous, feminine face and her lush young breasts, and I could see her long legs doubled up under her as she knelt so subserviently in front of me to suck cock. And she could do that better than any woman I had ever known—including her mother, that elfin, perverted beauty who had given me such pleasure this summer!

		

		Melinda gave me the slurpiest, sloppiest blowjob I’d ever had for the next few minutes, her lips flying up and down my ready-to-detonate dick, her tongue never ceasing its relentless caress of my sensitive flesh pole, her mouth tight and slick and oh, so warm around my flying shaft! I couldn’t resist: I reached down with both hands and squeezed her massive tits for a long few seconds; then I moved my hands up to her cheeks, holding her head still while I skull-fucked her lips like a pussy!

		

		She took it easily, as if such rough treatment was old hat to her. Melinda merely tilted her head back, so I could fuck her lips and throat more deeply, and kept up her tongue-swirling caresses.

		

		I gasped, looking down into those defiant green eyes and began to come! Again, I couldn’t help it: I couldn’t hold out for even one more stroke!

		

		The semen gushed out of my balls as if I hadn’t come in a month. Melinda calmly collected it in her mouth, swished her busy tongue around my spurting cock head, basting it in its own hot juices, causing my balls to clench wildly several more times, resulting in even more of my gooey come rocketing into her mouth. She swallowed it all effortlessly and licked for still more. I didn’t disappoint her!

		

		Where is all this coming from? I asked myself. I thought her mom did a pretty good job of draining my nuts yesterday!

		

		But my greedy balls just kept on churning out the jets of jizz and Melinda swallowed them all down as quickly as I could shoot them. The once-mighty flow faded away to nothing in the end, of course, but it seemed to take forever to do so.

		

		My sexy young dinner companion licked me clean and let my now-flaccid dick slip from her lips, smiling up at me triumphantly.

		

		“You did like it, I can tell!” she crowed. “that was quite a tummyful of come you just fed me!”

		

		“I tried to hold out for as long as I could, but in the end, I couldn’t,” I murmured to her as I helped her up onto her feet. “That was just too hot a blowjob to resist!”

		

		“I told you I love to suck cock, when I’m in the mood. And I was definitely in the mood tonight!” Melinda assured me, shaking out the kinks from being on her knees for so long.

		

		I watched her sumptuous tits jiggle and roll to a stop on her chest. They were magnificent, as magnificent as the rest of her! She was one of those rare girls who look as good naked as you hoped they would when they were still dressed!

		

		“You like my body?” She asked as she caught me ogling it shamelessly. “Good, most men do, unless they’re hopelessly queer!”

		

		She laughed good naturedly and added, “Even some of those guys were fascinated with me at college; the way a lot of queers like Marilyn Monroe, even though they weren’t interested in fucking her, the way most men were.”

		

		“Yes, yes, I could see you assembling quite a cult of admirers on campus,” I breathed heavily, still staring at her nudity in something like awe.

		

		“Well, don’t just stand there. limp-dicked and gawking. Get hard again and fuck me, why don’t you?”

		

		I started to protest that I had just come as hard as I ever had in my entire life less than a minute ago and that I was in my late thirties, not my late teens, when I noticed my cock inexplicably stirring to life once more! This girl was magical! I was getting hard just thinking about fucking her, and she hadn’t even touched my prick yet, to help it along!

		

		They say great minds think alike, and I guess that’s at least partially true, because at that exact instant, Melinda reached down and took my stiffening dick in hand and began to stroke it lightly as she led me over to the bed with it. “Here, let’s get more comfortable this time,” she said as she urged me down onto the mattress with her.

		

		We snuggled together, totally naked by now, her big tits crushed against my bare chest as we soul kissed, me not minding the subtle traces of my own semen lining the walls of her mouth at bit; it turned me on, if anything, remembering her scorching blowjob, and her hand continued to toy with my ever-hardening cock while we made out.

		

		I attempted to mount her, pushing her onto her back, but she wriggled out from beneath me and forced me onto my back as she threw a long leg over me and nestled her sex against mine, saying: “I love to be on top. I like to fuck a guy instead of having him fuck me all the time!”

		

		With that, she ground her moist little pussy back onto my cock, which was completely hard by now. Somehow, as she leaned forward to kiss me again, my dick head knifed up into her wet gash and I felt the hottest, snuggest pussy I’d ever felt easing down onto my rigid prick.

		

		Melinda was the wettest girl I’d ever been inside, bar none! Her petite young pussy felt amazingly tight and slick and hot around my buried manhood, and I thought I’d go crazy from how great it felt when she began to fuck me!

		

		She’s really fucking me; not just bouncing up and down on top of my prick! I marveled as she broke off our hot kiss and began whipping her hips in and out atop my cock in a kind of lunging, humping motion similar to a man’s!

		

		“Oh, Jesus, baby, fuck me!” I cried out as the super-exciting hunching went on and on. Her formidable tits were swaying and jiggling above me, and her incomparable face was screwed up in rising ecstasy as she expertly rode my cock.

		

		Her earlier taunts about me being “wrung out, like an old dishrag” when she finished with me reverberated through my brain and I knew she had been right about that. It was a good thing she’d chosen to blow me before this torrid fuck, because I could tell already that I’d have little left after she got through with me this time!

		

		She fucked me for what seemed like an hour before her eyes rolled up in her head and she began shaking in orgasm so violently, I thought for a second that she’d buck herself right off of my cock while she was busy coming! I could do little but hold on and thank God that she had blown me as thoroughly as she had before we started to fuck, because there was no way in hell I could have lasted through this if she hadn’t completely drained my balls so recently!

		

		Melinda melted down on top of my chest as the last of her quacking orgasm twitched through her long body. I took advantage of her moment of weakness to muscle her over onto her back, so that I could be the one doing the fucking!

		

		I started ramming my hard on down into her juicy depths desperately, aching to come inside that snug little sheath. Her eyes flew open and she wrapped her strong arms around my back and aimed her long legs at the ceiling, her toes pointed upward as well as though she was some sort of sexual ballerina. “That’s it! Fuck me! Get what you want! Come in my hot pussy!” she whispered breathily in my ear as I banged greedily down into her.

		

		She was so youthful, so tight, that my cock seemed to completely fill her pussy opening up, dragging against her aroused clit with every penetration and withdrawal. I knew that had to feel good to highly-sexed girl like Melinda, so I kept on pumping frantically, crazed at the thought of creaming her!

		

		In a frenzied blur of flat-out humping, I pummeled her magnificent body again and again for the next few minutes. Just as my balls gave that old, familiar jerking sensation, signaling that my climax was eminent, she squealed and I felt her already tight cunt contract around my flying dick meat! Melinda once again quivered all over beneath me as the first spurt of my come entered her. I was deep inside of her, my cock head nudging cervix when the second, bigger gush of semen left my prick and bathed her insides.

		

		“Oh, that’s it, you hot fucker! Give it to me! Drown me in your hot spunk!” She screamed as we both came together, she shivering like crazy beneath me, her girlish pussy milking me dry and me trying to nail her to that old mattress, punching my spurting dick down into her like a wild man!

		

		We clung together for a few minutes, me draining my depleted balls into her lush young body while she ran her fingers through my hair lovingly. Then, to my surprise, she reached down for the top sheet and blankets and pulled them up over her nude body, ignoring mine completely.

		

		“Turn the light out on your way downstairs, will you?” she asked languidly, rolling over with her back toward me.

		

		I stared at her, amazed by her suddenly dismissive tone. She reacted as if she’d felt my eyes glaring into her blanket-covered back, rolling over and saying: “What? You wanted to spend the night here? You’re all through until morning and we both know it! I got what I wanted; that was as good a pair of orgasms as I’ve had in months. So, you can leave now. Look me up in a couple of days, if you decide to hang around these mountains a little longer.”

		

		She turned her back on me again, so I stood up and began shrugging back into my discarded clothes. “No, I think I’ll head back to San Francisco in the morning. I’m done being a mountain man, I guess.”

		

		Melinda never said another word to me. By the time I finished getting dressed and turned out the overhead light, I’d swear she was already asleep!

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Quite A Summer-Quite A Year

		

		The book I had written that summer up at Chelsea Meadows was nearly ready for release by the time I got back home the next afternoon. I had slept somewhat fitfully in my room across the road in the Mineral Motel after I’d left Melinda’s place. I’d gotten up at around ten, showered and shaved, loaded my car, and driven down to Red Bluff for breakfast—I’d thought about hitting the Mineral Café or the Iron Skillet. But in the end, I had decided both of those would be too awkward for varying reasons. What if Melinda was waitressing at the Café that morning, and what if Colleen had showed up for Breakfast at the Skillet?

		

		So, I had eaten instead at a chain coffee shop down in Red Bluff called Shari’s, and then driven on back to the City. Everything had changed when I got back home, or at least a lot of things had.

		

		For one, my New York publisher was treating me differently, and in a good way: it seemed everyone at the publishing house was convinced that my new book was going to be a best seller, so they were suddenly very deferential toward me!

		

		My agent informed me breathlessly that the publisher had sent me a much larger advance on royalties than was usual, so I had quite a bit of money in my checking account all of a sudden! When I picked up my mail at the post office, I found a wedding announcement that I hadn’t been expecting at all wedged into the pile.

		

		Of the three girls I had in my casual date/do-you-wanna-fuck? Rolodex, Tina was my favorite. She was prettier than the other two, though Ingrid had bigger tits, and Rosa was the best fuck of the three. All of them had their strong points, but Tina was my favorite to go out with, mainly because she was brighter than the other two and her lips were magic, both against mine, when were making out, and on my dick, when she was sucking it.

		

		Seeing Tina’s name on that wedding announcement hit me right in the gut! Oh, well, stay in the mountains all summer and lose out! I thought to myself.

		

		I resolved to buy her a nice wedding gift out of my newfound riches as a successful writer and dutifully went through the rest of the stock-piled stack of mail. Most of it was crap. Like most modern people, I had all of my regular bills, rent, gas, electric, etc. set up to be paid automatically, coming out of my checking account on a pre-arranged day every month, so there weren’t any really important, overdue bills to worry about. There was an interesting letter from my agent about an offer by a foreign outfit keen on translating some of my old novels into Swedish and Spanish and such, but nothing else of any importance.

		

		I sank down on my old, familiar couch and reflected that my dangerous summer with Colleen and her lovely daughter had cost me only one old, not very serious girlfriend and a chance to be read by a few bored Swedes. Not a bad exchange for some of the wildest, exotic sex I had ever experienced. Tina was a superlative cocksucker, but the blowjob I had gotten from Melinda far outshone her best efforts! Good luck to her and her new husband!

		

		I begged off from actually attending the wedding by citing my very real book tour on the East Cost as an excuse, sending Tina and her new man an expensive set of cut-crystal champagne flutes for their nuptials. The book tour turned out to be a blast and I discovered that famous authors who got interviewed on the likes of The Today Show and such, had groupies who showed up at their book signings and would fuck them in return for warmly-inscribed copies of their hit novel!

		

		When I got back out to L. A., I called Lynn, visited her trendy shop on Rodeo Drive, and took her to dinner at a place called Chez Henri, where all the famous celebrities in Hollywood and Beverley Hills went to see and be seen. The night I spent in the bedroom of her fabulous Hollywood Hills mansion was memorable, but not as memorable as the night she and I had shared with Colleen at that tiny backwoods resort up in the mountains that summer!

		

		Would anything ever prove to be as memorable as that time I spent with Colleen and her stunning daughter? I asked myself that in frustration as my plane landed back in my native San Francisco a few days later.

		

		You know what? I’ve had a couple of successful books since that first one and more girls than I can count. And the answer is still “no”!

		

		Have I ever been tempted to go back up into those mountains and find Colleen and Melinda? Many times, but I’ve never gone.

		

		I haven’t learned much over the years but one thing I’m fairly certain about is this: you can’t make perfection even more perfect by attempting to revisit it. My time with Colleen had ended badly, and my one night with Melinda had been incredible, but in the end, I had walked away from both of them convinced that they were irrevocably screwed up and I was better off without them in my life!

		

		Sometimes, when things were going badly, I have regretted that decision. But I have managed to stand by it so far.

		

		The End

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. My sincerest apologies to the folks who own the Mineral Lodge, and other businesses mentioned in this story; their retail operations, etc. are real enough but have been used by the author for verisimilitude and atmosphere. The Chelsea Meadows Resort is a fictional creation of mine and has no actual counterpart in real life. Red Bluff, God help us, is a real place, as is the Green Barn. I haven’t eaten there in years but I hear good things about it in its present incarnation.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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