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by Lilith Ember

Niko Sato signed the seasonal contract on the hood of the preserve truck because the cabin office still smelled like the last storm. Wet wood and diesel. Omar Nadir watched him do it without speaking. Mateo Ibarra leaned against the fender and grinned like he already knew how the season would end.

Niko was twenty-six, slim in the way climbers stayed slim, blue-black hair cut in an undercut that fell forward when he worked. Near-black eyes. A mole on the left side of his jaw that Mateo would later put his mouth on like it was a target. Fair neutral skin that flushed easy under the high-country sun. He had come up from the city gear shop because the listing said private land, no public weekends, and the pay covered the debt he still carried from the last relationship that had gone quiet and cold.

Omar was thirty-eight. Barrel chest under a faded green work shirt. Black hair gone early silver at the temples and in the short beard. Near-black eyes that did not look away. Deep olive skin that held heat. He ran the Ridgeline Preserve like it was a body he refused to let anyone else touch wrong. Six feet even. Hands that could set a chisel or hold a man still without raising his voice.

Mateo was thirty. Copper-brown skin, black hair slicked short, dark honey eyes, one dimple that showed when he was about to do something filthy. V-taper from years of hauling packs and running chainsaw. Playful intense. He called Niko “city boy” the first hour and made it sound like a promise.

They worked the lower switchbacks that first week. Clearing blowdown. Niko learned the rhythm of the two older men: Omar’s silence that was instruction, Mateo’s running mouth that was something else. Water breaks turned into long looks. Niko caught Omar watching the way his throat moved when he drank. Mateo bumped him on purpose more than once, hip to hip, and did not apologize.

The windstorm hit on a Thursday night. By Friday morning the high ridgeline trail was blocked by a fallen cedar and a mess of limbs across the narrowest section of the private switchback. Public side was closed. Private side belonged to them.

Omar said, “We take the three of us. Leave the crew on the lower loops.”

Mateo loaded the truck with saws, wedges, rope, water, and the first-aid kit that always rode under the seat. Niko climbed into the back seat and felt the air change the higher they climbed. Lodgepole and then subalpine fir. The road turned to single-track. At the last pull-out they left the truck and hiked the remaining mile with tools.

The air was thin and sharp. Niko’s lungs worked harder. He watched Omar’s broad back ahead of him and Mateo’s easy stride to the side. Sweat already darkened the spines of their shirts.

They reached the blowdown by late morning. The cedar had come down hard across the trail, roots still half in the slope. Omar studied the lean. Mateo started the saw. Niko cleared the smaller limbs and stacked them off the tread. The work was loud and then quiet in bursts. Sun moved. Heat built under the thin air.

By the time the main trunk was cut into three manageable sections and rolled off the trail, all three of them were soaked through. Niko pulled his shirt over his head and used it to wipe his face. Fair skin, slim muscle, the dark trail of hair below his navel. Mateo stopped mid-sentence and just looked. Omar’s gaze stayed longer.

“Water,” Omar said.

They sat on the uphill side of the cleared trail. Mateo passed the bottle. Niko drank, throat working. When he lowered it Mateo took it from him and drank from the same place, eyes on Niko the whole time. Then Omar took it, finished what was left, and set the bottle down carefully.

“You’re quiet today,” Mateo said.

Niko’s voice came out rougher than he meant. “Watching.”

“Watching what.”

“How you two move. How you don’t need to talk to know who does what.”

Omar’s mouth almost smiled. “You want to know how we move when it’s not work.”

Niko’s pulse jumped in his throat. “Yes.”

Mateo stood first. He stepped into Niko’s space, cupped the back of his neck, and kissed him like he had been waiting the whole week to do it. Open-mouthed, tasting of water and dust. Niko made a sound against his tongue. Mateo’s other hand found the front of Niko’s work pants and pressed, measuring what was already hard.

Omar watched for a long moment. Then he rose, walked around behind Niko, and set both hands on Niko’s hips. Solid. Claiming. He leaned down and spoke against the shell of Niko’s ear.

“On your knees for him. Then you’ll take both of us.”

Niko dropped.

The trail was packed earth and grit. His knees found it. Mateo opened his fly and pulled his cock out, already thick, already wet at the tip. Dark against the copper of his skin. Niko looked up once—Mateo’s honey eyes gone dark—and then opened his mouth and took him in.

Mateo groaned low. “Fuck. City boy’s got a mouth on him.”

Niko worked him slow at first, tongue flat, cheeks hollowed. Mateo’s hand stayed in his hair, not forcing, just holding. Behind him Omar unbuckled. Niko heard the sound of the belt and the zipper. Then Omar’s cock, heavier, thicker, pressed against the side of Niko’s face while he still had Mateo in his throat. Omar rubbed the head along Niko’s cheek, smearing precome, then waited his turn.

When Mateo pulled free, string of spit connecting them, Omar stepped in. Niko opened for him without being told. Omar’s cock filled his mouth differently—wider, the taste saltier, the weight of it making Niko’s jaw ache in the best way. Omar did not thrust deep yet. He let Niko learn the shape of him.

Mateo watched, stroking himself, and said, “Look at him. Pretty fucking thing with his mouth full.”

Omar’s voice was lower. “He’ll look prettier when he’s full of both of us.”

They switched him back and forth until Niko’s lips were swollen and shiny and his own cock was leaking inside his pants. Spit ran down his chin. He did not wipe it. Omar finally pulled out and hauled him up by the arms.

“Pants off. Hands on the cedar.”

Niko shoved his pants and briefs down to mid-thigh. The air hit his cock and he hissed. Mateo moved in front of him, kissing him again while Omar’s thick fingers, slick with spit and more spit, worked between Niko’s cheeks. One finger, then two. Niko pushed back onto them. Omar found the spot inside him and pressed until Niko’s knees almost buckled.

“Ready?” Omar asked.

“Yes. Fuck—yes.”

Omar spit again, lined up, and pushed in slow. The stretch burned and then opened. Niko’s forehead dropped against the rough bark of the fallen cedar. Mateo held his face and kept kissing him through it, swallowing every sound. Omar bottomed out and stayed there, breathing hard against Niko’s neck.

“Tight,” Omar said. “Christ.”

He started to move. Long, controlled strokes that dragged over Niko’s prostate every time. Mateo stepped back just enough to get a hand on Niko’s cock and stroke him in time. The dual sensation made Niko shake.

They were still on the trail. Anyone coming up from the lower public section would see them. The risk sat under Niko’s skin like a second pulse. He came first, suddenly, spilling over Mateo’s fist and the bark. Omar kept fucking him through it, slower now, letting the clench milk him.

When Omar pulled out, Mateo spun Niko around, dropped to a crouch, and took Niko’s spent cock into his mouth just long enough to clean him. Then Mateo stood, turned Niko, and pushed into the same hole Omar had just left. Different angle, different rhythm—faster, dirtier. Mateo fucked like he talked, open and filthy.

“Feel that? That’s me after him. You’re going to take both before we leave this ridge.”

Omar moved to Niko’s front. Niko opened his mouth again and took Omar deep while Mateo drove into him from behind. Spit-roast on a private trail under open sky. Niko’s eyes watered. His cock twitched back toward hard. Omar’s hand stayed gentle in his hair even while his hips worked.

A sound carried up from lower on the mountain—voices, distant, a group of day hikers on the public loop that sometimes crossed the lower boundary. Mateo froze mid-thrust. Omar went still. Niko’s heart slammed.

They listened. The voices stayed distant, moving west, not climbing. After a full minute Mateo exhaled a laugh against Niko’s spine and started moving again, slower, deeper.

“Almost,” he murmured. “Almost got us. Makes it better, doesn’t it.”

Niko could only moan around Omar’s cock.

They finished that first round with Mateo coming hard inside him and Omar pulling out of Niko’s mouth to paint his tongue and lips. Niko swallowed what he could. The rest ran down his chin. Omar wiped it with his thumb and pushed the thumb into Niko’s mouth so he could clean that too.

They dressed enough to move. Omar led them off the main trail onto a narrow social path that only the crew knew—deeper into the private side of the ridge, past a stand of ancient fir, to a flat rock shelf that overlooked a long drop and nothing but forest. No trail. No chance of hikers.

There Omar stripped fully. Barrel chest, thick thighs, the heavy cock still half-hard and wet. Mateo did the same, copper skin gleaming with sweat, the V of his hips sharp. Niko followed, completely bare now, fair skin marked already with dirt and fingerprints.

Omar sat on the rock with his back to a weathered stump and pulled Niko into his lap facing outward. He slicked himself again with spit and the mess still inside Niko and pushed back in. Niko sank down until he was seated fully, head falling back on Omar’s shoulder. Mateo stepped in front, cock
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