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      I couldn’t wait for the camping trip with Daddy and his friends. When I was a teenager, there wasn’t any adventure I wouldn’t try if given the opportunity: coasteering, zip-lining, mountaineering, snowboarding, whitewater rafting, and cliff jumping. For my eighteenth birthday, Daddy had taken me skydiving. I had wanted to do it for years, but Mom wouldn’t let me until I was an adult. I had screamed the whole way down and enjoyed every moment of it.

      But that had marked a sudden decrease in my thrill seeking. Right after, I moved away to go to a university and rolled from that into a career. I couldn’t believe five years had passed. Now, at twenty-three, I was more than eager to get back to my first love.

      So, when Daddy had said he and the boys were planning a four-day weekend camping trip, I jumped at the chance to invite myself along. It wasn’t the more daring activity, but it would get me back to the great outdoors, set me back on the path I wanted to be on again.

      Two days before the trip, Daddy fell off the roof while repairing some shingles and hurt his spine. He was going to be fine, but he needed to stay comfortable for a while. Camping was out for him.

      At first, I was a little disappointed that I wasn’t going to get to go. I mean, if Daddy couldn’t join, then why would his friends want me there?

      I was pleasantly surprised and delighted when they offered for me to come, anyway.

      And that was how I wound up on the back of a motorcycle, clinging to my dad’s friend, Rob, as we zipped up a narrow mountain path. A blue pickup followed behind us, with Daniel and Mike in the cab, and the bed full of our camping gear.

      These three men had been staples in my life, as far back as I could remember. They had always encouraged me to be myself, fully and completely, even at times when no one else seemed to understand. I felt as safe and secure with them as I ever would with anyone. Even zooming up the side of a mountain, headed to a secluded spot in the forest.

      I could not remember the last time I’d been on a motorcycle, and I found myself digging a little too tightly into Rob’s rib cage. Every time I tried to take in the view over treetops over the incline, dizziness swept through me. I squeezed my eyes shut until we descended into our destination.

      We turned off onto a dirt path that barely existed and came to a stop in a clearing. The truck rumbled up behind us. When the engines stopped, stillness draped over me like a comforting blanket.

      It had been a long time since I had been out in nature.

      I climbed off the back of the motorcycle and stretched my legs. Daniel and Mike piled out of the cab. Daniel lit a cigarette from his pocket.

      I removed my helmet and leaned forward to shake out my hair, then strolled over to the pickup. As I rounded the bed, I tossed my helmet into the back. We only had a couple of hours until the sun started to set, and I liked to get the campsite established and ready for nightfall. Daddy had instilled good habits in me from the beginning.

      Mike came up behind me, and I lowered the tailgate. We had supplies for two tents, four sleeping bags, and some basic cooking and food storage needs. I hopped up into the bed and picked my way to the ice chest. Ducking down, I gave it a shove but it barely budged.

      Mike chuckled. “Need some help there, Evie?”

      I wrinkled my nose at him and pushed harder. It scooted centimeter by centimeter across the bed. When it finally reached the tailgate, I sat back on my heels, panting slightly, my arms tingling.

      I realized all three of the men were staring at me, gazes searching and…hungry.

      My body warmed, and I looked away, trying to ignore the feelings stirring in my lower regions. Perhaps I didn’t get out much anymore, but the fact Daddy’s friends were all muscles didn’t help matters any. And now, the way they watched me, it was almost as if they could tell I had fantasized about each of them in turn over my adult years.

      I pushed away the thought as I stood. I started to jump down, but hesitated. Mike reached up and took my hand to help me to the ground.

      Inside, I frowned a little. I used to be so much faster. Stronger. Braver.

      “Let’s get these tents up,” Mike said, grabbing one of the tent rolls from the back. His tattoos flexed with his muscles.

      I dived in to help setup the campsite, but everything took me a few minutes longer than I remembered the last time being out here. I fumbled with the tent, couldn’t get the sleeping bag out, and re-evaluated the firepit at least a dozen times before Daniel stepped in.

      The sun was high above our campsite and beat down directly on us. The men removed their shirts, and I tried to keep my eyes to myself, but continued to linger over their toned abs and sexy arms. If these guys were anyone but Daddy’s friends, I would make a move on one. Any of them, really. They were all rugged and just the right amount of cocky to make my pussy tingle a little; not arrogance but confidence, the kind that promised to lend itself to a good time in the bedroom.

      By the time we were wrapping up, my t-shirt was soaked through with sweat and stuck to my chest and back.

      Rob stood back to survey the site. “Looks good, fellas.” He grinned at me. “And gal.”

      “I’m going down to the lake,” Daniel said.

      He turned toward the trees and strolled away.

      Rob shrugged then glanced at me. “Wanna dunk in the river? It’ll cool you right off.”

      Nothing sounded better. Nothing besides a nice hard cock to relieve the growing excitement between my legs, anyway. Being out here alone with these guys was hitting all the right buttons for some reason.

      The group of us wandered a short distance through the trees to where a river cut through the forest. The soft rushing burble brought back memories of fishing and kayaking. The fresh scent was invigorating. I suddenly felt like I could do anything again, if I could just find the rest of the old me, instead of the person afraid to look down on a mountain trail or even jump off the back of a pickup bed.

      I slipped off my shoes and then tottered over the rocks to the bank. Easing to the ground, I dipped my feet into the water and submerged up to my calves. The cool water bit and then massaged my feet, and I found my muscles tensing and then relaxing. My body temperature dropped and I stopped sweating, but my shirt still clung to me and felt terrible.

      Mike walked up behind me and stopped a foot away. “How’s the water?”

      “Perfect,” I said, my shoulders lowering as I unwound, not just from helping with the campsite, but from everything that had happened in the last five years. I belonged out here, in the forests and rivers, not behind a desk in a cubicle. “You should try it.”

      “Hell, yeah,” he said. He unzipped his pants and dropped trou.

      I looked up, jaw gaped, as he slid down his boxer, his semi-erect cock nearly above my head. He grinned down at me and then ambled into the river. I watched as he waded out, naked, and sank down into the water.

      “That’s hard on the boys,” he said with a laugh, then leaned back a little and closed his eyes. “Good stuff. You should try it, Evie.”

      I didn’t reply, too stunned to formulate words. Part of me knew they were just treating me like one of the guys, and that’s what I had always demanded growing up. Stripping down in front of each other was no big deal to them, so it shouldn’t be to me either.

      But that cock. I had never seen his cock before, and now I was…curious. What did it feel like? Taste like? My pussy clenched with need.

      “Not coming in?” Mike called to me, breaking my thoughts.

      “Ah, leave her alone,” Rob said from down the bank.

      I knew he meant well, but I bristled, anyway. I didn’t need anyone standing up for me, though I had to admit, I wasn’t quite sure what I was supposed to be defending. Not coming into the water? Was I really that much of a chicken anymore that I couldn’t swim out in a river?

      Rob and Daniel both began to undress on opposite sides of me, and I lowered my head a little to keep from gawking. I peered up from under my eyelashes, anyway. They were both as gorgeous without their clothes as Mike. With all three of them spaced out in the water, relaxing without a care, occasional glimpses of their cocks flashing me, I couldn’t believe I was just sitting here on the bank.

      “The water is nice, baby girl,” Mike said without opening his eyes.

      My heart skipped a beat. He’d never called me anything like that before, and for some reason that drove a deep, strange need for his approval. For all their approvals.

      Without another thought, I pushed to my feet on the bank and started to head into the river.

      “You might want to take off your shirt,” Daniel said easily. “It’ll weigh you down out here.”

      He wasn’t wrong, and besides, I was wearing a bikini top underneath, not even a real bra, because I had been anticipating a swim at some point.

      I pulled the shirt over my head and dropped it to the rocks, so I stood in front of them in just a bikini top and denim shorts that revealed the bottom of my ass cheeks.

      Mike opened his eyes and stared at me, sly smile in place.

      “Don’t you want to be free, baby?” he said. “Take it all off for Daddy.”

      “Daddies,” Rob corrected with a chuckle from a few feet away.

      I glanced between the three of them. I had never been in a position like this before, all of them naked and goading me to strip, but my pussy ached with the desire for attention, for any of them push me up against a tree and cram their cock into me.

      That wasn’t going to happen, of course, but it was fun to play around.

      I undid my shorts and left them next to my shirt, then waded out into the water in my bikini top and barely-existent bikini bottom. As I swam out in their direction, they righted themselves and moved a little closer toward me.

      Mike parted from the others and swam up around me, positioning himself behind me, while the other two watched. He reached under the surface of the water and tugged on my bikini bottom.

      “You don’t really need that thing, do you, baby girl?” he cooed.

      He pulled it down, and I moved my legs around to rid myself of the bottom. A moment later, it came to the surface and floated downstream.

      Mike’s hands caressed down my hips and outer thighs, under the water. He pushed himself up against me so his cock pressed into my ass crack.

      “Doesn’t all that cold water feel nice over your tight little pussy?” he asked. He massaged the inside of my
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