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1.  What the . . . ?
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I had been working on this project for almost two years: research, grant proposal, equipment, and physical training. Making use of my degree in media, I had the opportunity to create and present a TV pilot concept. A show that would combine my two loves, media and nature. 
The plan was to spend six weeks in the wilderness, surviving only on what I could carry or forage. No hunting or trapping was a theme in my proposal. My concept was designed to connect with nature lovers and wildlife enthusiasts. With the last of my backpacking equipment purchased and loaded, I was ready to hit the road. 

This was a one-man show, and I had personally sacrificed a lot to get to this point. Looking back on the last two years, I recognized it was now or never. I had six weeks to put my professional future on the line and produce a marketable TV show. But damn, no pressure.

I was up and on the road at dawn. I would take my truck as far as possible into the hills until I had barely enough gas for the return trip. From there, I would go on foot. The trek was all mapped out, just over a hundred miles. If all went as planned, I would arrive back at my truck in approximately six weeks. One continuous loop of beauty, endurance, and survival. By the time I finished, I would have the makings of a top-notch pilot presentation and, hopefully, a career in series production. 

I drove for five hours just to get to the foothills. One last tank of gas, and I would begin my journey into the mountains. From a winding two-lane road to a dirt road to an abandoned logging trail, I finally reached the point of no return. Less than half a tank of gas left, but that was okay. The return trip was all downhill. 

The countryside was incredibly picturesque on this late summer day. At about the fifteen-hundred-foot elevation, the air was crisp and cool. The black oak was still predominant, with just a smattering of pines. That would change as I moved up the mountain. Moving out into the wilderness with my fifty-pound pack, I began my adventure. 

The first day was grueling, uphill all afternoon, but that was what I had trained for. I made good distance under the circumstances and got a feel for the edibles along the way. By the second day, I had laid out a menu of berries, roots, and edible plants, which would be the centerpiece of my show. My kill-free proposal was key in getting the grant that funded the whole thing.

It was on day five that my well-planned trek faltered. I had reached about twenty-eight hundred feet in elevation and was hiking among the pine trees. Walking along a ridge, looking down on a small stream, I heard voices. Giggling and chatter would better describe it. From the path, I saw that the stream had formed a pond, and people were swimming in it. I couldn’t believe that others had made it out this far. I had seen no evidence of any fellow hikers.

As I stealthily neared, I was surprised not to find experienced outdoorsmen but three young women. My path was hidden among the trees, so I stayed concealed and watched. That was when I realized they wore little to no clothes. I just had to sneak closer. 

I’ll be damned, where did these three fair maidens come from? They seemed to be bathing as they splashed each other in fun. I was deciding what to do next when I heard “it.”

Few sounds in this world truly strike you to the core of your being. I once happened across a rattlesnake, and even though I had never heard a rattler in the wild before, I knew immediately. It made my whole person shudder. This was a similar feeling, the cocking of a gun. I had never paid much attention to firearms, but when I heard the distinct metal clicking, I knew immediately that I was in danger. 

I froze as fear swept through my body. Someone was standing right behind me with a cocked gun pointed at my back.

“Do you think you should be trespassing on my land, lurking in the bushes, watching my girls?”

It was a woman’s voice. That didn’t change the fact she had a gun pointed in my direction.

“Get up and walk back this way.”

I did. What in the hell had I got myself into? I had always paid attention to people’s property lines, especially the pot growers. Between boobytraps and automatic weapons, it’s a reality of hiking nowadays. But girls swimming in a pond? Shit! 

She made me walk away from the pond and down into a hollow. For some stupid reason, I held my hands up the whole way. To my surprise, we came upon a large cabin and several outbuildings in the clearing. To the right was a large barn with other smaller buildings; to the left of the house was what looked like a wagon trail heading upcountry. 

The woman and the rifle directed me onto the house’s covered porch. I’m not a small guy, standing over six feet three inches. The question of whether I could “take her” crossed my mind. She told me to put my pack by one chair and pointed for me to sit in another. It had taken this long to get my breathing back under control.

“What are you going to do?” my shaky voice asked.

“Well, I could shoot your ass and drag you out into the wood for the vermin to carry you off piece by piece. No one would ever know?”

She had me there; who would know?

“What are you doing here?” she asked in no uncertain terms. 

I tried to give a brief but compelling version of my project as if my life depended on it. She calmly sat in the chair across from me with her rifle pointed down towards my feet. I was hoping that stumbling across her daughters wasn’t a capital offense. 

She was a handsome woman, tall and lean. Her clothes were worn but clean. She fit quite nicely into a snug pair of denim jeans and a long-sleeve shirt with her sleeves rolled up. I couldn’t tell her age, maybe in her late thirties or early forties. She was a strong, well-built woman and, of course, held the gun.

“You’re obviously not a hunter, where’s your weapon?”

“What weapon?”

“You wouldn’t come out here into bear and cougar country without a gun; you don’t look that stupid.”

“Uh, thank you? I guess. In the side pouch on the right side. The bear spray’s on the left.” 

She reached down and ran her hand along the outside of my pack. I could see her fingers find my revolver. She made no attempt to remove it, leaving it in its pocket. She sat back in her chair. If she was trying to Intimidate me silently, she was doing a bang-up job. Finally, I heard the girls coming this way before I could see them, talking over one another in lively conversations.

My captor watched me intently as I looked their way. When the girls came into view, I tried to put the pieces together. We were miles and miles from civilization. Even the nearest road was miles away, as far as I knew. Who were these people? 

At a distance, the three were breathtaking. One, who looked like the oldest, wore a thin draping linen smock that came almost to her ankles. It was wet and left little to the imagination. The youngest looking was lean and lanky. She only wore what looked like a boy’s swimsuit. 

The third, I guessed she was the middle sister, was striking. I couldn’t tell if she wore anything at all because she was carrying an armful of towels and clothing. Even from afar, she was stunning. They were all beautiful . . . barefoot and beautiful. I looked back at their mother and could see it, none had fallen far from the tree. 

At fifty feet away, the older two saw me at the same time, sitting on the porch with their mother. They both fell silent and stopped dead in their tracks. The younger bumped into the back of them with a squeal. Looking up and seeing me, she quickly wrapped an arm across her bare chest, covering her small, pert breasts. They all froze like deer in the forest. I was clearly unexpected.

“Come here, girls,” their mother called.

At a much slower pace and without a word, they came to the edge of the porch. All three were staring wide-eyed. 

“What’s your name, son?”

“Ethan. Ethan Reynolds.”

“Girls, I would like to introduce you to Mr. Reynolds. He happened across the swimming hole while y’all were bathing.”

It was hard to take my eyes off the wet linen smock clinging to the number one daughter. Her breast pushed her nipples outward against the fabric, enhancing her slender frame. 

“I’m not sure what we should do with our Peeping Tom?”

It was the youngest that spoke first. Still hiding her chest behind her arm, she had the strangest suggestion.

“Can we keep him, mama?”

I thought that was cute at first, except no one laughed. What the hell?

“Maybe for a while, baby. Aja, come sit here.”

The oldest, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three, stepped up on the porch and took the seat next to her mother. Her eyes were wild and alive as she studied me thoroughly.

“Girls, go get dressed and start dinner. We have a guest.”

“Aw, mama,” said the youngest.

“Now, baby.”

They both turned and headed in the front door. My curiosity was satisfied as the pretty middle daughter turned away with a completely naked backside. Damn, that was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen in person. My attention was quickly called back to the two in front of me.

“What do you think, Aja?”

“Really mom? Do you think so?” 

They both looked at me as if I was on display in the butcher shop window. I wasn’t sure if I was being invited to eat dinner or as the entrée. 

“You see, Mr. Reynolds, it’s time we have some young little feet around here. I think you will be staying with us until Aja here is with child.”

It took several moments for that to register, “Wait, what? Are you saying you’ll hold me captive until I impregnate your daughter?”

My indignant tone would surely get an argument, but I couldn’t believe my ears.

Instead, the mother calmly said, “Yes, Mr. Reynolds.”

“You can’t do that! People don’t do that! I mean, Aja, you’re beautiful and all, but you can’t have sex at gunpoint!”

“Why, Mr. Reynolds. Sure you can,” her mother said as a matter of fact. “Cici there, the one you couldn’t take your eyes off her little bottom, was conceived as my daddy stood over us and supervised. And she turned out just fine, don’t you think?”

I was dumbfounded. I would have thought I had fallen into heaven if there wasn’t a gun pointed in my direction.

“I suppose you want me to have sex with all your daughters!” I said sarcastically.

“Oh, let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” the mother responded cooly.

“I have a schedule to keep. I’m in the middle of the biggest opportunity of my life. I’m not just going to stop to impregnate your little girl!”

Smiling, the family’s matriarch says, “Now you’re getting it, Mr. Reynolds. Hence the gun. Let’s go see what the girls have rustled up for dinner.”

The two women stood, and I remained seated in disbelief until the gun barrel motioned me up. Aja went first, and I was directed to go next. The mother picked up my heavy pack as she followed.

“Holy cow,” commenting on the weight. Then muttering under her breath, “That’s a good sign.”

Once inside, the mother set my pack off to the side. I wasn’t sure if I would ever see it again. Hell, as far as I knew, this was a nest of black widows. Once they mate, they’ll eat me. 

I was taken aback by the size of the cabin. It seemed to go on forever. Stepping through the doorway was like walking back in time over a hundred years. Everything appeared handmade from local materials. The large front room felt like a ski lodge. To each side were clusters of chairs and couches. To the right, the centerpiece of the family area was a large wood-burning potbelly stove. Straight ahead were the two sisters working in the kitchen portion of this large common area.

In awe, I asked, “Who built this?”

I was seated at one end of the kitchen table as the mama bear sat at the other. Her rifle propped up next to her. The three girls scurried around putting out dinner.

“Well, my grandpa and his brother started it. My dad was born here and worked on it until the day he died.” The mother looked around at her own house and said, “At one point, four families lived here. We have everything we need ‘cept electricity, but we don’t much miss it.”

I was enthralled with the place. The late afternoon light was shuttled in through perfectly placed windows and skylights. There wasn’t a refrigerator but meat frying on the wood-burning kitchen stove. I could see there was running water and wondered where in the hell does that come from?

“Are you married?” I was trying to find out where the menfolk were and why they thought they needed a gun.

“Me? No.”

“Where is the girl’s father?”

“I told you about the one. Daddy never liked him much, and once the deed was done, he chased him off the mountain. Aja’s daddy was a pipefitter working on the property for a time. When he left, he tried to convince me to go with him, so it was me that chased that one off the mountain.

“And little Sweetness there, one morning I saw smoke rising up out of the trees across the valley, so I went hunting. Found me a couple of young bucks that were quite willing to do me the courtesy.”

This was so fucking unreal! A whole other world. It explained the similar but different looks between the girls. Aja had auburn hair like her mother, Cici was a dirty blonde, and little Sweetness was a towhead. 

“So, it’s just you women out here?” 

I realized it was a stupid thing to say before it had completely left my mouth. Here I sat, the captive, goading the one with the gun. What an idiot. Mama didn’t even bother to answer, she just smirked.

The meal was set on the table, and the girls joined us. It was a feast, although they didn’t seem to notice. Their attention was fixed on me. I felt a bit like the main course. I was having a hard time focusing on any one particular thing. Not only were the girls quite the distraction, but the meal, spread across the table, was my whole flippin’ TV show. 

It was Sweetness that broke the awkward silence, “Is he going to give Aja a baby, mama?”

“He’s going to try.” Then looking directly at me, “You’re going to try real hard, aren’t you, Mr. Reynolds?”

All three girls giggled as if it was intended as a double entendre. The sun was setting, and an oil lamp was lit. As a family, they were instinctively frugal with resources. Aja still wore her flowing white linen frock. Sweetness was Daisey Dukes personified. Wearing denim short-shorts that had worn that way naturally and a tight tee shirt. Her little titties were screaming for attention. 

That prompted me to look around the table to discover undergarments were in short supply. Not a brassiere amongst them. Cici would look away whenever my eyes drifted in her direction. She was one of the most naturally beautiful women I had ever seen. And that was saying something in this crowd. Even the mama bear was hot in this soft light.

“The sun rises early around here, you two should get on with your romancing. You girls,” motioning to Cici and Sweetness, “. . . you go on to bed now. Git!”

Mama stayed seated as Aja almost jumped to her feet. Her eyes flashed as she waited impatiently for me to get up. Her hardened nipples displayed her excitement. Once I was standing, she took me by the hand with a candle in the other and pulled me through a nearby bedroom door. This was her night. Unceremoniously, she began to untuck my shirt.

“Are you a virgin?” I needed to ask.

“No, no. Me and Billy Tate had a go a couple of years ago. He wasn’t much of a man and it didn’t take.”

“Where’s Billy now?”

As my buttons lost their battle to Aja, she said, “Don’t know. Either he left the mountain or fell prey to it.”

She immediately went for my belt buckle, snap, and zipper. I quickly looked behind me to see if I was also getting exposed to Aja’s mother and her gun. The door was open, but we were alone. For the first time, Aja slowed down. It was as if she wanted to relish the moment.

Slowly, down came my pants and my boxers in one move. My poor dick couldn’t help but react, no matter how much I wanted to protest the situation. I’ve always been proud of my cock, but no prouder than when it sprang forth towards Aja.

“Oh, mama. It’s so big,” said the burgundy-haired beauty kneeling before me.

From the other room came, “That’s a good thing, baby.”

With my pants around my knees, Aja got me out of my hiking boots, and then my pants quickly followed. Before standing, her eyes lingered on my dick. I was hoping she would lean in a take a taste or at least stroke me for a couple of minutes. Instead, she just gawked at her first man-sized cock. It didn’t sound like Billy had qualified.

When Aja finally rose to her feet, her linen coverup came with her—up and over her head. We both stood there completely naked. She couldn’t keep the big grin off her pretty face. Her eyes flashed with excitement as she pushed me onto the bed on my back. 

She wasted no time climbing over top of me. With her feet planted on either side, Aja crouched down until she made contact with her prize. I was concerned that the lack of foreplay would make this difficult, but Aja was wet and ready. She obviously had been psyching herself up for this moment ever since the front porch. 

In the flickering candlelight, Aja’s country-girl strong body was spectacular. Larger breasts than her two sisters, they stood firm and proud. She had her hand wrapped around my dick and a furrow on her brow. Her focus was on our single point of contact. Her dark red muff was wild and furry, au naturel. This was the first time I noticed her unshaved armpits. How strange, I thought. I’ve never seen a grown woman with hairy armpits.

The initial penetration came with a gasp. Aja moved her hands to my chest to maintain her position. It was a slow descent onto my sizable dick. At about halfway, she cried out.

“Oh, gawd!”

The door to the bedroom was wide open, and the mama bear’s lamp still flickered in the other room. At least she wasn’t standing over us with her weapon. Aja was struggling in her effort to capture more of my cock. She may not be a virgin, but she was tight. Very tight.

With her eyes closed and her mouth open, the sensation overtook her. There came a guttural groan from somewhere deep inside. Her slender body huffed and puffed as she lifted herself up my dick, only to slide back down. I could feel her vagina pulsating as she slid a little further down.

A flood of her own juices coxed her on to her destination. Aja fell forward onto my chest, panting. My first direct involvement in this whole episode was reaching up and stroking her auburn hair. Still on her feet but embedded on my dick, she began a rocking back and forth motion. She managed just a couple of inches of movement with her face buried in my chest, but it was enough. Her moaning and high-pitched squeaks became rhythmic in her attempt to take advantage of me.

Aja slowly raised her upper body and increased her tempo. By the time she was upright again, her belly undulated, and her hips rocked back and forth. I could feel my circumcised head rubbing against her sensitive spots and was rewarded each time with a squeal. 

If Mama Bear was listening, she would know her little girl was getting exactly what she had asked for. Under the circumstances, I was finding being fucked under the threat of death incredibly erotic. I was ready to dump my seed deep in the sweet country girl to fulfill my restitution. 

As Aja’s body became enveloped in pleasure, the grunts accompanying each stroke waxed. Maybe her first orgasm, Aja’s pretty face contorted beautifully as ecstasy overtook her. If we were making love, I would have waited for her to ride the wave. But shit! I was being used as a god damn sperm bank! If I wanted to unload, I was going to unload.

Before taking her by the hips and using her as my cum-dump, I looked towards the open door to see if her mama was watching. To my surprise, it was Sweetness’s little face peeking around the door jam, taking in the show. Hell, I would be happy to show her what getting fucked looked like.

Lifting Aja the few inches I needed to pump her hard from underneath was easy. She gave up on making her own effort as I hammered from below. Throwing my hips up made a slapping sound with each thrust. Aja flopped around like a ragdoll squealing while Sweetness’s eyes got as big as silver dollars. 

By the time I unloaded, Aja had made a yucky mess all over me and the bed as she howled for all she was worth. She exploded from above, which continued for several minutes after I stopped. Aja’s pussy throbbed, milking me dry. Her thighs and stomach spasmed and fluttered, causing her to squirm beautifully about until she collapsed forward. 

Sweetness caught me watching her and quickly disappeared. Even with Aja gasping for breath on top of me, laying in a bed felt pretty good. After four days on a thin foam pad and the tension of the last couple of hours, this was near heaven. We both dozed off pretty quickly. 

I woke up once and found I was holding Aja in front of me, spooning. My arm draped over the top of her, cupping one of her luscious breasts. She was sound asleep. The next time I woke, it was still dark outside, and Aja faced me. She had ahold of my cock and was shaking it . . . or something. 

Once I figured out what she was up to, I helped. Taking one hand, I placed it on my balls.

“Now gently scratch. That’s it . . . nice.”

Taking the hand that shook my dick, I started a stroking motion. She was a fast learner. My cock responded quickly. In the glow of the moonlight, I could see her face beaming with success. She was fascinated with taking my cock from asleep to full mast. 

When I was ready, she pushed me onto my back and mounted me. This was one singular focused woman. She rode me like that for twenty minutes. It wasn’t raucous, but her continuous moans and periodic yelps must have been heard throughout the house. Admittedly, I hoped everyone was listening to me living up to the imposed expectations. I had no idea what time it was, but once Aja stole another load of baby juice, I fell back to sleep. For being a captive sex slave, I was feeling pretty good.  

When I woke again, it was daylight, and I was alone. I could hear someone humming out in the kitchen area. I slipped on my pants from the day before, hoping to get a fresh shirt. The songstress was Aja, and she was cooking something. No one else was in sight.

I thought this might be my chance to take off. I needed my backpack, though.

“Good morning,” Aja melded into her tune.

“Good morning. Do you know where my backpack is? I need to get a clean shirt.”

“It’s right over there where mama put it.”

Sure enough, it sat right where Mama Bear had set it down—what luck. I was sure she had taken my revolver, but I would be willing to leave it behind. “Damn!” I thought. I should have put on my boots before I came out. I casually made my way over to my pack, plotting my “grab and run” plan. It dawned on me that I hadn’t seen a single vehicle of any kind, so much for stealing a truck and making a break for it.

Opening the top of the backpack to get a shirt out, I ran my hand down the side. Holy shit, there was my gun. Right where I kept it. I know Mama Bear knew I had it, what the fuck? As I put on my clean shirt and tracked down my boots, I realized something had changed. I didn’t feel so threatened. I moved my pack into the bedroom to see if it would set off any alarms later.

I mosied over to the table and asked if Aja had some coffee?

“No coffee, but we have blackberry tea,” she said cheerily.

She reached up to a 1950’s tin that had been repurposed for blackberry tea. Pulling a kettle off the stove, she poured, strained, and delivered me a hot cup of tea. It was delicious. These women had clearly mastered the use of local edible flora. They were a gold mine, information that would take me weeks, if not longer, to obtain on the trail. 

My mind was swirling with conflict, bolting out the door to freedom or succumbing to the designated fucker role and learning all I could? Actually, it wasn’t that difficult of a decision at all. Now that I knew all my stuff was right where we left it, I sat and watched Aja float about the kitchen. 

Her tee-shirt barely covered her bottom. I love that living off the land in the middle of nowhere with only your mom and sisters made underwear a low priority. I couldn’t believe someone felt they had to make me “do” her. 

“Everybody still asleep?”

Aja continued cooking, “Oh, heavens no. They’ve been up for hours. They’ll be back for breakfast in a little bit. Thanks to you, I got the morning off.”

“Off of what?”

“Chores.”

I was still trying to wrap my head around the size of this house in the woods or what they needed to maintain this lifestyle. Usually, cabins are small and quaint, this was a compound. 

“So, are you named after the Asian culture . . . or something?”

“No. It’s spelled A-J-A. Mama named me after a Steely Dan song. She liked it.”

“I don’t see any books around. Have you and your sisters learned to read and write way out here?”

Aja took a quick glance around the room, confirming the lack of books, “Sure, the library is right through there.” She motions with her chin, being her hands were busy.

There were two hallways off the central open area—one short hall ending in a door and another long one with doors down each side. I took my cup of blackberry tea and wandered down the long hallway that held the supposed library. Holy crap! There were thousands of books on shelves, all the way to the ceiling, from the classics to romance novels. The well-worn furniture suggested this room received lots of visitations.

Okay . . . maybe I need to rethink my initial prejudices. There is clearly more here than meets the eye while looking down the barrel of a hunting rifle.
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2.  Renegotiations
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My exploration into these women’s lives was interrupted by new voices in the kitchen. Now I had the feeling I needed to stick around just to figure some of this out. The other three women had returned and were sitting at the table. The girls gab away while Mama Bear watched me approach.

“Good morning, Mr. Reynolds. I have to say I am pleasantly surprised you are still with us this morning.”

All I could do was grin as I sat down, “Well, I decided to try and renegotiate my contract.”

The look on Mama Bear’s face made me think she thought it was all about the sex. She wasn’t entirely wrong. I looked at shy Cici and hoped mama would also want her impregnated sometime soon. But before I agreed to stay, I had some issues. Being out beyond civilization, I was feeling emboldened.

“Negotiate away, Mr. Reynolds.”

“Well, it appears that it’s been a while since you had a man around. But I’m nobody’s cuckold and don’t take to being told. I’ve got the penis, and I’ve got the sperm. That buys me the right to take the sexual lead unless I choose not to.”

“I’m listening,” Mama Bear was enjoying this.

“Secondly, I like my women clean and trimmed. I prefer a well-kept bush and shaved armpits.”

The girls sat open-mouthed, not believing anyone would talk to their mother like this, let alone about pubic hair. Mama Bear was having a difficult time not chuckling.

“And?” she said, trying to keep a straight face.

“Well, there is more to sex than fucking. I like to get my dick sucked every so often . . . and a little foreplay makes for good babies, I bet. And you never know, I might want to turn one of these girls over my knee and spank ‘em before I leave.”

Damn, I was feeling unusually cocky and brash. But either I stay on my terms, or they kick me out. So be it.

“Mama, you’re not going to let him spank us, are you?” Sweetness whimpered.

I decided at that very moment that I loved Mama Bear when she said, “Oh baby, a little discipline is good for a girl every now and again.” 

I thought those were some of the sexiest words to come out of a woman’s mouth ever. Throughout, Mama Bear never broke eye contact. The sultry manner of her control was exhilarating. 

“And what about you, Mama Bear?” I asked.

With a snort and a snicker, Sweetness says under her breath, “He called her Mama Bear!”

“What about me, Mr. Reynolds?”

“When was the last time you had a man’s face between your legs?” I heard a gasp come from the girls. “Are you looking to get pregnant, too?”

“No, Mr. Reynolds, I am not. I’ve done my child-bearing. Is there anything else you demand to obtain your stud services?”

The grin on her face told me she was playing with me. I couldn’t believe I’d said half the things I have. But hell, when will this ever happen again? Mama Bear was only about ten years older than me, but she commanded genuine respect. 

“No, ma’am. I’ve said my piece. Do you have any terms to add to our agreement?” hoping she might throw Cici in on the deal.

“Only one comes to mind, but I don’t think you’ll find it a deal-breaker. My girls have seen lots of farm animals mating, but only Aja here has seen a man’s penis. When we’re done with breakfast, I want us to go to the washroom and have Aja show them what yours looks like.”

“A little show and tell, uh?” No shit? Was this really happening? “You’ve got yourself a deal.”

“Sweetness baby, go stoke the water heater.”

A water heater without electricity? That only piqued my interest more. Sweetness was back in a matter of minutes. I didn’t think I would mind flashing my big dick around a bunch of hot women. Especially since it was their first and only, what would they have to compare it to? 

We had a nice breakfast of eggs and ham. With no refrigeration, I was dying to learn how they preserved their meat. Everything else was farm or forest fresh. And the blackberry tea was a most suitable replacement for coffee.

When we were done, Aja took my hand and led me down the short hallway to the “washroom.” We were followed by the whispers and giggles of the other two girls. I suppose I was expecting a bathroom. But what we entered was a large multipurpose washroom. 

It was the size of my living room back home and big enough to have interior and exterior doors. There was plumbing throughout, with a showerhead right in the middle. Several hoses with spray nozzles were rolled up along the sides while other hangers and water fittings ran across the walls and ceiling. At one end was a sizeable wood-burning cast-iron water tank. It was burning hot. With a drain in the floor, they obviously used this room to clean all sorts of things.

“Where does the water come from?” I had to know.

Aja said, “There’s a water cistern up on the ridge behind the house. It’s fed by a spring.”

Brilliant, I thought. With that, all of us had entered, with room to spare. Several appliances were up against the far wall that looked like turn of twentieth-century hand-operated washing machines. Amazing. There was no shower stall of any kind. The only familiar shower feature of the room was the spray head plumbed into the ceiling pipes out in the middle. Aja turned some dropdown handles that started the water flowing from the showerhead, tested it for warmth, and adjusted it to her liking.

“Okay, Mr. Reynolds. Let’s see what you got,” Mama Bear prodded.

No problem, I stripped off my shirt. Sweetness was right there, and readily took it from me to hang on a hook next to the door. The younger girl was supercharged with anticipation, and I believe she actually sniffed my shirt before hanging it. My boots and socks came next. I definitely had a captive audience as I reached for my pants. Checking to see where Mama Bear’s interest lay, she had her eyes set on her girls, watching their expressions with fascination. 

I was tempted to put on a striptease routine but remembered this was supposed to be educational. Male Anatomy 101, homeschool style. Cici was the one that had my attention. She was doing her best to be invisible, trying to watch from behind Aja. When Aja moved towards the water, she left Cici beautifully exposed. 

Standing next to me, Sweetness was on the verge of ripping my pants off for me. My boxers dropped with the pants, and I stepped out of them. There I was, for all the women of the wilderness to see. I’ve always stayed clean-shaven, and now I believe it enhanced the lesson. Aja displayed an air of pride, as she had already ridden the one and only cock her sisters had ever seen.

Cici’s eyes went wide, flashing around as if checking whether it was alright to be looking at a naked man. Assertive little Sweetness bent forward to get a better look as Aja pulled me under the flowing water.

“Aja, dear.” Mama Bear said as she handed Aja what looked like a cupcake, “Can you show your sisters what happens to a penis when it gets stimulated?”

Aja took the cupcake and was all too happy to show the other girls how to take a half-mast penis and make it fuckable. She rubbed the cake in her hands, creating a lather. The cupcake was soap. Note to self: find out how they made the soap. I reached up, held on to a sturdy water pipe crossing overhead, and let the girl do her thing.

Taking my dick in her hands, Aja displayed her newfound skill of cock stimulation. One hand cupped my balls, and the other began to stroke my shaft. With an audience of beautiful women, it took about three seconds to amp me up. 

“Do you see the helmet and flair at the end, girls? Mr. Reynolds is circumcised,” the male anatomy lesson began. “They did that shortly after birth. Remember Billy, Aja? He was uncircumcised, it looked quite a bit different.” Aja nodded. “Aja’s and Cici’s daddies were circumcised. And one of Sweetness’ daddies was, the other wasn’t.”

It became clear that the family lore included Mama Bear’s story of the threesome with a couple of hikers.

Shy, sweet Cici finally spoke up, “Mama? It’s big. Isn’t it too big?”

“It is big, baby. Mr. Reynolds is well endowed. But no, it’s not too big. Is it Aja?”

“No, mama. At first it was, but then it was just right,” she says as she continues to stroke my cock.

“As you can see, Mr. Reynolds practices what he preaches. His pubic hair has been shaven. Some men trim their pubic hair. Others go completely natural and have curly hairs all-around their sex organ. Any questions?” mama asked.

Of course, the ever spunky Sweetness had to ask, “Can I touch it?”

“No, baby. It’s Aja’s to touch for now. Let’s clear out and let them finish their shower.”

“. . . for now?” is that what I heard Mama Bear say? Does that mean Cici might be in my breeding future?

Mama ushered her two younger daughters out of the room, leaving Aja and me behind. Aja’s tee-shirt was now a soaked second skin, molding to her perfect portioned features. The water poured down from above as I made a token effort to offer Aja what was probably her first sexual foreplay. Kissing lightly along her slender neck and then back up over her eyes. As a reward, I received subtle gasps as I traveled around her body. My hands cupped her tight bottom, pulling her into my now engorged cock. 

“Would you like to go back to the bedroom?” she whispers sensually.

“No, I think I’ll fuck you right here,” needing no pretense. 

“Here?”

I could see the confusion on her brow. Sex was a bedroom activity in her very limited experience. Time for a
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