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“Damn this fog!” my dad cursed from the front seat. It was dark, we were late, and now this thick fog had rolled in. We were on our way to a cabin we’d rented in the Pisgah National Forest. My parents made us do these “tech-free” vacations to bond as a family, but most of the time everyone was just on edge. I kept telling myself: This is it, I’m eighteen, I just need to get through this last one, then I’m off to college and I’ll be done. Unfortunately Becky will have a few more years of these. I shared a glance with my younger sister next to me. We both acknowledged unspoken that this is the worst start to one of these vacations yet. As long as dad didn’t try to calm us all down by playing Scrabble when we get there. He’s always the worst at it, but always thinks he’ll win the next one.

20 minutes later and we pull onto a gravel road, rough but maintained. We bounce around for a bit until the headlights played over a large wooden cabin. This was much bigger than ones we’d rented before. “There it is, finally!” As he came to a stop we could see lights were on inside. My dad turned and smiled, “What do you guys think? We splurged a little this year as it’s Bobby’s last year. Got you your own room this time! Along with another surprise.” I’d always been made to share a room with Becky on vacation to save money. It made things difficult as a teenage boy with things I needed to do at night. Or sometimes during the day. Maybe this wouldn’t be too bad.

I climbed out of the car, stretching my legs and arms. That’s when I noticed the other car beside us. I looked inquiringly at my dad, who laughed. “We invited Gabe and Jackie this time! We know that sometimes you kids find these vacations boring, so we wanted this one to be totally relaxing.” Gabe and Jackie Roberts were my parent’s best friends. “We’ll keep busy with our friends, you guys can hang out doing whatever you want, though we’re still keeping the tech-free rule. Also, they brought the kids too!”

Becky piped up at this. “REALLY?!” The Roberts’ youngest daughter Elayne was the same age as Becky and they loved hanging out with each other. The vacation had definitely just leveled up in her eyes. For me, it was different. The Roberts’ oldest daughter Emily was a couple years older than I. She was friendly and we got along, but I was always awkward. Emily was hot. Like extremely hot, and she always pretended to flirt with me when no one was around. I think she got a sick pleasure out of seeing me get flustered. “Great dad, this’ll be fun.” I managed to say, unsure whether it was believable or not.

“Everybody grab your own stuff, I’m not your porter!” Dad laughed at himself and started handing out bags. I grabbed all my things and trudged inside the cabin. The door opened into a large living room, spacious enough for groups to be doing different tasks in separate areas. Stairs on the side of the room let up to a second floor. I heard laughing from the connected kitchen as Gabe and Jackie came into view, carrying drinks. They smiled as they saw us. “You guys made it! We were getting worried when it got so foggy outside,” Jackie said.

My mom laughed, “You weren’t the only one!”

Gabe looked over at me. “Bobby! What do you think? Great final family vacation location? Plenty of trails in the woods, and a stream nearby!”

“Looks great in here. Hopefully the fog clears up tomorrow.” I get out.

Gabe pointed at the stairs, “Bedrooms are upstairs kids. Go ahead and get your things put away. Your mom and dad have a room down here.” He took them to find their room, and Becky and I started heading upstairs. 

Before we reached the top I heard Elayne’s voice call out as she appeared, “Becky!! Guess what? We’ve got a girls’ room! No boys! Come on, let me show you. We get to share a bed! BEST. SLEEPOVER. EVER.” She rattled off nonstop, and I inwardly groaned. At least I had a place to get away from them though. The stairs ended in a hallway, with three doors. Elayne gave Becky the details as she walked. This is the bathroom. Next is your brother’s room. And we’re all at the end here! She rushed ahead to show Becky how they were set up. I looked in at the second door to verify it was mine. Nobody had their stuff here, so I figure it had to be.

I put my bags on the bed. Nice size, bigger than I’d need. Desk in the corner, small closet standing open, and a window opposite from the door rounded out the room. I went over and opened the curtains. “Oh yeah, fog.” I heard a small laugh behind me. I turned and my breath caught. Emily stood there, her long brown hair framing her face ending in slight curls. Her blue eyes sparkled from across the room as her mouth stayed in its smile. Her cleavage swelled out of her low cut shirt, pale skin seeming to glow in the light. Jean shorts clung to her skin, accentuating her hips and thick thighs spilled out. Her long legs and bare feet ended just on the other side of his doorway. She held a bundle of clothes in her arms, under her breasts. Her panties hung visibly from the bundle. Was that a thong?!

“Hey Emily. Hopefully the view’s better tomorrow.”

Emily shrugged. “I don’t think you have a problem with the view right now.” I felt my cheeks starting to turn red. “It’s a shame you’re in this big room all by yourself while I’m stuck with the kids this week. But I guess your parents aren’t going to drag you along to your family vacations every year anymore after this, unlike mine, so I guess this week’s all about you.” She winked as she smiled again and turned away, walking down the hall to the bathroom. As she turned, I caught a profile of her ass in those shorts. That, combined with her flirting, smile, and tops of her breasts she had been showing off I was instantly erect. I walked back to the door to my room and glanced down the hall to the now closed bathroom door. My dick was pressing against the front of my shorts as I heard the shower turn on. Emily was getting naked in the next room over from me. My god that was hot. I wanted to storm down there and throw the door open, picturing her swooning over my boldness and making love to me right there in the bathroom where anyone could see....

I would never be brave enough to even confront her verbally for her flirting, let alone an action like that. But just the thought of it was making me more horny. I glanced the other way. The kids were laughing and I’m sure having a ball. The adults were downstairs conversing and getting drinks probably. I closed my door and locked it. Looking in the closet I found some extra towels, and I laid one out on the bed. Standing against the bed, facing the door where she had been standing I began picturing her still there, in those clothes. Quickly my shorts and boxers were on the floor and my cock was standing at full attention. Spitting on my hand I started working myself quickly.

I pictured Emily smiling and laughing, rubbing her hands up her sides and squeezing her large breasts. She threw her head back, moaning at herself. Then her hands pulled her shirt up over her head and I imagined her full breasts falling out. I started to feel a burning on my dick so I spit on my hand again to reduce the friction. In my mind I imagined myself walking over to Emily while she stood topless, her hands exploring her own body. I reached my own hand out and touched the soft skin of her breast. That was all I needed in my imagination as my body tensed and I began shooting my spunk all over the towel. I grunted, trying to keep my voice low, as I watched myself finishing. Wishing it was landing on Emily instead of a towel. I pictured her kneeling in front of me, my cum drenching her face. That picture set me off again, as another orgasm rolled over me, my dick twitching in my hand. This was incredible, but I was starting to feel light-headed. In my mind, Emily, face covered in seed, opened her mouth and began cleaning my cock with her mouth and tongue. That was too much as I started shaking for a third orgasm. My dick dry, convulsing in my hand as my body wracked, I fell to my knees with the room spinning. The room was going dark and I felt myself falling onto my side.

––––––––
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I WAS AWAKENED BY AN insistent knock on the door and a shake of the door knob. I shook my head, trying to remember what was happening. Another impatient knock and Emily’s voice, somewhat low, “Bobby? Hey, are you still in there?”

I was laying on the floor next to the bed, naked from the waist down. I pushed myself up, making myself reply, “Uh...yeah, just a second please!” I put my hand on the bed to get leverage to pull me up and it landed on the saturated towel. Oh god. I stood up, dick hanging bare, hand covered in my own cum, and Emily waiting on the other side of the door. What the hell have I gotten myself into.

As quickly as I could, I wiped my hand on whatever dry part remained of the towel, rolled it up and threw it under the bed, and put my boxers and shorts back on. Suddenly my senses kicked back in fully and I realized the air felt different. Turning around I noticed the window very slightly ajar, small wisps of fog hanging around it inside. Had it been like that before? No time! I sprinted to the door, trying to take a deep breath before opening it. Emily stood there, changed after her shower. She now wore a long sleeve button down cotton pajama top with matching pants. Her hair hung damp at her shoulders. “Hey sorry, I must have fallen asleep from the long car ride.”

“Oh, sorry if that was too much.” Was she referencing the persistent knocking. It was a weird way to phrase it. “I was just going downstairs for a snack and wanted to know...if you were coming.” That was also an odd phrasing. Was my mind still a jumble from before and I was mishearing her? It didn’t seem like her normal flirting, but it didn’t seem an innocent question either. Doesn’t matter, I’m actually pretty hungry after all of that.

“Yeah, for sure. I could really use a snack. Hopefully there’s some good stuff.” The barest flicker of a smile passed across her lips as she turned to walk toward the stairs. I closed the door behind me and moved to keep up with her. I could hear the kids laughing in their bedroom as I reached the stairs.

In the kitchen I started digging through cabinets, picking through everything that was brought by both families. Putting together my own mini smorgasbord Emily laughed at my pile. “Ok Bobby. What’s made you so famished? You always this hungry after a nap?”

I felt my cheeks start to blush. “Oh. Uh, you know. Growing young man and all that.”

She chuckled. “Yeah, sure. You’re going to make us have to take a grocery run mid week. It’s like an hour away!”

“Maybe you and I can go. That could be fun,” I said offhandedly, rummaging through my pile to decide what to eat first. As my ears heard the words I said I paused, glancing up at Emily who was looking in the fridge.

Her head slowly turned to look toward me, that winning smile already on her face. “I’m sure it could be.”

I tried to mumble through. “Yeah, you know, back to civilization for a few hours.”

“Mmmmhmmm.” She went back to looking through the fridge, eventually finding some green grapes and coming back to the table I was sitting at.

“Grapes? That’s it?”

“Well, some of us aren’t pigs. Besides, I like to put them in my mouth until the juice comes out.” She stared into my eyes as she said it.

I couldn’t help myself this time. “Oh Jesus Christ!” I rolled my eyes.

Emily laughed this time, not her flirty giggle or cute chuckle, but a real laugh. “I’m sorry. That was too much, and really badly worded honestly.”

I laughed in return at her acknowledgment. She’d never made any overt statements that she knew what she was doing before. It really helped me to relax.

I glanced over at the windows leading from the kitchen out to the screened-in patio where both sets of parents were sitting. “Wonder what they’re talking about. How much they enjoy torturing us with these vacations?”

“Probably just being boring adults.” She stuck her tongue out, making a sick face.

“Then why aren’t you out there with them, college girl?”

“Ew. Don’t lump me in with them, jerk!” She smiled, eating a few grapes. “Are you excited about college next year? It’s a different world, that’s for sure.”

We sat and spoke for hours. About her college experiences, my hopes for school, being older siblings, family dynamics, relationships. We’d never had long, in-depth conversations like this. She was very easy to talk to when she wasn’t trying to get me riled up. The parents eventually came inside, and went to bed, while we continued talking. Eventually there was a lull in conversation and Emily looked over at the clock on the stove. 2:03. “Oh! I didn’t realize it was that late. You know the kids aren’t going to sleep in, and I have to deal with them.”

I laughed at that and started picking all my trash up. As I dumped it in the garbage can she piped up, “You know, some people call this the witching hour.”

I looked at her questioningly, “Who calls it that? I’ve never heard it.”

She shrugged. “I heard it somewhere. They say things happen during this time that might not normally happen.”

It took a minute, but suddenly my face shifted from confused to shocked. She smiled, that smile again. “Come on, let’s get to bed.” There she was again.

She headed to the stairs and I was a few steps behind. As she climbed my eyes were level with her ass, watching as it ticked slowly left and right with each step. She filled the pajama pants well, that’s for sure. “Tonight was nice,” she said, breaking me from my trance. “None of my friends from college are into deep discussions. They just want to party all the time.”

“Well, you’re easier to talk to when you’re not being a siren.”

She laughed quietly, “A siren? Oh my. Where has this Bobby come from?”

I shrugged, but realized she couldn’t see me behind her. We reached the top of the stairs. “I don’t know. But I imagine this will be an easier week if I’m not red-faced from blushing the entire time.”

I stopped at my door and she paused for a moment. “Oh just from blushing? I guess you’d be ok with being red-faced from other things?” She walked away with no response from me. I watched her finish the walk to her door. She turned one last time to glance back at me. She winked. “Sweet dreams.” With that she entered her room and shut the door.

I entered my room, closing the door, groaning to myself. This is going to be a long week, I thought. The window caught my eye again and I remembered. Walking toward it, it was still slightly open. The fog had retreated a lot over the past hours and I could see more of the woods surrounding the cabin in the moonlight. My eyes traced the treeline, my mind wondering at the strangeness of this day already. I closed the window, latching it and laid down on my bed.

I closed my eyes but my vision was immediately filled with Emily’s ass swaying up the stairs. I felt myself stirring beneath my shorts. I sighed and rolled back out of bed. Digging underneath the bed I found the towel from earlier. There were some damp spots left, but mostly it was dry and crusty now. Landing back in my bed I lowered my shorts a hair and pulled my shirt off.

I began imagining the final conversation downstairs.

“They say things happen during this time that might not normally happen.” I moved toward her, reaching up a hand to caress her face. I pulled her in, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss. She tore into me, her tongue like fire as she reached down to grab my ass. My hands worked at the buttons of her shirt. In a swift movement I pulled her shirt open and back over her shoulders. She wiggled her arms out of it and I broke the kiss to stare at her breasts. They were magnificent. Large, they would fill my hand. They hung with their weight. Her areolas were a darker shade of pink. Her nipples rose proudly, pointing outward toward me. “My God...” I whispered. She grabbed my head and lowered it to her chest. I touched her soft skin with my hands, gently massaging her before licking one nipple with my tongue. She moaned lightly and I took it into my mouth, sucking lightly. My other hand rolled her the nipple of the other breast and she gripped the hair on my head.

“Oh Bobby,” she murmured. Suddenly she pushed me away and dropped to her knees. Ripping down my shorts my cock flung up and hit her in the face. She grasped the base with one hand and immediately took my shaft into her mouth. Her tongue danced along my dick, swirling around the tip, and stroking the length that was inside her. “Emily...Emily...” She began bobbing her head, the suction she caused pulling at me and releasing. Her mouth was warm, and wet. I did not last long under her actions. “I’m going to cum,” I called out and she pulled back, taking me out of her mouth. Her hand worked my shaft quickly, holding my cock just above her face as she stared up into my eyes. My body tensed as I erupted, shooting ropes of cum onto her face as she smiled and continued stroking me. As I finished, she took my member into her mouth again, cleaning it with her mouth and tongue.

I finished the vision in my mind just as I came to orgasm in the real word. I did not have time to grab the towel so I angled my dick backward. I watched as my cock jerked, squirting loads onto my belly and chest. I moaned quietly. That had been a great fantasy. Not likely to happen though. Emily’s responses to being called out for flirting definitely showed she was doing it for fun. I grabbed the towel and found some spots free to clean myself up. Something odd occurred to me while doing this. My vision of Emily, when I was finishing on her face, ended up as the same picture from the previous vision of her cum-covered face. Like the previous one had been a photograph of the later actions. That wasn’t usual, but did it matter? It had been so hot. I’ll have to file that away for another time also. I pulled my shorts back up over my now-flaccid dick and closed my eyes. It had been a long day for sure. I drifted off to sleep with a smile.
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Morning light filtered through the window, rousing me from a dream filled with Emily's curves and teasing smiles. I groaned, feeling the uncomfortable tightness in my shorts. Images from last night's fantasy lingered: her breasts falling into view, her hands pulling me close.

With effort, I pushed myself up and changed into running shorts and a t-shirt. Downstairs, Mom was already making coffee while Dad read a book.

"Going for a run," I announced, grabbing a water bottle from the fridge.

Gabe looked up from his conversation with my dad, giving me a friendly nod. "Good morning! Just be careful out there. The trails can be a bit confusing until you get used to them. They twist around quite a bit."

"I'll stick to the marked paths," I promised, stepping outside into the cool morning air.

The forest welcomed me with a symphony of sounds and sights. The fog from yesterday had completely lifted, revealing the true beauty of our surroundings. Towering hemlocks and white pines reached skyward, with leafy maples and birches filling the spaces between. A pair of cardinals flashed brilliant red through the branches, their distinct chirping calls carrying through the still air. Further along, a woodpecker hammered rhythmically at an old trunk, splinters of bark falling with each strike.

I settled into an easy pace, letting my mind wander as my feet found their rhythm. A chipmunk darted across my path, cheeks bulging with whatever morning treasure it had found. In a small clearing, I spotted a doe watching me cautiously, her large eyes tracking my movement until I was past.

After about twenty minutes of running, the trail curved alongside what must be the stream Gabe had mentioned yesterday. The sound of water trickling over stones grew louder until the path opened to a view of a hidden meadow.

I stopped on the trail, catching my breath as I took in the sight. Thousands of small, lavender wildflowers carpeted the ground like a purple mist. In the center, as if placed there deliberately, rose a small mound covered in vibrant green moss, free of flowers. The stream curved elegantly around one edge of the clearing, sunlight dancing on its surface like scattered diamonds.

Standing there on the path, looking out over the meadow, a thought invaded my mind. Emily, here, on that moss-covered rise with me.

In my mind's eye, I led her by the hand down this very trail, her eyes widening with delight as we discovered the meadow together. I imagined laying her down on that moss, her shirt slowly rising as my hands traced the soft skin of her stomach. In this fantasy, her breasts were free of her bra, larger and more perfect than I could have imagined, nipples hardening in the cool forest air.

My daydream-self lowered to taste her skin, tongue circling each nipple until she moaned, the sound mixing with the gentle burbling of the stream nearby. Her hands would grip at my head, urging me lower, across the flat plane of her stomach until I reached the waistband of her shorts.

I'd tug them down slowly, revealing her panties, already damp with her arousal. Pulling those aside, I'd finally see her pussy, pink and glistening. The stream would provide a constant soundtrack as I buried my face between her thighs, tasting her sweetness while she writhed on the moss.

"Bobby, please," dream-Emily would beg, spreading her legs wider. "I need your cock inside me."

I'd rise up, positioning myself between her thighs, the tip of my dick teasing her entrance. I'd push inside, burying myself in her wet cunt, feeling her tightness grip me like a vise. Her moans would grow louder, competing with the sound of the flowing water nearby.

Then I'd flip her over, positioning her on hands and knees atop the mossy mound. Her ass would rise in the air as I entered her from behind, my hands pulling on her hips as I drove into her. Each thrust would make her tits bounce wildly, and I'd reach around to pinch her nipples as I fucked her harder.

The slapping of our bodies would echo through the clearing, and I'd watch my cock disappear into her over and over. "I'm going to cum inside you," I'd groan, and she'd push back against me, begging for it, demanding I fill her pussy with my load.

With a final thrust, I'd empty myself deep within her, feeling her walls clench around my pulsing dick as her own orgasm overtook her.

I snapped back to reality, painfully hard in my running shorts. Glancing around nervously, I confirmed I was completely alone. The only witnesses were the flowers, the trees, and the never-ending stream.

With a quick movement, I slipped my shorts down just enough, spitting in my hand to ease the friction. It didn't take long before I was groaning quietly, my cock pulsing as I spent myself into the bushes off the trail.

Breathing heavily, I adjusted my clothes and took a final look at the meadow before continuing my run, making mental notes of how to find this place again.

When I returned to the cabin, sweat-soaked and tired, Emily was sitting on the porch. She had a book open on her lap and a steaming mug beside her. Her hair was pulled into a messy bun, a few strands framing her face. She lowered the book as I approached, her eyes tracking me.

"Well, look who's the early bird," Emily said, a smile playing on her lips. "Productive morning?"

"Just exploring," I managed, trying to focus on her face rather than the way her tank top hugged her curves. "The trails are amazing. The fog's completely gone today."

Emily closed her book, setting it aside. She leaned forward slightly, causing her neckline to dip. "Find anything interesting out there? Any hidden spots?"

"Just trees and birds," I lied, the image of the moss-covered mound still fresh in my mind. "It's beautiful though. You should check it out sometime."

"Maybe you could show me," she suggested, her voice dropping slightly. She raised her mug to her lips, eyes never leaving mine as she took a sip. "I'd hate to get lost in those big, scary woods all alone."

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with possibilities. "Yeah, sure. Anytime."

Emily wrinkled her nose suddenly. "But not before you shower. My God, Bobby, you reek!" She laughed, waving her hand in front of her face dramatically. "I can't even smell my tea anymore."

"It's called 'eau de exercise,' thank you very much," I retorted, grinning.

"Well, it's awful. If you don't hit the shower soon, I might have to throw you in that stream to get you clean." She emphasized 'that stream' with a mischievous smile that made my stomach flip.

"I'm going, I'm going," I chuckled, backing toward the door. As I headed upstairs, her words echoed in my mind. 'That stream.' Not 'a stream.' What stream did she mean? Was she referring to a specific one? The one I'd just visited?

My heart raced as I stripped off my sweaty clothes and turned on the shower. The water pressure was surprisingly good for a cabin, and I stepped under the hot spray with a sigh of relief. As I washed my hair, my mind wandered back to Emily.

What if she had followed me this morning? What if she'd seen me at the stream? The thought was both terrifying and exciting. I closed my eyes, letting the water cascade down my body, and a new fantasy took shape.

The shower curtain would slide open, and there she'd be, already naked, her eyes hungry. "Need some company?" she'd ask, stepping in before I could answer. The water would sluice down her curves, making her skin glisten.

She'd drop to her knees in front of me, the water pouring over her hair as she took my cock in her hand. "I saw what you did at the stream," she'd whisper before taking me into her mouth. Her lips would stretch around my shaft as she sucked me deep, her tongue working magic along the underside of my dick.

I'd lean against the shower wall, watching her head bob back and forth, her tits swaying with each movement. She'd look up at me, eyes full of lust as she worked my cock, her hand stroking its length when it wasn’t in her mouth.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
& £, FOG Bf
IS Sile

BIG TITS - CREASPIES
COLLEGS GIRL “ORAL SEX
- ANAL SE FASRIS TOR:






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





