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Prologue
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Jack

This is the week before Memorial day. One of the weeks that I take vacation each year. The other week I take off is the week after Labor Day. Both of these weeks I usually find my favorite campground free of other campers. I enjoy my solitude.

I packed my bus style RV yesterday with a week’s worth of food. I packed a case of beer, half a dozen bottles of white wine and a gallon bottle of Brandy that will go with any food.  I also have a huge cannister with 50 gallons of water for drinking and cooking. I hit the road at noon to make the three and a half hour drive to Lake Walupt from Seattle. ​
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Chapter 1
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Jack

I stop in Packwood to fill up with gas and fill up my travel mug with coffee. Yeah, I am a coffee addict. I usually get up around 9am but I’m not awake till I’ve had my second cup of coffee. 

As I make the final hour drive along the 23 mile winding mountain road to Lake Walupt, I feel myself relaxing. I really enjoy my trips to the campground.

As I pull into a space to park the bus, I see that as usual I am the only one here. I pull out my huge rubber lake raft and use my power air pump to inflate it. 

Although I have a fully operational kitchen in the bus, I decide to fire up the outside barbeque pit to fry up a steak and camp roast a potato for dinner.

I just had the fire at full flame and was about to fetch the steak and potato when another smaller RV pulled into the campsite. My bus is a 43 footer. This other one is about half that size. There is a small topless jeep attached to the back of the RV. 

I am astounded when the occupants of the bus step outside. Two very sexy young women probably in their mid to late twenties. One has straight brunette hair. The other has wavey reddish blonde hair. They are both gorgeous petite young women.

“Do you mind if we park here near you?” The blonde askes softly. “Oh please, be my guest,” I answer. “I was just about to cook dinner. Would you both care to join me?” I invite them. “Yes, we would love that,” they answer in unison. 

Luckily, I had three steaks in my stocked fridge and a whole bag of potatoes. I also have sour cream and butter to put on the grill baked potatoes when they are done.

While I am grilling the steaks and timing when to put the potatoes into the mix, the girls climb into their Bus RV and disappear for a while. From time to time, I  hear what sounds like giggles and soft moans. I didn’t really think anything of it. I just kept cooking the meal.

I just came out of the bus with the plates, silverware, napkins and the toppings for the potatoes when the girls came out of their bus. When they saw that my hands and arms were full, they hurried over to help me.

I am incredulous as I watched the girls walking to the picknick table with all the goods. They have changed outfits. Before, they were wearing jeans and halter tops. Now they both are wearing indecently short jean shorts, miniscule bikini tops and sandals.

While we ate our meal of steak and potatoes, I noticed that both women had wedding rings on their fingers. “You came camping without your husbands?” I asked curiously. 

“Our husbands go camping, fishing and hunting without us. When they are at home, they are so wrapped up in sports and poker nights that it’s like we live alone. So we have taken our own camping trip and will do whatever we want,” The strawberry blond woman told me. 
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