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Hexennacht

(a.k.a. Witches Night)


I. New Moon
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I had carefully, precariously planned and prepared for that weekend for months. Scheduling demands rescheduled, insinuations of being over worked left at home, and finally made the request that a needed a trip alone. A weekend out in nature, by myself, enjoying the age old past time of campfire and mountain air, whiskey and maybe some fishing. 

And so in my spare time I’d found a little campsite in the mountains, privately owned by an old Haitian couple and nick-named bohemian hollow. It was said to be a beautiful 100 acre property secluded from the modern world, (though it did provide restroom, showers and a rustic kitchen), and known to be frequented by free spirited traveler and weekend warriors both you g and old. It was to be my hiatus from the frustrations of my responsible world at home so I could enjoy, hopefully some of the pastimes of years back. I packed whiskey, all the camping gear, and a few items I’d been hard pressed but finally acquired. It had even entered my head that, perhaps should the opportunity arise, I might even have a one night fling, though I wasn’t holding my breath.

Nonetheless, I was excited and eager as I made the six hour drive higher and higher in elevation, having left early afternoon and finally arrived just as the sun was low in the sky.

I pulled in past an old gate, filled in a card and stuffed it with money, then co tinier on down a long dirt road through a beautiful thick forest of pine, dogwood, oak and elm trees.

I parked at a large circle drive and got out to find my campsite. A path led up a hill and climbing over the top I looked down into a green grassy meadow, littered on all sides with campsites , and at the bottom of the natural amphitheater shaped knoll was built a large community fire pit. The only other occupied campsites was a lone tent on the low river that looked quiet, and far atop the hill to my left three tents set up and what I could make out as four women, young it seemed, though I couldn’t tell, all chatting and laughing around a fire. I decided I would Choose a campsite just close enough so that perhaps I would get a chance to chat with them. Who knows, I thought, maybe they’ll want to smoke some weed or have a whiskey at my fire. So, I proceeded to unpack, carry my gear up the hill, one campsite over from them, and as the sun began to set, raised my tent and prepared my home for the next few nights.

It was late by the time I got my fire lit and dinner cooking in a pot over the flames. I sat on an old stump carved out to make it a chair, with a glass of whiskey in my hand and lighting my first cigarette in eight years, I kicked off my boots and stretched my legs. As the smell of woodsmoke and stew began to fill the air I listened to the chatter of the girls just a few dozen yards away. Sometimes they were singing, sometimes laughing. One might talk for awhile and I thought they must be telling old stories. I counted five of them now, very pretty it seemed, and young, perhaps in their twenties, though one older I thought. She was a darker, almost ebony woman, I guessed late thirties or maybe forty, with strained dark hair. I imagined her to be Egyptian, though I didn’t know quite why. With her was a beautiful girl with golden wavy hair, who seems to be smiling all the time, another with short back hair that was short in the back but hung low to her chest in the front. She and the honey brown seemed close as they sat together and always seemed to be talking. I tried not to look too much, but the night was dragging on slower than I had hoped.

It must have been an hour had passed and I had found myself reading a newspaper, fidgeting over the crossword, but beginning to feel the warm whiskey in my blood. I suddenly heard the stomp of feet close by, and was startled when one of the girls, the beautiful honey-brown walked past my camp within about twenty feet, headed up the hill. She smiled and waved slightly, “sorry, nature calls I guess.” And I heard her giggle to herself as she disappeared into the dark behind my tent. I sat there, and started to light another cigarette. Then, somewhere not far up the hill from me I heard the sound of water softly spraying. I sat there, not sure at first, but it was her and I sat over the fire and listened quietly to my rosy cheeked brunette neighbor peeing alone in the woods at night. And something in me was aroused by the image it brought to mind. I listened until the sound stopped. I heard a soft sigh and the imperceptible twinkle of a belt fastening.

A moment later the sound of footsteps encroached. Before I saw her came her voice with the words, “are you out here all by yourself?” 

I turned around. The girl was standing only three arm lengths away, in my camp. I took notice of her now and noted the cut-off shorts she wore, a daisy covered blouse that hung loosely over the shoulders and beneath it a thin ornately patterned pink bra. Her breasts were ample and beneath the blouse they protruded bravely from the top of the bra round and full, still full of youth, her legs full and long   and subtle. Her skin was bright in the glow of the fire, and she looked me with wide staring eyes. I clocked her thin lips that seemed ever to smile and dimples that came and went like eyes blinking. All that to say that she was one of the most stunning looking women I’d seen.

“Are you there?” She asked.

“Sorry”, I replied, “ I’m just... startled. Yeah, I’m camping alone. A kind of adventure weekend away from life.”

“Ah,... away from... life...”

She seemed to be thinking for a moment, then I noticed her eyeing my glass.

I held it up, “whiskey?”

Her smile spread slow and wide and she slowly made the words, “Why, I would be delighted.”

I bowed my head and produced the bottle from the other side of my chair she approached and stopped, standing right in from of me. Taking the bottle, she uncorked it and lifted it up pulling on it for a long healthy draft. In that moment I peaked at the skin of her belly as the blouse lifted, saw the shadow of her belly button, the smooth curve of her belly, the line of her thigh closing in to climb up towards her chest and breasts. I could smell honey and grass and sunlight coming off her body. The bottle was thrust back toward me.

“Did you want to be alone?”

“No, not exactly. I’m not trying to be left alone if that’s what you mean.”

“Mmm. Well, my girlfriends are having a celebratory weekend, it’s a special occasion, so I’m not sure about inviting you over without talking with them. But, maybe I’ll come back and visit in a minute, if you’d like me too?”

“What’s your name?”

“Summer. Don’t tell me yours. For me you’re just going to be.....”

The word “be” hung in the air as she seemed to draw from it a name, the right name.

“...Cyrus. That’s what I’ll call you from now on.”

She turned then and returned nimbly across the paths in the dark to her campsite. For my part, I set aside the whiskey and went inside my tent. I put on some low music and got to work putting together the coffee and stove needed for breakfast next morning. I don’t know how long I was at it but it must have been an hour. And when I stepped outside I found summer there, casually sitting cross legged on a stump with my whiskey glass cup leaning in her lap, her nimble bare hands rapped around it. She didn’t look up, but just gazed dreamily in the flames.

I picked up a few logs and carefully set them on the fire, which drew her out of her reverie with a deep sighing breath.

“I was a little worried you had turned in to bed, but I could hear you tinkering inside your little tent. So, I figured I’d just wait and try some of your delicious whiskey.”

“It’s not late yet”, I told her and then to a seat on the stump next to hers.

“No,” she said quietly, “not yet. And us girls are used to being up late. How about you?”

“Once in awhile.”

“ So, I spoke with the ladies about you and they like to invite you to our camp tomorrow, you can meet everybody, and if you like even join in some of our festivities this weekend.”

She smiled at me, and her eye brow pricked up in a questioning gaze.

“That sounds nice, what kind of festivities do you have planned?” I felt the intuition that she was holding something back, or that she was still feeling me out.

“I’ll tell you later”, she said flatly and turned back to the fire.

We sat there silently for several minutes, next to each other, each seconds growing pregnant with anticipation of whether she would speak or whether I should, and what to say. I watched the warm light dance on her round firm thigh inches away, and her chest slowly rise and fall with each breath. Her friends still sat around the fire at the other camp, but were quieter now. I felt I should break the silence or else might ruin chances of spending the next day with their group and whatever it was they had planned. I was just about to blurt out the first thing in my mind when she leaned over and whispered in my ear:

“I’m really wonderful at sucking cock.” She breathed it gayly into my ear. Her warm breath sent a shiver down my spine. “It excites me. Whiskey always makes me tingle. I can’t think of a better way for us to get to better know each other... than to have yours...”
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