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Kristen’s ponytail bobbed back and forth over
her pack, brushing lightly across the material as she descended the
rocky trail. The way her head moved reminded me of how it did when
her mouth was full of my favorite purple strap-on. At least I kept
imagining that because I’d much rather be sprawled on my bed
watching her lips spread wide for that toy, getting it ready to
part her puffy pussy lips. Instead I was here, already one night
down and an unknown number of miles from our car with a hot spot
forming on the inside of my left ankle and my right toes feeling
like they’d been crushed into the front of my purple boots. No
matter how much I tightened down on the hip belt of my pack it
still felt like the shoulder straps were riding their way down into
my shoulders. I'd long ago given up the idea that my back would be
dry from the so-called mesh ventilation. All in all I still
couldn’t understand why people voluntarily did this to
themselves.

 


So why exactly was I here? Well, all the time
walking on the trail had allowed me to analyze our relationship and
I’ll be blunt; Kristen had one hell of a set of abs. I admit it,
the slightly pudgy graphics designer who never even enjoyed taking
strolls in the park before has fallen for a girl’s abs, exposed
when she’d stretched to block a soccer ball headed for the goal.
I’d bugged my sister for days to tell me about her teammate; I even
started making it a point to attend games and sometimes practices
when I could, until she finally relented.

 


That first date had been bliss; Kristen was
everything I’m wasn’t: bubbly, athletic, outgoing, and extroverted.
Deep down though, past the well-toned exterior, we were a perfect
match. She admitted to a love of curling up on her couch to race in
Mario Kart or catch the latest episode of Fairy Tail. There was a
keen intellect there, one that devoured fantasy books by the series
and even kept up with podcasts from Neil deGrasse Tyson. I was head
over heels in love with her before the first hug.

 


Thus why I found myself here, and often
enough found myself at the gym. At first it was to spend more
quality time together. Now? I admit it’s partially vanity as I find
my pudge disappearing. The rest is driven by our incredible,
between-the-sheets action. All that working out Kristen did though,
was apparently so that she could hike further and faster with the
stated goal of setting an unsupported hiking record on the
Continental Divide Trail, which snakes though the Rockies from
Mexico to Canada for over three thousand, one hundred miles. Not
that I cared much, so long as it meant time spent with her.

 


For now though my hips were sore in a way I
certainly wasn’t used to and my feet were protesting the idea of
breaking in the boots on this trail instead of around the house
like my love first suggested. Every now and then she would stop to
point out the scenery. While I will admit that the views were
lovely, they never matched the way her face beamed with joy while
viewing them, and that made the pain all worth it.

 


The smell of water wafted into my nose, soon
followed by the sound of a stream trickling its way over rocks and
roots. I’d never known that water could have its own smell until
Kristen had dragged me out here, but I was quickly learning. The
first time she’d taken me to a state park for an easy walk along
the path I was surprised by how different things were. Sure, I knew
the smell of grass from the soccer fields and PE classes as a teen,
but this was different; and appealed more to my primal side. It was
addicting in its own way, which made me wonder if that was part of
the appeal for Kristen. Well, that and the challenge. She had a
secret grin that only came out when she ran across a difficult
obstacle. Then and only then, would a light shimmer in her eyes and
the faintest of dimples appear on her cheeks for a few fleeting
minutes before fading off as she left the obstacle behind.

 


A rock rolling underneath my foot brought me
back to the present, my brain reminding me there were parts of my
body screaming in pain and that I had no idea how much further we
had to go. The trail was rather sparse with information. A lone
sign had said twelve miles to the next shelter and that had been
hours ago. Instinctively I dug poles deep into the soft, black
earth, preventing the chance of a fall. It still amazed me how
quickly I’d assimilated them into my stride and how naturally I
used them. Most of the equipment I had was secondhand from Kristen.
She had been delighted with the excuse to refresh her inventory and
she’d spent the better part of two days flitting around REI doing
just that. As for me, I’d just been afraid to look at the credit
card bill.
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