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Chapter 1

"The lake's high this weekend. Beach space will be tight," Luke murmured into his phone, his gaze wandering toward the still, glassy water outside his window.

On the other end of the line, Jack's voice came through, laced with a familiar grin. "Perfect. Less space means more skin. Everyone's going to be packed together like sardines... if you're into that sort of thing."

Luke smirked despite himself, a flicker of heat sparking in his chest. "Yeah, no complaints here. We can bring the girls, tie up the boat, crack open some drinks... sit back and enjoy the view. No need to even leave the swim platform."

Jack's laugh echoed in Luke's ear, light and easy. "Just like old times."

They had been inseparable since high school, bound by years of friendship, late nights on the lake, and a shared love for the water. Life had pulled them in different directions—different universities, different careers—but every summer, they returned to the lake, like clockwork, as if it held the key to their younger selves.

Luke, the quiet one, had settled into his career as a C.P.A., his introversion serving him well in the number-crunching world of finance. Jack, ever the extrovert, thrived on sales pitches and flirting with nurses as he hustled hospital supplies for a living. But no matter how different they were, the bond remained.

And so did the unspoken temptations.

Luke's thoughts flickered to Emma, the woman who’d anchored him for the last two years. She was the light to his shadow, always pulling him out of his shell with her laughter, her spontaneous touch. Luke often told people, half-joking, that without her, he’d be a recluse. She gave him life in ways he couldn't always express, and yet...

There was always that “yet.”

"How’s Emma?" Jack asked casually, though Luke knew Jack’s mind was never far from women, especially the ones in his orbit. Luke could practically hear the sly smile in his voice.

"Same as always," Luke said, feeling an inexplicable tug at his gut. Emma was everything to him. She had a way of making him feel seen, like he was enough, even in his quietness. But there was something else too, a part of him he could never fully ignore.

Jack had that same effect on women—confident, easygoing, always with a different girl on his arm. This month it was Michelle, a tall, willowy nurse Jack had met at the medical center. Luke had met her once or twice. Beautiful, poised, with an edge of mystery that made her alluring. Luke couldn’t help but notice. He never could help it.

Just like he had noticed so many of Jack’s girlfriends over the years.

He felt the familiar flicker of guilt rise in his chest, but he buried it quickly, as he always did. He’d never act on those thoughts. He wasn’t Jack. Jack, who was always impulsive, who moved from one woman to the next without a backward glance. And yet, Luke had seen the way Jack looked at Emma, the casual but lingering glances, the way his hands would rest just a little too long when she hugged him, her breasts pressing against his chest, soft and full.

Luke didn’t blame him. He understood it too well—the silent thrill of forbidden curiosity. He'd caught glimpses of Jack’s girlfriends naked before, not through any fault of his own but through moments that had stayed with him longer than they should have. They danced in his mind at odd times, unbidden, unwelcome, but undeniable.

Once, Luke had dropped by Jack’s house unannounced, finding him and Lauren lounging naked in the backyard. Jack had sprawled out casually, skin glistening under the sun, his toned body relaxed and unashamed. Lauren, a petite brunette with a killer smile, lay next to him, equally bare, her skin flushed pink from the heat. The scene had startled Luke—he hadn’t expected that level of intimacy, especially not so casually.

"Come on, man," Jack had called over, his voice light and teasing as usual. "Lose the clothes and join us. What's the big deal?"

Luke had chuckled nervously, but even as he stood there, he could feel the anxiety creeping up his spine. He hadn’t been able to get comfortable with it, with how easy Jack was about everything, how natural it all seemed. Luke had turned him down, of course, retreating to his car as Jack taunted him for being too uptight. The memory still left a sour taste in his mouth—a mixture of embarrassment and something else, something darker, like missed opportunity.

It hadn’t been the first time Jack had pushed him beyond his comfort zone, and it wouldn’t be the last.

Later, Luke found himself out on Jack’s boat for a moonlit cruise, with Jack and Chloe—a night that felt like it could change everything. Chloe had always been wild, that much was clear from the moment Luke had met her. Tall and statuesque, her long blonde hair spilling down her back in waves that shimmered in the moonlight. Her body was nothing short of incredible—hours in the gym had sculpted her into a vision of physical perfection. She had the kind of body that turned heads everywhere she went: a flat, defined stomach, toned legs, a six-pack that glistened when she moved. Her ass was impossibly perfect, round and shapely, accentuated by her swagger, the kind of ass that demanded attention.

And those breasts. Big, fake, but perfect. They sat high and proud on her chest, straining against her bikini top until, with one swift movement, they didn’t anymore.

It was Jack who had dared her to strip for them. They had been drinking, the three of them, and as the conversation grew looser, Jack had leaned over to Chloe, his eyes gleaming with mischief. "How about a little show?" he asked, knowing exactly how she’d respond.

Without hesitation, Chloe had risen to the challenge, standing up and untying her bikini in one fluid motion. Her top slipped off, and then, with the same casual ease, she shimmied out of her bottoms. Luke had watched, spellbound, as she paraded around the deck, completely nude, teasing both of them with every step. Chloe loved it—the attention, the teasing, the way her naked body commanded the space around her. She wasn’t shy about it, either. She thrived on being watched, on making others want her.

Then came the part that had stunned Luke the most.

Chloe had approached Jack, that mischievous glint in her eye, her naked body illuminated in the soft glow of the boat lights. Without a word, she’d dropped to her knees in front of him, reached into his trunks, and pulled his cock out, right there in front of Luke. Luke had seen Jack soft plenty of times—sports, the gym, dares—but this was different. Chloe’s hands wrapped around him, and Luke had been caught off guard by just how thick Jack had grown in her grip.

She had wasted no time, her lips wrapping around Jack’s length as if she were made for it. Her head bobbed, her tongue flicking over the sensitive tip, and Luke couldn’t tear his eyes away. The way Chloe worked Jack’s cock was mesmerizing. Her movements were deliberate, confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the air, blending with Jack’s low groans of approval. It was, without a doubt, the best blowjob Luke had ever seen.

He watched, entranced, as Chloe took more of Jack into her mouth, her hands stroking the base as she bobbed her head faster. She made it look effortless, her blonde hair cascading around her face as she took him deep, moaning softly as though she enjoyed every second of it. It was raw, uninhibited, and everything Luke had ever fantasized about but never had.

Emma had never sucked him like that.

Hell, Emma barely gave blowjobs at all. On the rare occasions she had, it felt mechanical, like she was only doing it out of obligation. She’d never seemed to enjoy it, and after a few failed attempts, Luke had stopped asking. He hadn’t realized how much he missed it until now, watching Chloe, who seemed to take genuine pleasure in every inch of Jack’s cock in her mouth.

Jack, ever the performer, locked eyes with Luke as Chloe worked him, a smirk playing on his lips. He knew what he was doing. He knew exactly how this was affecting Luke.

After a few minutes, Jack had taken her below deck, and the sounds of their fucking had filled the small boat cabin, Chloe’s moans echoing through the night air. Luke had stayed up top, left to his own devices, his own frustration building. His hand had found its way to his cock, stroking himself in the dim moonlight, trying to get the image of Chloe out of his head, but it was impossible. She was wild, raw, everything Emma wasn’t.

But then, when Jack was finished, Chloe had come back for Luke.

She was still naked, her body glistening with sweat and sex, her eyes twinkling with that same devilish energy. Without warning, she had knelt in front of him, her big, fake breasts pressed together, and with one swift movement, she pulled his shorts down. His cock, already semi-hard from the sounds of her and Jack, sprang free, and Chloe wasted no time wrapping her fingers around it. Luke had sucked in a sharp breath at the sudden, overwhelming sensation of her touch. Her hand was warm, her grip firm as she stroked him slowly, teasing him.

"Let me," she whispered, her voice low and breathy, her lips inches from his cock. The temptation was palpable, tangible, like a thick fog settling over him. His whole body tensed with the effort of holding back, his pulse quickening as she looked up at him, her eyes filled with a challenge.

It was so hard to say no. Every fiber of his being screamed at him to give in, to let her take him into her mouth, to feel what Jack had just experienced. Her hand slid up and down his length, coaxing him to full hardness, and for a moment, Luke swore he was going to let her. Her lips parted, her tongue flicking out to tease the sensitive tip, and the wave of arousal that hit him was almost too much to bear.

But something held him back. The image of Emma flashed in his mind, her soft smile, the way she made him feel at home. He couldn’t do it. Not like this. Not with Jack watching, ready to cross that line with Emma if Luke gave in.

With a shaky breath, Luke pulled away, his voice thick with regret. "I can’t."

Chloe pouted for a brief moment but quickly shrugged it off, returning to Jack with a knowing smile. And later that night, as Luke lay in his cabin, his cock stiff and aching with need, he cursed himself for passing up the opportunity. But a darker question lingered in the back of his mind: Would I really want to share Emma with Jack?

He could tell that Jack lusted after Emma from the way he held her that extra moment whenever he had an opportunity. Luke continued to harbor a fantasy in which he and Jack both fondled Emma and took turns fucking her. He used that fantasy many times to accompany his jack-off sessions.

Luke and Emma arrived at the lake late Friday afternoon, the sun dipping low on the horizon, casting a golden shimmer across the water. They lugged their weekend supplies down the wooden dock, the weight of the bags momentarily forgotten as Luke caught sight of his pride and joy—his Sea Ray cruiser, "Abacas," bobbing gently in the water. The boat gleamed in the fading light, waiting to carry them away from the everyday grind and into a weekend of sun, water, and whatever else might unfold.

Inside the cozy cabin, Emma moved with a familiar ease, sliding past Luke as she stowed the fresh groceries into the galley's fridge. Her sandy brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, and the freckles scattered across her chest seemed to glow in the soft light of the cabin. Luke watched her closely, the way her fingers deftly unpacked the bags, her body shifting out of her business attire with a sigh of relief.

She pulled a T-shirt and shorts from her bag, and Luke, seated at the small table, let his eyes linger as she unbuttoned her blouse and unclasped her bra. For a brief, tantalizing moment, her full breasts were exposed to him, the large, pink nipples standing out against her pale skin, which was dotted with those familiar freckles that had always made her feel more real to him—more natural, more Emma.

"Ah, it feels so good to get out of my work clothes and into something comfortable at last," she said, slipping the T-shirt over her head and smoothing it down over her chest, though not quite fast enough to keep Luke from appreciating the view.

Luke couldn’t help but grin. "I can see where your nipples put dents in your shirt. Are you aware of that?" He leaned back, taking a sip of his wine, enjoying the easy banter.

Emma glanced down, unbothered, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. "Oh, who cares? We're all friends up here. It feels so good to let my puppies out to play."

"You're a shameless hussy," Luke teased, though his voice lacked any real conviction. He loved how relaxed she could be in moments like this, her carefree attitude balancing out his more reserved nature.

She brushed off his teasing with a light laugh, grabbing her glass of wine. "Open that good cabernet we bought and let’s get jiggy." There was a playful glint in her eyes, one that Luke had come to adore.

Obliging, Luke reached for the corkscrew, popping the bottle open with a soft pop and pouring two glasses. He took a sip, letting the rich flavor of the wine settle on his tongue before standing. "Guess I should change, too. No point in playing weekend dock rat in slacks."

Emma watched with lazy interest as he peeled off his slacks and briefs, her eyes flicking downward with an appreciative gleam. "What, no underwear?" she teased, swirling the wine in her glass, her gaze lingering on him a beat too long. "I like to give my boys some air too," he responded, throwing a sly smirk her way as he tugged on a pair of denim shorts and a well-worn Jimmy Buffett T-shirt. "Shorts are enough, I think."

Emma's lips curled into a grin as she leaned back, taking another sip of wine. "I like the look," she said, her voice low and teasing. "I can see the outline of your dick better."

Luke paused mid-motion, his hands at his waistband. "Wait, can you actually see that?" His tone was a mix of curiosity and alarm as he glanced down, trying to see what she was seeing.

Emma burst into laughter, the sound rich and genuine. Her nipples, already pressing against her thin T-shirt, seemed to harden even more as her body shook with amusement. "No, silly," she said, still giggling, "I was just screwing with you. Besides, you have such a nice dick, you might as well flaunt it."

Luke could never quite tell when Emma was joking or when she was being serious. Her teasing came so naturally, so fluidly, that it often left him guessing. He looked down at himself, half-expecting to see something more, but there was nothing too revealing. "She’s kidding this time," he thought, though a small part of him couldn’t shake the idea that maybe she wasn’t.

They were halfway through their second glass of wine when the sound of footsteps and voices reached them from the dock. Jack and Michelle had arrived, their voices carrying through the still evening air as they made their way down the wooden planks, boisterous and energetic as always. Jack’s slip was only a few feet away, the familiar sound of their arrival breaking the moment of quiet that Luke and Emma had settled into.

Luke glanced toward the cabin door, already anticipating the wild energy Jack would bring with him. Jack had a way of making everything feel a little more unpredictable, especially when Michelle was around.

"Hello, lovebirds!" Jack’s voice boomed across the dock in his usual jovial manner. "Perfect weather for the lake!"

Luke turned to see Jack and Michelle hauling supplies from their car, including what appeared to be a case of beer and a case of champagne. Typical Jack—always arriving with the promise of celebration. A few minutes later, they reappeared on the deck of Jack’s Sea Ray, fittingly named Pleasure Seeker II, with glasses already in hand. Jack, holding a bottle of champagne, sauntered over to Luke and Emma’s dockside table, his grin as wide as ever.

"Here, join me in a champagne toast to the big sale I made yesterday!" Jack announced, popping the cork with a flourish. The cork shot into the air and landed with a soft splash in the water beside them.

Luke grabbed his empty glass, watching as Jack poured the bubbling liquid generously, filling each glass to the brim. Jack’s confidence was infectious, though sometimes exhausting.

"To me and my incredible sales talent!" Jack declared without a hint of modesty, lifting his glass.

Emma rolled her eyes but laughed along with him. "Congratulations, Jack. You're a legend... in your own mind," she teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Jack chuckled, unfazed. "When you've got it, flaunt it, right Luke?"

Luke offered a half-hearted smile, sensing the double meaning that lingered behind Jack’s words. "I guess so. Sounds like you did good."

Jack refilled their glasses with a flourish, his voice taking on a note of grandiosity. "Yep, I’m thinking it’s time for a bigger boat. Best way to spend all the commissions I’m going to rake in from this new account."

Michelle emerged from Jack’s cabin, catching Luke’s eye immediately. She was dressed in a barely-there halter top and low-rider shorts that hugged her hips, showing off her slim, toned body. She sashayed over to Jack with a sly smile.

"Hey, why not spend some of that newfound wealth on me, big boy?" she teased, sliding her arm around Jack’s waist.

Jack grinned at her, his eyes glinting. "Oh, I plan to. Maybe I’ll start by buying you an even smaller thong. Something see-through, so we can all get a real show when it gets wet."

"You’re a perverted pig," Michelle shot back, though her smile betrayed her amusement. She turned to Emma, her voice dropping into a more conspiratorial tone. "All he ever thinks about is sex, sex, sex. But I guess that’s why I like him."

Emma laughed, her cheeks flushing just slightly at the candidness of the remark. Jack, never one to let the conversation drift too far from his favorite subject, opened a second bottle of champagne and poured liberally, refilling everyone’s glass. Luke sipped his drink, trying to keep his eyes from wandering, but Michelle’s outfit demanded attention. The way her tight shorts clung to her hips, revealing the curve of her small, perky ass, had his mind working overtime. He found himself idly wondering about her beneath those clothes—did she trim, or was she shaved smooth? He let his eyes linger a little too long, lost in thought, before he snapped himself back to the present.

Jack, meanwhile, was chatting easily with Emma, as if he didn’t notice Luke’s quiet appraisal of Michelle. But then, Jack always had a way of being perceptive when it suited him—and deliberately oblivious when it didn’t.

"Hey, Emma," Jack said, turning to her with that familiar mischievous grin that meant trouble was coming. "Did you know that champagne makes a girl’s nipples hard?"

Emma blinked, momentarily caught off guard. "Huh?" she sputtered, looking at him in confusion.

Jack’s eyes flicked to her chest, and Emma, following his gaze, glanced down at herself. Sure enough, her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric of her T-shirt, pressing against the material in a way that made Luke’s pulse quicken.

Emma huffed but laughed it off, trying not to seem too flustered. "Well, we all have them, you know. What’s the big attraction?"

Jack’s grin widened, the familiar glint of playful perversity in his eyes. "I’ve never seen them for real," he said, not missing a beat. "That’s what makes them so intriguing. So, what do you say? Want to show me your tits?"

Emma’s face turned a bright shade of red, though there was a hint of amusement behind her blush. "Michelle’s right—you are a perverted pig!" she shot back, her voice a mix of shock and laughter. "And I haven’t had that much to drink, you know!"

Michelle, laughing along with the banter, chimed in. "He’s always pushing his luck. That’s why I like him. You just have to know when to push back."

Emma, still flushed, grinned and took another sip of her champagne, her eyes lingering on Jack for a moment longer than necessary. Luke watched the exchange in silence, the tension thick in the air, subtle but unmistakable. Jack’s teasing had always toed the line, and Emma had always brushed it off, but there was something about the way she responded this time—something that felt just a little different.

Luke felt a shock run through him, like a jolt of electricity that he couldn’t ignore, when he heard Jack's bold proposition. "She didn’t say she wouldn’t show him... just that she wasn’t that drunk yet," Luke thought, his pulse quickening at the realization. The casualness of it, the ease with which Jack had crossed that line, right in front of Michelle, stirred something deep inside Luke. A wave of heat surged through his body, pooling low in his stomach. He should have spoken up, said something to change the tone of the conversation. But instead, he felt himself getting hard, his body responding to the teasing exchange like it was beyond his control.

The moment passed quickly, tension dissipating into the casual flow of conversation as Michelle asked for a refill. Jack, ever the gracious host, busied himself with pouring another round of champagne for everyone.

"We need some snacks to go with all this booze," Michelle said, rising from her seat. Her movements were fluid, almost feline, as she crossed the deck toward Jack’s boat.

"I’ll help," Emma volunteered, standing up and following Michelle into the cabin.


Chapter 2

Once they were below deck, in the privacy of the small space, Michelle glanced at Emma with a smirk. "That Jack," she began, shaking her head. "He’s such a tease. Pay no attention to his drunken rants."

Emma laughed softly, rolling her eyes. "I’ve known Jack longer than you have, Michelle. I’m used to his crude remarks. He’s an incurable sex maniac, but... I love that in a man." She hesitated, her tone shifting. "Sometimes, I wish Luke wasn’t so straight all the time."

Michelle raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a slow smile. "Maybe we need to work on that," she said, her voice low and conspiratorial. "Work on both of them, as a matter of fact."

Emma blinked, curiosity flickering in her eyes. "What do you mean?"

Michelle shrugged, her mind clearly turning over possibilities. "I’m just saying... what if we gave Luke a little extra attention this weekend? Get him all worked up, see if we can break him out of that accountant’s shell. Jack’s used to being the center of attention, but if we focus on Luke... well, Jack will get aroused too, don’t you think? And once they’re both hot and bothered... we’ll decide what to do about it." Her smile was wicked, full of mischief and intent.

Emma let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. "You are one devious, twisted broad." She grinned, her eyes bright with excitement. "I love how your mind works. Let’s do it. I’d love to see Jack stewing for a change, and Luke so turned on he won’t be able to hide the woody in his shorts."

The two women spent the next few minutes in a shared, playful conspiracy, plotting and preparing snacks as they filled trays with cheeses and dips. The energy between them was charged, as if they were on the brink of setting a match to a fuse.

When they returned to the deck, trays in hand, Michelle was the first to speak. "Here you go, boys," she said, her voice dripping with false innocence. "We think you need some nourishment to counteract all that booze you’ve been consuming." Her eyes sparkled as she set the tray down, her gaze lingering on Luke for a moment longer than necessary.

Emma sat close to Luke, closer than usual, her body pressing subtly against his as she reached for the tray. She sliced a piece of sharp cheddar and held it up to his lips. "Here you go, honey," she cooed softly, her voice sweet but with a hint of something more. Luke’s pulse quickened as he took the cheese from her fingers, his gaze flicking between Emma and Michelle, who had moved to his other side.

Michelle, not to be outdone, grabbed a tortilla chip and dipped it generously into a creamy ranch dip. "Luke, you need to try my ranch dip," she said, her voice low and teasing as she brought the chip to his lips, feeding him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. "Now, wasn’t that just delicious?" she murmured, her lips brushing just shy of his skin.

Luke swallowed, the mix of flavors on his tongue lost amid the swirl of arousal clouding his mind. His heart pounded in his chest, his body reacting to the attention in a way that left him dazed. Emma pressed herself closer, her soft breast brushing against his arm, the heat of her body impossible to ignore.

Across the table, Jack watched with wide eyes, his expression shifting from surprise to something else—something darker, more possessive. "Hey, what about me?" Jack called out, his voice laced with mock indignation, though there was an undercurrent of something else there too.

Michelle glanced at Jack with a smirk. "Help yourself, can’t you?" she teased, her eyes flicking back to Luke as if dismissing Jack altogether.

Muttering under his breath, Jack cut off a piece of cheese and chewed, clearly stewing in his own juice as Emma and Michelle focused their attention on Luke.

Emma, sensing Luke’s growing tension, leaned in even closer, her left breast pressing fully against his arm now, soft and warm. "Want some more?" she asked coyly, her voice a silky whisper that sent a shiver down Luke’s spine.

Luke nodded, though he wasn’t sure if she was talking about the food anymore. Emma smiled, picking up a piece of Brie and placing it on a cracker. She brought it to his lips, her fingers lingering against his skin as she fed it to him, her free hand trailing lightly down his back, sending sparks of heat through him.

"Now, wasn’t that just delicious?" she repeated, her voice full of promise, her touch igniting something deep within him.

Luke’s head swam with the intoxicating mix of champagne, their teasing words, and the heady press of Emma’s body against his. His mind screamed at him to stay in control, but his body was betraying him, responding to the subtle provocations with a growing arousal that he was finding harder and harder to hide.

Across the table, Jack grunted, clearly feeling the shift in the air but powerless to do anything about it—for now.

Not to be outdone, Michelle slid in closer from Luke’s other side, her body pressing lightly against him as she picked up his glass. "Here, have some more champagne," she whispered, her breath warm against his ear as her fingers trailed gently along the nape of his neck. "It'll make you feel so good." The combination of her words and the delicate touch of her fingers sent a wave of heat through him, loosening the last threads of his resistance.

The two women continued to lavish Luke with attention, alternating between feeding him small bites and teasing him with soft touches. He could feel Emma’s warmth against his side, her leg brushing his, while Michelle’s hand lingered on his arm. Jack, meanwhile, sat back in his chair, his expression unreadable as he watched the scene unfolding before him. The shift in attention had clearly unsettled him, but neither woman seemed to care. They were both focused entirely on Luke, leaving Jack on the outside looking in.

Luke, at first abashed and unsure of how to handle the situation, slowly began to relax under their care. Their laughter was infectious, the warmth of their bodies against his own intoxicating. Before long, he found himself leaning into the moment, enjoying the soft caresses and teasing words. With a playful chuckle, he fed Michelle a bite of cheese, then refilled both women’s glasses with another round of champagne.

Finally, Jack could take no more. He stood abruptly, his frustration clear in the hard set of his jaw. "I'm going for a walk down the dock," he announced, his voice tight, before stomping off into the twilight.

Luke watched him go, feeling a strange mix of guilt and satisfaction at the way things had shifted. Before he could dwell on it, though, Emma leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his cheek as she whispered. "I think Jack’s jealous," her voice barely a breath against his skin.

Michelle, catching Luke’s other side, grinned at Emma. "Serves him right," she murmured. "He can be such a brute sometimes."

"Hey, hey," Luke interjected, laughing as he wrapped an arm around each of them, pulling them closer. "What’s the big secret? What are you two whispering about?" His voice was light, but he couldn’t deny the thrill of having them so close, their bodies pressing against his on both sides.

Emma kissed his cheek again, her hand sliding casually down his thigh, her touch sending a pulse of heat straight through him. "No secret," she purred. "We’re just glad you’re such a gentleman, Luke. You deserve a little reward for being so good."

Luke’s breath hitched slightly at her words, but he managed a teasing grin. "Well, thank you. I’m glad you’re finally noticing what a nice guy I am. Is that why you’ve been feeding me and making sure I’m well-hydrated?" His words were playful, but the tension in the air had grown palpable, the unspoken promise of what might come next hanging heavily between them.

Michelle leaned in, her lips brushing close to his ear again. "Yeah, Luke. You’ve been way too good for a weekend at the lake. Maybe it’s time for you to loosen up... enjoy yourself a little more."

Luke swallowed hard, his pulse quickening as her words sank in. "Oh really?" he asked, his voice slightly rougher than intended. "Do you have any ideas about how I should do that?"

Emma’s gaze flicked to Michelle, picking up on the shared intent between them. "Why don’t you come down to the cabin with us?" she suggested, her voice sultry, the glint in her eyes unmistakable. "We’ll come up with a suitable reward for you."

Luke blinked, momentarily caught off guard by the boldness of the offer. "Both of you?" he sputtered, the idea hitting him like a punch to the gut.

"Why not?" Michelle chimed in smoothly, her grin wicked as she winked at Emma.

Before Luke could fully process what was happening, the two women had taken his hands and were guiding him toward the boat’s cabin. His mind raced, a mix of disbelief and desire churning through him as they pulled him down into the cozy, dimly lit space below deck. Emma climbed onto the bed, her movements fluid and confident as she beckoned him forward with a playful smile.

"Come on, Luke," she teased, her voice a soft, inviting whisper. "I won’t bite."

Michelle, standing behind him, gave him a gentle nudge, and before he knew it, he was lying back on the bed between the two women. His heart pounded in his chest as Emma leaned over him, her hand resting lightly on his chest, her fingers tracing the outline of his muscles through his shirt. She bent down, her lips finding his in a slow, deliberate kiss, her tongue slipping into his mouth, drawing him deeper into the moment.

Luke’s breath caught in his throat as Emma kissed him, her body pressing lightly against his. The kiss was intoxicating, her lips soft but insistent, and for a moment, he lost himself in the sensation, forgetting everything else.

"You’re a good kisser, Emma," Michelle observed, watching from her place beside them. "Mind if I see if I can do it better?"

Emma nodded and slid back, watching as Michelle bent over Luke, her lips capturing his in a deep, unexpected kiss. Luke stiffened in surprise, his body momentarily frozen beneath her, but Michelle’s touch was persuasive, her hand trailing down his chest and then lower, her fingers lingering over his zipper. Luke’s heart pounded in his chest as he felt her hands work their way down, a mix of anticipation and hesitation flooding his senses.

As Michelle’s fingers brushed over his crotch, she let out a soft gasp. "Wow, that’s a nice one," she breathed, pulling back from the kiss with a teasing grin on her lips. She glanced over at Emma, her eyes widening. "Why didn’t you tell me?"

Emma shrugged, her expression casual, though there was an undercurrent of amusement in her voice. "They’re all pretty much the same, aren’t they?" She tried to play it off, though a hint of pride flickered in her eyes as she watched Michelle’s reaction.

"Hell no!" Michelle laughed, her voice full of surprise and admiration. "Luke’s better endowed than most guys. I think he even has Jack beat."

Luke’s heart raced as he tried to push himself up onto his elbows, a feeble attempt at protest. "Wait a minute," he stammered, his voice unsteady. "You’re not supposed to know about those things." But his words sounded weak even to his own ears, lost beneath the growing tension in the air.

Michelle wasn’t backing down now, her curiosity fully piqued. "Come on, Luke," she coaxed, her voice soft and teasing. "Let me have a little peek, okay?" She glanced at Emma, her grin mischievous. "You don’t mind, do you?"

Emma hesitated for a brief moment, her gaze flicking between Luke and Michelle. There was something electric in the air, something that pushed the boundaries of what had been normal between them until now. She decided to play along, her curiosity just as alive as Michelle’s. "No problem as far as I’m concerned," she replied, her voice smooth, as if daring the moment to go further.

Before Luke could react, Michelle’s fingers deftly pulled his zipper down, and in one swift motion, her hand was inside his pants. Luke inhaled sharply, his body instinctively trying to shift away, but the soft bed beneath him kept him in place. The feeling of Michelle’s fingers curling around him, even through his jockey shorts, sent a jolt of heat through his body.

"Oh my," Michelle cooed, her hand tracing the length of his cock through the fabric. "It’s so thick." Her voice was low, almost reverent as she explored him. "I want to feel it."

With a few practiced motions, Michelle’s fingers slipped through the front of his underwear, and Luke couldn’t hold back the low groan that escaped his lips as her hand finally closed around him. Her touch was slow and deliberate, her fingers trailing over his shaft, then lower to gently cup his balls. Luke’s breathing quickened, his mind spinning as Michelle worked her way around him, her touch impossibly skilled.

Moments later, she managed to free him, and both women’s gazes fell to the swollen length of his exposed cock. The air in the cabin seemed to thicken with tension, the electric charge between the three of them almost palpable.

"Now that’s a cock to be proud of," Michelle declared, her tone filled with a mix of envy and admiration. Her hand remained around him, her grip firm but gentle as she looked over at Emma with a teasing smirk. "I’m so jealous, Emma. I bet you love how he feels."

Emma’s expression was a blend of shock and pride, her eyes taking in the sight before her. There was a possessiveness in her voice as she responded, though her tone was light. "Yeah, he’s pretty special when he gets going."

Michelle held Luke’s cock in her hand, lifting it slightly. "Here," she said, turning her gaze back to Emma. "Why don’t you suck him and get him fully hard?" The challenge in her voice was undeniable, her eyes glinting with playful mischief.

Emma glanced up at Luke, hoping for some kind of reassurance, but his eyes were closed, his head thrown back as low moans escaped from his lips. He was lost in the moment, oblivious to the turmoil playing out inside her. Michelle’s hand continued to stroke his length, her fingers expertly teasing him as she coaxed Emma forward.

"Come on, Emma," Michelle urged, her voice sultry and full of temptation. "If you don’t, I will."

There was a challenge in her tone, one that stirred something deep within Emma. It wasn’t just about Luke anymore—there was something about the presence of Michelle, about her watching and participating, that made the moment feel different. Emma had never liked giving blowjobs, had always found the act more uncomfortable than pleasurable. But now, with Michelle watching her, maybe even judging her, something shifted. A mix of arousal, competitiveness, and curiosity took hold, pushing her beyond her usual reservations.

Emma bent forward, hesitating for only a second before letting her tongue flick across the head of Luke’s cock, tasting the bead of precum that had already formed there. The taste was familiar, but the context made it feel different. Slowly, she wrapped her lips around him, taking him into her mouth, inch by inch, until she could feel the thick, pulsing weight of him filling her. His moans grew louder, encouraging her, and Emma began to move, her mouth sliding up and down his length.

"Oh yeah," Michelle murmured, her voice dripping with approval. "Suck him good, Emma. I think he’s even bigger now."

Emma’s movements became more confident as she felt Michelle’s fingers curl around the base of Luke’s cock, guiding her, pushing her further. There was something intoxicating about being watched, about having Michelle there, right beside her, watching her do something she never really enjoyed but now felt driven to excel at. Her body responded in ways she hadn’t expected, a growing wetness between her legs as her lips slid down to meet Michelle’s fingers. The heat of the moment, the electric charge of being observed and urged on, made her forget her usual discomfort.

Luke began to move his hips, pushing up into Emma’s mouth, his moans turning into gasps as he felt her lips tighten around him. Emma could feel his growing desperation, the way he bucked under her touch, and it spurred her on. She hadn’t ever given herself over to the act like this before, but now, with Michelle watching, it felt like she had something to prove.

Michelle, however, wasn’t content to just watch. She leaned in closer, her breath hot against Emma’s ear. "Come on, Emma," she whispered, her voice thick with desire. "Let me suck him with you. I need some too."

Emma was so caught up in the moment that she barely registered Michelle’s request at first. But when it finally sunk in, she found herself past caring. The part of her that usually recoiled at this kind of thing had vanished, replaced by a strange sense of liberation, driven by the situation. She lifted her head, Luke’s cock slipping from her lips with a soft pop, and glanced at Michelle.

That was all the invitation Michelle needed. With a hungry look in her eyes, she immediately moved in, taking Luke’s thick cock into her mouth, her hand squeezing his balls as she sucked him with a fervor that made Emma’s breath catch.

Luke’s moans grew louder, his hands gripping the bed sheets as Michelle demonstrated just how skilled she was. Her lips slid smoothly over him, taking him deeper with each pass, her hand working his base in tandem. Emma watched, torn between fascination and something that felt dangerously close to jealousy. She had never been one to enjoy having Luke’s cum in her mouth, but now, seeing Michelle swallow him whole, the wet sounds of her sucking filling the cabin, Emma couldn’t deny the strange pang of envy tightening in her chest.

"Oh my God," Luke groaned, his voice rough and desperate as he teetered on the edge. His hips bucked against Michelle’s mouth, his hands tightening in the bed covers as the pressure built to a breaking point.

Michelle could feel it too—the way Luke’s cock pulsed in her mouth, his balls tightening in her hand. She knew he was close, and she wanted to taste him, to finish what Emma had started. With a final, deliberate movement, she sucked him harder, her lips gripping him as the first hot spurt of cum hit the back of her throat.

Luke’s body jerked, his moan turning into a ragged groan as he came, pulse after pulse of thick cum filling Michelle’s mouth. She swallowed, trying to take it all, but the sheer force of his release overwhelmed her. Cum dripped from the corners of her lips, trailing down her chin as she continued to work him, her hand still stroking him even as he spilled the last of his load.

Emma watched, her emotions in a whirl of contradiction. Part of her was relieved that Michelle had taken over, that she didn’t have to deal with the part she disliked the most. But another part—one that surprised her—felt a strange sting of jealousy as she watched Michelle swallow Luke’s cum, something she herself had always avoided. The sight of it, of Michelle so eagerly taking what Emma had never wanted, stirred something deep within her.

Michelle finally pulled back, gasping slightly as she wiped her chin with the back of her hand, her lips still glistening with the remnants of Luke’s release. She glanced over at Emma, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Now that was worth it," she purred, her voice low and breathless.

As soon as the cabin door closed, Emma was on Luke with a fervor that took him by surprise. Her shirt and shorts were tossed aside without a second thought, her bare body already pressed against his as she climbed into bed. There was an energy in her—something aggressive, primal—that Luke had never seen before. She wasn’t waiting for any sweet words or gentle touches tonight; she was already turned on, practically vibrating with need.

"I’m so horny," she giggled, though her voice was more a growl of lust than the playful tone Luke was used to. Her hands were on him, guiding him, pushing him back against the bed as she hovered over him, her eyes blazing with hunger. "And I want to fuck you silly."

Luke could hardly believe the transformation. Emma, who was usually more reserved, more careful, was a force of nature tonight. He didn’t need any more coaxing; the memory of what had happened earlier with her and Michelle still fresh in his mind kept him more than ready. But Emma wasn’t about to let him take control.

She straddled his chest, her hands on his shoulders, her thighs pressing against his sides as she shifted her body higher, positioning herself directly over his face. "I want you to eat me," she purred, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Before Luke could fully register the shift, her hairy pussy was pressed firmly against his mouth, her scent filling his senses, her warmth flooding over him as she lowered herself onto his face. His hands instinctively moved to her hips, holding her steady as his tongue began to work against her swollen clit. Emma groaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she rocked her hips, grinding herself against his face with an urgency that sent a thrill of arousal through Luke’s entire body.

Normally, Luke needed some direct stimulation to stay hard—his cock usually demanded attention if he was going to keep going—but tonight was different. The feel of Emma’s pussy against his mouth, the taste of her on his tongue, mixed with the vivid memory of both her and Michelle sucking his cock earlier was more than enough. His cock stayed rock hard, throbbing between his legs even though no one was touching it.

Emma could feel the difference. She glanced down between her legs, noticing his erection standing tall even though her hands and mouth weren’t on him. "Fuck, Luke, you’re still so hard," she moaned, her voice dripping with approval. "I love it."

Luke groaned into her, his tongue working faster, driven by the sound of her pleasure. Emma’s movements became more desperate, her hips grinding harder against him as she rode his face, her moans growing louder, more urgent. She was on fire, every nerve in her body lit up with pleasure.

"Oh, God... I’m going to cum," she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as her body began to tremble. She rode him faster, pushing herself harder against his mouth until she finally tipped over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her with a force that left her gasping for breath.

The moment she came, Emma practically jumped off his face, her body still shaking with aftershocks as she quickly repositioned herself. "I need you inside me now," she demanded, her voice rough with need. Without hesitation, she grabbed his cock and guided it inside her, sinking down onto him in one swift motion.

Luke’s head fell back against the pillows as he groaned, the tight heat of Emma’s pussy enveloping him completely. She didn’t give him a chance to adjust—she began riding him immediately, her movements frantic, as if she couldn’t get enough of him. The feel of her body gripping his cock, the sounds of her moans filling the cabin, drove him wild. He was already close, but he held on, matching her rhythm as she took him deeper with every thrust.

Emma’s orgasm had left her ravenous for more. She moved faster, her hips slamming down onto his cock, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts. The sheer intensity of it, the raw, animalistic passion in the way she fucked him, was unlike anything Luke had ever experienced with her. And he loved every second of it.

"Fuck, I’m so close again," Emma gasped, her body trembling as another orgasm built inside her. She ground down onto him harder, her eyes rolling back as she gave herself over to the pleasure. When it finally hit, she came with a loud cry, her body clenching around his cock as she rode out wave after wave of bliss.

Luke couldn’t hold back any longer. Her pussy clenched around him, and the sight of her lost in her orgasm pushed him over the edge. He groaned as his own release crashed through him, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with everything he had.



Across the dock, things weren’t going as smoothly for Michelle.

Jack had finally gotten hard after a lot of effort on Michelle’s part. She had straddled him, teasing his thick cock with her hands, thinking she was in for a long, hard fuck. But as soon as she began stroking him, working him up for more, Jack groaned—too soon—and she felt his cock throb in her hand.

"Already?" she muttered, frustration creeping into her voice.

Before she could stop him, Jack came, his cum spurting out onto her hand. He groaned again, the sound muffled as he slumped back onto the bed, clearly spent.

Michelle sat there in disbelief, staring at the mess in her hand, her body still buzzing with unfulfilled desire. "Are you fucking kidding me?" she whispered under her breath. Jack, of course, was already drifting off, his heavy breathing signaling he was well on his way to passing out.

Her frustration boiled over as she wiped her hand clean, her own need still burning inside her. With Jack out of commission, she had no choice but to take matters into her own hands. She lay back, her fingers quickly finding her clit, rubbing herself furiously as her mind drifted back to Luke.

She thought about his cock, how it had felt in her mouth, how hard it had been even after he’d cum. Sure, it wasn’t as thick as Jack’s, but at least Luke hadn’t blown his load prematurely like Jack had. And he’d been rock hard for so long.

Michelle’s thoughts began to wander further—to Emma, to the way they had kissed, the way Emma had licked the cum from her chin. The image made her clit throb under her fingers, and she realized she wasn’t just thinking about Luke anymore. She wanted them both. The thought of having Luke’s cock inside her while Emma kissed her was too much to resist.

"I’m going to fuck them both before this weekend is over," she vowed to herself as her body arched off the bed, her fingers bringing her to a shaking, silent climax.


Chapter 3

Michelle was up early the next morning, the sizzle of bacon filling the cool air as the first rays of sunlight shimmered across the water. The smell wafted across the dock, pulling Emma from her cabin with a sleepy smile on her face.

"Mmm, something smells good," Emma called, stretching lazily as she emerged, the morning air kissing her skin. She leaned on the railing, her eyes still a little hazy from sleep, but the scent of breakfast was enough to pull her fully awake. "I’ve got tortillas and the fixings for Mexican eggs," she added with a playful lilt in her voice. "Let’s make it a proper feast."

Michelle laughed, waving her over. "Bring it on. Maybe that will wake Jack from his stupor."

Jack, still looking worse for wear after the previous night’s indulgence, sat at the table with a groggy expression but attacked his breakfast with enthusiasm. Despite the hangover clouding his mind, he noticed right away the way the girls hovered around Luke. They made sure he had everything he needed, both of them teasing him with soft touches and playful smiles. It wasn’t lost on Jack when Michelle fed Luke the last crispy piece of bacon, grinning as she wrapped her arms around his neck from behind in a way that seemed far too intimate to be purely friendly.

Jack’s mood soured, and he frowned as he wiped his mouth with a napkin. "What’s the deal, girls?" he asked, his voice carrying a note of irritation. "Why’s Luke getting all the attention?"

Luke, enjoying the banter, leaned back in his chair with a smug grin. He caught the look the women shared—silent, knowing, with just the hint of a smile on both their faces. They didn’t need to respond; their actions said enough. Luke, emboldened by the attention and last night’s events, couldn’t resist taking a shot. "Well, Jack, some of us have it, and some of us don’t," he crowed, puffing out his chest with mock bravado. "You just don’t know how charming I can be at the lake."

Jack snorted, unimpressed but still too tired to push back. "Yeah, right," he muttered. "I’ll be charming too, once I shake this damn hangover." He shot a quick glance at Michelle, silently hoping she wasn’t still annoyed with him for his poor performance last night.

Michelle gave him a sweet smile, but there was an edge to it. "I sure hope so, big boy," she said, her voice dripping with sugary sarcasm. "You were quite the disappointment last night, you know."

Jack stiffened, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "Well, announce it to the whole world, why don’t you?" he grumbled. "I just needed my beauty sleep, babe."

Michelle raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a smirk. "I recommend an afternoon nap," she replied, her tone hinting at more than just rest. "I’m going to need one too, that’s for sure." The way she said it made Jack pause, unsure if she was teasing him or genuinely frustrated, but he didn’t press the issue.

Emma, catching the playful tension between them, chuckled and leaned into Luke. "If we go to the island, Luke and I will be sure to give you plenty of time for that nap," she teased, her fingers tracing light circles on Luke’s thigh beneath the table. "I think we could use a little rest time ourselves."

Luke raised an eyebrow at her, trying to keep up with her shift in mood. "You’re insatiable," he chided with a grin, though his body was already responding to the promise in her voice.

Emma leaned closer, her voice lowering to a sultry whisper that only Luke could hear. "We haven’t done it on a beach blanket yet," she said with a wicked smile. "Last night was just a warm-up for the main event. I’m sure you can handle it... you did so well last night." Her words hung in the air, thick with meaning, and Luke’s heart pounded in his chest at the memory of her riding him, wild and untamed.

Jack, still a little mystified by the conversation, couldn’t quite grasp the undercurrent between the three of them, but he didn’t feel quite as left out anymore. At least the girls weren’t ignoring him, and Luke seemed cockier than usual. Jack narrowed his eyes slightly as he watched Luke with a new kind of curiosity.

"I’ll have to watch Luke a little closer," Jack thought, his brow furrowing. "He’s gotten bolder all of a sudden."


Chapter 4

The two Sea Ray cruisers glided slowly through the cluster of boats anchored near the island beach, weaving past the crowded rafts of partygoers. The air was thick with the sounds of music and laughter, the sun high overhead casting a golden glow on the turquoise water. Luke scanned the scene, his eyes catching familiar faces. He spotted Chris’s cruiser anchored nearby, the bumpers already out as if waiting for them.

Luke pulled up alongside Chris’s boat and exchanged a grin with his old friend. "Starboard side!" Luke called out as he maneuvered in. Chris gave him a wave, moving quickly to help them raft up. Within moments, Jack’s boat was secured alongside Luke’s, the three boats now tied together, creating a makeshift party flotilla.

Chris was a few years older than Luke, as was his wife, Lucy. They were easygoing, part of the regular lake crowd that Luke had gotten to know over the years. As soon as they were tied up, Luke grabbed a beer from the cooler and handed it to Chris. "Looks like you’re already settled in," he said, nodding toward the group of boats gathering around them.

"Just in time for the show," Chris replied with a grin, his eyes wandering over the beach, which was already teeming with activity. Groups of young women in skimpy bikinis splashed in the shallows, their sun-kissed bodies drawing plenty of attention from the equally enthusiastic young men nearby. The scent of suntan lotion and saltwater hung in the air.

Lucy, who had been lounging on deck in a leopard-print one-piece, waved them over. "We’ve got snacks if you’re hungry!" she called, her eyes twinkling with the same carefree energy that seemed to hang in the air.

Luke noticed the way Chris’s gaze shifted as Emma made her way up from below deck. She was a sight to behold, her body practically spilling out of her thin, two-piece bikini. The triangles of her top barely contained her large breasts, and the distinct imprint of her nipples pressed through the fabric, leaving little to the imagination. Her bottoms were equally daring, the thin scrap of material hugging her hips, creating an unmistakable cameltoe when she stood. Chris’s smile widened, and Luke could feel the man’s eyes lingering on Emma’s curves.

Lucy, unfazed by her husband’s appreciative glances, simply leaned back, her own swimsuit tied loosely at the top, showcasing plenty of cleavage. She was no stranger to the casual flirtations that came with the island beach crowd, and her smile remained as relaxed as ever.

Michelle appeared next, stepping onto the deck with a confidence that drew eyes her way. Her thong bikini left nothing to the imagination, her long legs and curvy rear on full display. The material clung to her body in all the right places, her bare ass practically glowing in the sunlight. Even with her small breasts, she looked stunning—her slender figure and toned muscles drawing just as much attention as the women with fuller curves.

Luke watched her closely, his mind flashing back to the previous night—the memory of Michelle’s full lips wrapped around his cock, the way she had swallowed him whole, played in his mind like a vivid reel. He felt the stir of arousal return as he watched her climb over the side of his boat to join him and Emma. The thin material of her thong rode higher with each movement, exposing even more of her as she made her way toward them.

"Let’s head over to Chris and Lucy’s boat," Luke suggested, his voice slightly strained as he tried to keep his thoughts in check. "They’ve got snacks ready."

He stepped onto Chris’s deck first, holding out a hand to help Emma across. She grinned at him, her body brushing against his for just a moment longer than necessary as she moved past him. Next came Michelle. Luke reached out to steady her as she swung her leg over, his hand gripping her arm.

Halfway across, Michelle’s bikini top shifted, the fabric falling away for the briefest moment. Luke’s eyes dropped, catching the quick flash of her bare chest. His breath caught in his throat as he saw her small, cone-shaped breasts, topped by large, pink, puffy nipples that seemed almost as big as her breasts themselves. The sight was unexpected, her body revealing a secret that had been hidden behind the padded bikini top.

His cock pulsed at the memory of what had happened the night before, and the heat of the moment washed over him again. He swallowed hard, trying to keep his composure as he helped Michelle the rest of the way across. She gave him a sly smile, as if she knew exactly what he had just seen, and Luke could feel the tension simmering between them.

Jack waded in the shallow water, beer in hand, chatting up another couple as the lively music from a nearby boat blared over the scene. The beach was its usual wild spectacle—girls in tiny bikinis danced on swim platforms, the sun reflecting off their tanned skin as guys looked on, drinks in hand. Laughter and the splash of water mingled with the thumping bass, creating the typical chaotic energy of a day at Island Beach.

Chris dipped a chip into the guacamole, his grin wide as he took in the scene. "Well, it’s a typical day at Island Beach," he remarked, eyes glancing around appreciatively. "Tits and ass as far as the eye can see."

"Chris!" Lucy chided, though there was a playful note in her voice. "You’ve seen it all before, you dirty old man."

Chris chuckled, unabashed. "Oh, honey, I’m not a dirty old man yet. I’m still a dirty young man, just practicing to be a really dirty old man."

Lucy rolled her eyes but laughed along with everyone else. "You’re an incurable sex maniac, my dear," she teased. "But I know how to deal with you."

The group laughed, the easy banter floating over the sounds of the busy beach. Michelle, sitting nearby, adjusted her top and tugged at the thong that had ridden up between her cheeks. She gave a little wiggle, trying to get comfortable, though it only seemed to draw more attention to the way her skimpy suit clung to her.

"I wish I could wear one of those," Emma said with a playful sigh, her eyes glancing at Michelle. "But my butt’s too big for that."

Lucy chimed in with a chuckle. "Mine too. Plus, I’m way too old to be showing my ass off like that. But Michelle, you look fantastic."

Michelle blushed slightly, adjusting her top once more. "Thanks... I think," she replied with a demure smile. "I wouldn’t have the nerve to wear this anywhere else but here at the island. There are so many others dressed like this, I figured I wouldn’t stand out."

Just then, Jack emerged from the water, his hangover forgotten, and sauntered up to the group. Grinning, he grabbed another beer from the cooler, popping the tab with a satisfying hiss. "You look splendid, my dear," he crowed in an exaggerated Southern accent, doing his best Rhett Butler impression. With a playful smirk, he reached out and patted Michelle’s bare bottom, clearly enjoying the way her thong revealed so much skin.

Michelle laughed, the sound light and airy, but there was a slight tension in her eyes. "I’d give anything for boobs like yours, Lucy," she said earnestly, glancing at Lucy’s full cleavage. "One of these days, I want to get some real tits." She gave her own chest a little shake, as if to emphasize her point.

Luke, without thinking, blurted out, "Your boobies are just fine."

The words hung in the air for a split second before Michelle turned toward him, her eyebrow raised in mock surprise. "Oh really?" she asked, her tone teasing but with a sharp edge. "How do you know?"

Luke froze, realizing his mistake. He tried to recover, a sheepish smile creeping across his face. "Just a guess," he mumbled, hoping that would cover his slip-up.

The tension in the air spiked momentarily, though it was quickly masked by the playful laughter that followed. Jack raised an eyebrow, his expression unreadable, but he said nothing. Emma, clearly amused, tried to hide her giggles by turning away, her shoulders shaking with silent laughter.

Michelle wasn’t done teasing, though. She shifted her focus back to Jack, running her hand up and down his back in a slow, deliberate motion. "Maybe Jack will loan me the money so I can fill out my top better," she purred, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Jack, caught between his ego and the playful challenge in Michelle’s words, grinned but remained cautious, perhaps still puzzling over Luke’s comment. "Well, I suppose I could be convinced," he said, shooting a sidelong glance at her, but there was something guarded in his tone. He wasn’t oblivious to the shifts in the group’s dynamic, but he was still trying to figure out exactly what was going on.

As the conversation flowed, Luke’s mind raced. He hadn’t meant to slip up like that—Michelle’s teasing had thrown him off balance, and now he could feel both Jack’s and Emma’s eyes on him, each for different reasons. Emma’s laughter, though good-natured, reminded him of just how close he had come to letting more slip than he should. But Michelle... she had a way of turning everything into a game, one he wasn’t sure he was ready to play.

The group’s attention shifted suddenly as a loud commotion erupted from the music boat nearby. Heads turned, and they watched as two of the dancers, caught up in the thumping beat of the music, pulled off their bikini tops, baring their breasts to the cheering crowd. A chorus of whistles and cheers rose from the water, where men and women alike watched in excitement. The dancers on the swim platform didn’t stop there—three more women quickly followed suit, pulling off their tops with giggles, their ample chests bouncing as they rubbed against one another, the heat of the moment fueling their boldness.

"More! More!" the crowd chanted, their voices rising over the pulsing music, urging the women on.

The energy was electric, the air thick with anticipation, as one of the dancers, emboldened by the attention, reached down and pulled the strings of her bikini bottoms. They fell into the water, her smooth, bare pussy now exposed to the man who scooped up her discarded suit. She turned and wiggled her hips, teasing him as she spread her legs wide, gripping the stern of the boat with a sultry grin. The crowd roared with approval, and soon, two more dancers followed her lead, stripping off their bottoms and prancing around completely naked, save for the hats perched on their heads.

Chris and Jack clapped and whistled, thoroughly enjoying the show. Around them, other couples in the water began to get in on the action. Some of the women, caught up in the frenzy, removed their tops as well, letting their boyfriends fondle them openly while the crowd watched with eager eyes.

Chris turned to Emma, his grin wide and mischievous. "Come on, Emma, show them all up," he urged, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "You’ve got better tits than any of them, and yours aren’t plastic."

Emma flushed, a nervous laugh escaping her as she crossed her arms over her ample chest. "I don’t think so," she replied, though there was a hint of playfulness in her voice, even as she hugged herself protectively.

Jack saw his opportunity and jumped in, his tone coaxing. "Just a quick flash to make them jealous, Emma," he said, a teasing smile tugging at his lips. "Come on, it won’t hurt."

Emma bit her lip, glancing around the group. She could feel the weight of their anticipation, Chris and Jack watching her closely, their eyes gleaming with hope. She shifted uncomfortably, her fingers brushing the edge of her bikini top.

"Not on Lucy’s boat," she said, her voice wavering slightly. She sounded defensive, but there was something in the way her resolve seemed to weaken that hinted at her own curiosity.

Lucy, lounging casually with her drink in hand, waved her off with a carefree grin. "Honey, I don’t give a shit," she said with a laugh. "Show ’em if you dare."

The challenge hung in the air. Chris and Jack stood by the rail, their eyes never leaving Emma, clearly hoping to see more than just a quick flash. They had both fantasized about Emma’s bare chest for years, and now, the chance seemed tantalizingly close.

Emma hesitated, her eyes flicking between them, feeling the tension rise. Then, with a sudden burst of confidence, she put her fingers to her mouth and let out a sharp, shrill whistle. Heads turned, eyes locking onto her as the surrounding chatter quieted for a brief moment.

Without a word, Emma grabbed the bottom of her bikini top and, in one swift motion, pulled it up to her chin. Her large breasts spilled out, her rosy pink nipples standing proud in the warm afternoon air. She held the moment for just a second, long enough for the group to take it all in—the weight of her breasts, the perfect curve of her body—before pulling her top back down just as quickly.

The beach erupted in cheers and whistles, with more than a few eyes still lingering on Emma as she picked up her drink, a satisfied grin tugging at her lips.

"There, are you all satisfied?" she asked, her voice light but with an edge of playful challenge. She took a sip of her drink, pretending to be unbothered by the eyes still on her.

"Oh yeah, that was great," Jack gushed, his eyes wide with admiration. "I didn’t think you’d actually do it, but damn, you did."

Chris gave her two enthusiastic thumbs up, his grin wider than ever. "That was worth the whole weekend," he declared, still buzzing from the brief, but unforgettable, sight.

Emma felt a strange thrill pulse through her as she sat back, her cheeks flushed from more than just the sun. The attention, the boldness—it was out of character for her, but something about it had awakened a part of her she hadn’t known was there. She glanced over at Luke, who had been watching in silence, his eyes dark with desire.

Luke stood off to the side, still reeling from what he had just witnessed. His girlfriend, Emma, had casually flashed not just his friends but half the crowd around them. "Son of a gun," he thought, shaking his head in disbelief. "This weekend is going to be one crazy ride. Was it the heat of the sun... or the heat of the moment?" Whatever it was, Luke felt the sexy atmosphere pulling him in, like a current he couldn’t fight.

Caught up in the mood, Luke glanced over at Lucy, who was still lounging on the boat, sipping her drink. "Okay, Lucy," he said, his voice bold and playful, "it’s your turn to give the boys a show." He wasn’t sure what had possessed him to say it, but the words were already out.

Lucy shook her head slowly, feigning modesty as she crossed her arms over her chest. "Surely, you boys don’t want to see old lady boobs," she teased, though her smile betrayed the game.

"Oh, hell yeah!" Jack chimed in, his voice full of mischief. "They’re all good, right, Chris?"

Chris, grinning from ear to ear, raised his drink high in agreement. "Well, I sure think so." There was a pride in his voice, like a man showing off a prized possession.

Jack wasn’t letting up, his eyes gleaming with the challenge. "You’re still in your mid-forties and with a nice rack, Lucy. Do it just for us here on the boat. We won’t call attention to you."

Lucy gave a dramatic sigh, turning toward her husband. "Chris, help me out here!" she pleaded, though there was something playful in her tone.

Chris, clearly misinterpreting her plea—maybe deliberately—grinned wickedly. "Oh, I’ll help you out, all right," he said, and before Lucy could react, he grabbed the straps of her swimsuit and pulled them down her arms with one swift motion.

Lucy squealed in surprise as her swimsuit dropped to her waist, her 38C breasts popping free for everyone to see. Her dark, tan areolas—each the size of half-dollars—stood out against her sun-kissed skin, topped with erect nipples that pointed straight ahead. The sight was nothing short of stunning, and the group fell silent, their eyes fixed on her.

"Damn you, Chris," Lucy gasped, half-laughing, half-scolding as she tried to pull her top back into place. But Chris held her straps down firmly, giving Luke and Jack—and anyone else nearby—a long, unhurried look at her exposed chest.

Michelle’s mouth fell open in awe. "Holy shit, Lucy," she breathed. "You have perfect breasts. I’d give them at least a nine."

Luke, who had been quiet up until now, could only stare. His mouth had gone dry at the sight, his mind racing as he tried to process what had just happened. Lucy finally managed to free herself from Chris’s grip, one breast at a time, as she tucked them back into her swimsuit with a huff.

"You’re a lucky man, Chris," Jack said, his voice filled with admiration. "I’d give a lot to play with those beauties, you know."

Chris chuckled, his grin wide and knowing. "You never can tell, Jack," he said slyly. "She just might call your bluff one of these days."

Lucy, surprisingly, said nothing. Her silence caught both Luke and Jack off guard, the air suddenly thick with possibility. Perhaps there was more to Lucy and Chris than met the eye.

Chris, ever the instigator, turned his attention to Michelle, who had moved to sit in the cockpit of the boat. "Well now, Michelle," he said, leaning back against the rail. "You’re the only gal here who hasn’t flashed yet. How about it?"

Michelle, who had been watching the exchange quietly, blushed deeply. "I can’t," she mumbled, her voice almost a whisper. "I’m too flat. I’d be embarrassed beyond words."

"Yeah, lay off, Chris," Jack cut in, his tone surprisingly protective. "Michelle’s pretty self-conscious about that."

Chris held his hands up in surrender, though the playful gleam in his eyes didn’t fade. "Okay, okay, point made." He paused, then added with a grin, "So how about flashing your pussy instead?"

Michelle froze, her mind racing. The idea seemed outrageous, but as the words hung in the air, she began to see a way out. She was proud of her neatly trimmed mound—she’d always been meticulous about that—and the thought of showing it off was far less embarrassing than flashing her chest. Slowly, she stood between the cockpit seats, where the position shielded her from everyone on the beach, but not from the eyes of those on the boat.

With a determined look, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong bikini and, in one fluid motion, slipped it down to her knees. She stood tall, her smooth, prominent mound on full display. A thin strip of hair ran from her slit upward, perfectly trimmed and neat. She could feel the eyes of everyone in the boat on her, their gazes intense, heating her skin in a way that sent a pulse of unexpected arousal through her.

The reaction was immediate—a collective intake of breath as Michelle stood there, completely exposed. The attention made her skin tingle, and as she glanced down, she realized that her inner lips had already begun to swell, glistening slightly with arousal. She quickly pulled her thong back up, her hands shaking slightly as she tried to cover herself, but the damage—or thrill—was done.

"Fantastic," Chris exclaimed, his admiration genuine. "What a sweet-looking pussy!"

Luke could barely form words. His mind was a jumble of thoughts, but all he could manage was a low, "Wow."

"Michelle, honey, you've got to show me how you trim yourself so pretty," Lucy stated. "I love that look, but I've never had the nerve to try it."

Pleased with the group's reaction, Michelle stepped back out of the cockpit, her initial embarrassment melting away. What you lack in one area, you can always make up for in another, she mused, feeling a surge of confidence. The way everyone had reacted to her bold move made her feel powerful, desired.

Jack, now fully awake and clearly shaken from the last traces of his hangover, leaned in close to Michelle. His voice was low and suggestive. "What do you say we head back to the Pleasure Seeker II for that nap we talked about?" The glint in his eyes left no room for misinterpretation.

Michelle felt a wave of arousal course through her body, remembering how she’d flashed her pussy for all to see just moments ago. "Lead the way," she replied, letting him help her over the gunwales as they made their way back to their boat.

As they disappeared, Lucy sighed dramatically, her playful tone cutting through the moment. "Guess I’ll have to wait for my shaving lesson," she quipped. "Those two are going to be occupied for a while." She glanced over at Emma and Luke, her eyebrow arched in mock curiosity. "Are you two planning to desert us as well?"

Emma, adjusting her bikini top with a slight smile, shook her head. "No, we’ll stick around if you want company."

Lucy’s smile deepened, her eyes glinting with something more. "Good," she said, her voice low and suggestive. "Chris and I always enjoy company, especially a nice young couple like you two." There was something cryptic in the way she said it, a hint of something unspoken beneath her words.

Emma blushed slightly, sensing the shift in tone, but didn’t shy away. Lucy, picking up on Emma’s curiosity, leaned in, her voice taking on a conspiratorial edge. "Can I ask you a personal question, Emma?"

Emma blinked, feeling a slight wave of apprehension but nodded anyway. "Sure, go ahead."

Lucy glanced around as if checking that no one else was listening, though the crowd was still too busy with their own excitement to notice. "I couldn’t help but notice how your bikini bottom creases in front," Lucy began, her eyes glancing down briefly. "Usually, if you have a full bush, it keeps the suit looking more, I don’t know, rounded. Does that mean you shave some of your bush?"

Emma’s cheeks flushed deeper, her initial reaction one of surprise at the bluntness of the question. "Wow, you’re really not holding back," she said with a nervous laugh. "But, since Michelle just bared herself, I guess it’s fair to be honest. The truth is, mine is completely smooth, except for around my, uh, other opening. I shaved this morning, actually." She felt a mix of awkwardness and pride in admitting it, but the conversation seemed to flow naturally in the atmosphere they were in.

Lucy nodded approvingly, her grin widening. "I thought so. Chris has been after me to trim up more, you know?" She paused for a beat, then leaned in even closer. "Would you mind coming below with me and giving me some advice? I could show you what I’ve got, and you could tell me what you think."

Emma hesitated, clearly caught off guard by the sudden proposition. "You mean... right now?" she asked, stalling for time.

"Why not?" Lucy replied with a shrug, her voice light but firm. "I’ve got my courage up, and I could really use some instruction from someone who knows what’s what." There was a playful glint in Lucy’s eyes, but Emma could sense that she was serious. The suggestion hung in the air, daring Emma to step out of her comfort zone.

Emma bit her lip, feeling the weight of the moment. She glanced at Luke, who gave her a subtle nod, his expression unreadable, but clearly intrigued by what might happen next. "Okay," Emma said slowly, still unsure but curious. "If you really want me to, I guess I could help you out."

Lucy’s grin widened as she turned to Luke. "Sorry, Luke, but this is girls only for now." Her tone was playful, though the implication of her words left Luke feeling as though something significant was about to happen, even if he wasn’t allowed to witness it.

Luke nodded, pretending to be unfazed, though his mind was racing. He watched as Emma and Lucy disappeared below deck, leaving him alone with Chris, who poured them each another drink, the tension in the air still palpable.

Luke turned back toward the music boat, where the party continued in full swing. The loud music and cheers from the crowd felt distant, drowned out by his own thoughts. Whatever was happening below deck was beyond his control, but the possibilities made his pulse quicken.

Chris leaned back, a grin still playing on his lips as he handed Luke his drink. "Relax," he said, his voice low. "Lucy can be quite... persuasive."

Down in the cabin, the air was heavy with the quiet hum of the sea outside, the occasional sway of the boat barely noticeable. Lucy stood in the dim light, her fingers lingering on the straps of her one-piece suit before she began to slide it off her shoulders. The fabric clung to her skin, peeling away slowly, revealing her curves, her breasts swaying gently with each movement. She paused as the suit slipped past her hips, leaving her fully exposed, the light from the small windows casting soft shadows across her body.

Emma watched, her breath caught in her throat. There was something so raw, so unapologetic in the way Lucy undressed, as if the moment demanded not just attention but a reckoning of desires that neither of them had voiced until now.

Lucy looked over at Emma with a teasing smile, her voice breaking the silence but not the tension. "See, Emma... I've got a very hairy bush," she said, her tone playful yet revealing an undercurrent of vulnerability. She gestured down to the unruly patch of hair that stretched halfway up her stomach, laughing lightly as she did. "I trim the sides, so it doesn’t peek out of my suit, but the rest... it's wild. There's even this little trail leading up to my belly button."

Emma forced a smile, but her pulse quickened. "Yeah... you, uh, do have a bit of a situation there," she replied, trying to keep her tone light, though her heart pounded with an unfamiliar intensity. "You'd probably need to shave pretty often."

Lucy’s laugh was soft, but there was something almost seductive about it, the intimacy of their conversation blurring the lines between casual and something deeper. "Maybe that wouldn't be so bad," Lucy mused, her eyes lingering on Emma’s. "It’d give me more reasons to play with myself."

The confession hung in the air, making Emma’s skin prickle. She wasn’t sure how to respond, wasn’t sure what Lucy was really getting at. Was it a joke, or something more? Part of her wanted to step back, retreat into the safety of their friendship’s familiar boundaries. But another part, the part she hadn’t fully acknowledged yet, was intrigued, drawn to the daring honesty in Lucy's words.

"Oh? I thought Chris was keeping you busy enough," Emma said, her voice quieter now, testing the waters.

"He does," Lucy admitted, her eyes darkening slightly, "but there are some urges even he can't satisfy. Sometimes I just want... something different. Something that's mine alone. Don’t you?"

Emma hesitated, her throat tightening as the air between them seemed to thicken. Could she admit to feeling the same? The thought of exposing that part of herself, even to someone she trusted, made her heart race. But Lucy's gaze was soft, understanding, as though she already knew the answer.

"Yeah," Emma said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. "Sometimes. When I shave, I take my time... make it feel good. You know."

Emma felt a brief pang of oddness as the words left her lips. It was strange, giving Lucy this advice as though she was some kind of expert—especially since this morning was the first time she’d shaved in months. She hadn’t even been thinking about it, just a whim, a quick decision, but now it seemed like more than coincidence.

Lucy's smile deepened, but there was something more serious in her expression now, a curiosity, a longing. "Can I see? I mean... if I decide to get rid of mine, I'd want to know what it might look like. How it might feel."

Emma’s pulse fluttered. She hadn’t expected this, hadn’t imagined the moment unfolding like this, but something about Lucy’s vulnerability, her openness, made it impossible to refuse. The room seemed to shrink around them, the gentle rocking of the boat the only sound breaking the tension.

"Uh... okay," Emma finally agreed, her voice catching in her throat. She stood, hesitating for just a moment before her fingers tugged at the waistband of her bikini bottoms. She could feel Lucy’s eyes on her as she slid them down, exposing her smooth skin. The air felt cooler against her bare flesh, heightening the sensation.

Lucy’s eyes lingered on her, dark and appreciative. "It’s beautiful," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the rush of blood in Emma’s ears. "So smooth... I love it."

Emma swallowed, her body tense under Lucy’s gaze, but there was something intoxicating about the way Lucy looked at her, the admiration in her voice. "It's really not that hard," she said softly, her voice shaking slightly. "Once your skin gets used to it, shaving’s easy. You just have to take care of it—conditioner while you shave, baby oil afterward."

Lucy’s eyes met hers, a question there, unspoken but unmistakable. "Can I... feel it?" Her voice was a breathless whisper, filled with a need Emma hadn’t expected.

Emma’s heart stuttered. She should say no, should laugh it off, but she couldn’t. Not now. The air was thick with something unspoken, something that demanded to be felt, explored. She nodded, her mouth dry, as Lucy stepped closer, her hand trembling slightly as she reached out.

When Lucy’s fingers finally brushed against her, Emma sucked in a sharp breath. The touch was gentle, almost hesitant, but it sent a shock through her, a sensation that was both strange and electric. Lucy’s eyes were wide, as if she, too, was surprised by the intensity of the moment.

“I love how smooth it feels. It’s like a baby’s skin. I’m amazed you can get all the hairs along your slit so cleanly,” Lucy said softly, her fingers tracing along Emma’s swollen lips, the touch almost reverent.

Emma’s breath hitched, the unexpected sensation igniting a confusing swirl of emotions inside her. She felt the warmth of Lucy’s fingers exploring her, light yet deliberate, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Maybe you’d better stop,” Emma whispered, her voice thick with uncertainty. “What if Chris came down here right now?”

Lucy didn’t pause, her touch still feather-light but insistent. “No way. He and Luke won’t disturb us. He knows I’d kill him if he did,” she replied with a grin, though her gaze was focused intently on Emma’s body, her eyes dark with something deeper.

Emma’s heart raced. This was crossing a line—one she hadn’t even realized was there until now. “Well... your touching me is beginning to feel too good. Maybe it’s time to stop,” she murmured, her voice distant, almost dazed. She felt her body responding, betraying her, heat pooling low in her belly.

Lucy’s voice was soft but persistent, a hint of something dangerous in it. “But Emma... I like the way you feel. I can’t help it. Doesn’t that feel good?”

Emma swallowed hard, the sensation of Lucy’s fingers tracing her sensitive skin sending sparks of pleasure through her. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Too good, I think. I’m getting excited and... you’re a woman.”

She wasn’t sure why she said it, as if saying it out loud would snap her back to reality, would remind her of the boundaries they were breaking. But her words felt weak, unconvincing even to herself.

Lucy’s breath was warm against Emma’s skin. “Okay, but can I just have one little taste while we’re alone together? Nobody will know,” she whispered, her lips brushing against Emma’s thigh. The room felt too small, too intimate, and the tension hung heavy between them, an invisible current that Emma couldn’t seem to escape.

“I don’t know, Lucy, I, I... really—” Emma began, but her words caught in her throat as Lucy leaned forward, her tongue slipping between her lips before Emma could finish the thought.

The shock of it was electric, sending a bolt of pleasure through Emma’s body. Lucy’s tongue slid up and down her slick, smooth skin once, then again, and again, each pass sending Emma closer to the edge. She gasped, her hands instinctively gripping the edge of the couch behind her, as Lucy’s mouth pressed more insistently against her.

“Oh my God,” Emma gasped, her body trembling as Lucy’s tongue pressed into her, sucking with a hunger Emma had never felt from another woman. Her mind reeled, a haze of desire clouding her judgment. She knew this was wrong—on so many levels—but the pleasure was undeniable, overwhelming.

Lucy pulled back after a moment, her lips glistening as she looked up at Emma, her eyes wide with something that looked like guilt, but also triumph. “Oh honey,” she whispered. “I’m so sorry. I just... I couldn’t resist. Please forgive me.”

Emma stood there trembling, the remnants of a small orgasm rippling through her body, leaving her breathless and shaken. She stumbled back, collapsing onto the couch, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath, her mind spinning. Guilt crashed over her like a wave, but so did the memory of Lucy’s mouth, the way it felt—too good, too intoxicating.

After a moment, Emma managed to look down, then over at Lucy, who was watching her with a mixture of regret and something Emma couldn’t quite place. “I’m... I’m sorry,” Emma whispered, her voice shaky. “I got so aroused, and I caused you to do something you might not have wanted to do.”

Lucy’s eyes flickered, her expression hardening slightly. “Nonsense,” she retorted, her voice firm. “I enjoyed it a lot. And I hope you did too.” Her tone was confident, but there was an underlying edge of vulnerability, as if she wasn’t entirely sure of herself. “No harm done, right?”

Emma swallowed, her throat tight, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. “No, no, I’m fine now,” she said softly, though she wasn’t sure she believed it herself. The guilt still gnawed at her, but part of her craved more, wanted to let go of the rules and boundaries she’d lived by for so long.

Meanwhile, outside on the swim platform, Chris and Luke sat, sipping their drinks and watching the beach action in the distance. Chris shifted slightly, glancing over at Luke.

“Been with Emma a good long while now, right?” Chris asked casually, his tone light, though there was a subtle edge to his words.

Luke nodded, taking another sip of his drink. “Yeah, we’re kind of opposites, but we complement each other. She’s... quite a girl,” he said, a small smile tugging at his lips, oblivious to what was unfolding just a few feet away.

The sound of the waves lapping gently against the hull of the boat provided a quiet backdrop as Chris and Luke sat on the swim platform, their drinks sweating in the afternoon sun. The casual atmosphere contrasted with the undercurrent of tension that neither man was fully acknowledging—at least, not yet.

"I noticed," Chris began, his tone light, but with a hint of something else. “You must really enjoy those big tits of hers. I’m glad I finally got a glimpse of them.”

Luke chuckled, though his mind flickered back to the moment earlier, the sudden reveal of Emma’s breasts, and how his body had reacted before his mind could catch up. “She’s been full of surprises this weekend,” he replied, trying to keep his voice casual. “She’s never shown them off like that before.”

Chris gave a knowing laugh. “I noticed you liked looking at my Lucy’s tits when I helped her out of her top,” he said, raising his drink to his lips, his eyes never leaving Luke’s.

Luke hesitated, feeling a flush of heat creep up the back of his neck. “Sorry, Chris,” he said, forcing a grin. “I couldn’t help looking, you know.”

“No problem,” Chris replied with a grin of his own. “I’d have been hurt if you hadn’t taken a good long gander. She’s got a nice rack too.”

Luke swallowed, shifting slightly in his seat. “Yeah... we’re both lucky, Chris,” he said, though he could feel something darker starting to stir beneath the surface of the conversation. There was a weight to Chris’s words that hadn’t been there before.

Chris’s smile didn’t fade as he leaned in slightly. “Luke, tell me the truth. You ever had thoughts about what it would be like to be with my Lucy?”

The question hit Luke like a jolt. He blinked, unsure of how to respond. “No,” he started, then stopped himself. There was no point in lying—not when the tone of the conversation had already shifted. “Well, yes... a few times. I apologize, but you said you wanted the truth.”

Chris nodded, his smile widening, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “How about today?”

Luke felt his pulse quicken. “Yeah,” he admitted, his voice quieter now. “I guess I did, when I saw her boobs for the first time.”

For a moment, the air between them felt heavy, almost suffocating. Luke wasn’t sure where this was going, but he could feel the conversation taking a turn he hadn’t expected.

“Well, I had that same feeling when I saw Emma’s rack and the cameltoe in her bottoms today,” Chris confessed, his voice low, as if sharing a secret. “I think we all have such thoughts, don’t you, Luke?”

Luke glanced at Chris, unsure how to respond. His mind was racing, a whirl of conflicting emotions—guilt, curiosity, desire—all tumbling over one another. “Yeah... I suppose we do,” he said, his voice hesitant. “Why did you bring that up, anyway?”

Chris’s expression shifted, his tone becoming more serious. “Can I be completely honest with you, Luke?”

Luke nodded, his throat tightening. “Sure.”

Chris took a deep breath, then leaned in, his voice dropping to just above a whisper. “Once in a while, Lucy and I like to share with another couple. From what I’ve seen this weekend... I’m pretty sure Lucy would enjoy spending some private time with you. I know I’d like to do the same with Emma.”

Luke’s mind reeled, the bluntness of Chris’s words crashing over him like a wave. He stared at Chris, searching his face for any sign that this was a joke, but there was none. Chris was completely serious.

“Do I shock you?” Chris asked, watching Luke carefully.

Luke shifted in his seat, his heart pounding. “Uh... yes. I mean, no,” he stammered, unsure of how to process what Chris had just suggested. “I could tell you liked looking at Emma before, from some of the other times we’ve been together,” he admitted. “And... I like Lucy too. But I’m not sure how Emma would feel about something like this.”

Chris nodded thoughtfully, swirling the ice in his drink. “Well, why don’t you think it over? Maybe bring up the idea with her. If she’s okay with it, we could arrange something this weekend. What do you say?”

Luke’s mind was spinning, images flashing in his head—him with Lucy, Chris with Emma. It was a tantalizing thought, but with it came a sense of unease, a feeling that this could complicate everything.

As Luke mulled it over, another vision crept into his mind—Jack with Emma, a memory he hadn’t expected to resurface. And then Michelle’s face appeared, unbidden, her playful grin as she’d pulled down her pants earlier, her small breasts exposed to the summer air. The idea of her, of Jack... suddenly, everything felt messier, more tangled.

“I’ll give it some thought, Chris,” Luke said finally, though his voice was distant. His mind was already racing down paths he hadn’t planned on exploring.

Chris grinned, leaning back. “Jack and Michelle might be candidates too. You never know. That would be icing on the cake.”

Luke looked at Chris, trying to gauge just how serious he was, but there was a glint in Chris’s eyes, something mischievous and dark. “Michelle has a sweet-looking pussy. I know Lucy’s got her eye on Jack too,” Chris added, almost as an afterthought. “See what you can do. If not, that’s okay. We’re still friends, right?”

Luke forced a smile, though the whirlwind in his mind hadn’t settled. “Right,” he agreed, though the word felt hollow. His thoughts swirled with possibilities, each one more enticing—and more dangerous—than the last.


Chapter 5

Emma stood and pulled her bottoms back into place, her hands trembling slightly as she adjusted the fabric. She kept her gaze on Lucy, hoping her friend wouldn’t notice the flush creeping up her neck. This is just helping someone, she told herself, but the heat simmering inside her told a different story.

"Do you want me to give you some shaving tips?" Emma asked, her voice not quite as steady as she’d hoped.

Lucy smiled, seemingly unaware of Emma’s inner turmoil. "I’d love that. Can we both fit in the bathroom?"

They squeezed into the small space, their arms brushing together in a way that made Emma’s heart skip a beat. She’d kissed girls before—college dares, drunken parties—but nothing had ever felt like this. The tension between them hummed like electricity in the air, and Emma could barely concentrate on the task at hand.

"Start by trimming the longer hairs," Emma instructed, trying to keep her voice casual. "It makes the shave easier."

Lucy followed her lead, and they laughed together, but Emma could feel her pulse racing. When she reached out to help apply the conditioner, her fingers trembled against Lucy’s skin. The sensation was different—intense. The softness of Lucy’s body beneath her hands sent a jolt through her, making her hyper-aware of every detail.

"That feels... really good," Lucy murmured, her tone almost playful, but there was something else lurking beneath it—something that made Emma’s breath catch in her throat. "You’ve got a nice touch."

Emma’s pulse quickened. She tried to brush off the comment, telling herself it didn’t mean anything, but the warmth between them was impossible to ignore. Every move she made, every touch of Lucy’s body, felt more intimate than it should have. Emma’s body was responding, betraying her with a deep, throbbing need she hadn’t anticipated. I’m straight. I’ve always been straight, she reminded herself, but that line was blurring with every passing second.

Lucy worked on shaving her upper body while Emma focused on the sides, but the tension was palpable. The closer they got to the most sensitive areas, the more charged the atmosphere became. Emma couldn’t help but notice the way Lucy’s body reacted to her touch—the soft sighs, the way her skin flushed, the dampness that wasn’t from the conditioner.

"We should probably move to the bed," Emma suggested, her voice tight with barely suppressed need. "It’ll be easier if you can spread out more."

Lucy nodded and shifted to the bed without hesitation, laying back and parting her legs wide. Emma’s eyes followed the movement, her mouth suddenly dry. She set a towel down, her fingers working mechanically, but her mind was racing. Why is this turning me on so much?

"I’m going to leave a small patch," Emma murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she touched Lucy’s skin near the most intimate part of her body. Her fingers brushed against the slickness between Lucy’s legs, and she felt a wave of arousal crash over her. It wasn’t just the task. It was Lucy—her soft skin, her open legs, the trust and vulnerability in the moment. Emma’s body was responding in ways she couldn’t control, and it terrified her how much she wanted to keep going.

Her breathing hitched as she worked the razor carefully around Lucy’s lips, feeling every subtle movement, every inch of bare skin exposed beneath her touch. I shouldn’t be this turned on. I’ve never felt like this before, she thought, but her body wasn’t listening. The wetness between her own legs was impossible to ignore, a constant reminder that this was so much more than just a favor for a friend.

Once the shaving was finished, Emma handed Lucy the baby oil, her hands shaking. "You should put this on after rinsing."

Lucy’s eyes darkened, her pupils dilated with desire. "Why don’t you do it? Just this once?"

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest. She should say no—this was crossing a line. But her gaze flicked down to Lucy’s body, legs spread wide and glistening under the low light. The sight made something inside Emma snap. "Just this once," she whispered, more to herself than Lucy.

Her fingers slid over Lucy’s freshly shaved skin, applying the oil in slow, deliberate strokes. The feel of Lucy’s soft, warm body under her hands sent a thrill through her, the scent of the oil mingling with the charged atmosphere in the room. Lucy’s soft moans filled the space between them, and Emma’s body responded in kind, her pulse quickening with each passing second.

"Show me more," Lucy whispered, her voice breathless with need. "Do what you do to yourself."

Emma’s breath caught in her throat. She knew what Lucy was asking for, and a part of her had already wanted it. But I’m straight, she thought, but the desire coursing through her was undeniable. She let her fingers slide lower, her body humming with the thrill of it.

"I usually start with one finger," Emma murmured, her voice husky as she slipped inside Lucy’s wet folds. The heat between Lucy’s legs enveloped her fingers, and Emma felt a rush of arousal so intense it nearly knocked her off balance. Lucy arched into her touch, her body begging for more.

"And then..." Emma’s breath came in ragged gasps as she added a second finger, watching Lucy’s body open for her, responding to her every move. "I use two."

Lucy’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Emma’s hand, desperate for more. Emma’s thoughts were a blur of disbelief and longing. This shouldn’t feel this good, she thought, but it did. It felt amazing. And she wanted more.

Emma’s free hand drifted lower, her thumb circling Lucy’s swollen clit while her fingers teased the tight entrance of Lucy’s ass. The sound of Lucy’s pleasure—the moans, the breathless gasps—drove Emma wild with need, her own body aching for release.

"Oh, God," Lucy gasped. "Please, Emma. Please."

Emma’s hesitation vanished. She leaned down, her tongue flicking out to taste Lucy’s wetness, her fingers still working inside her. The taste, the scent, the sounds of Lucy’s pleasure—it was overwhelming, intoxicating. Emma was lost in it, in the moment, in the sheer, raw desire that had taken over her body. She couldn’t stop now.

Lucy’s thighs clenched around Emma’s head, her body trembling violently for several seconds before she finally collapsed back onto the bed, spent and breathless. Emma lifted her head, her face still flushed, her mind racing with everything that had just happened.

"Oh, Emma," Lucy sighed, her voice soft and warm with satisfaction. "That was... wonderful. Thank you, honey."

Emma blinked, her heart still pounding in her chest. The weight of what had just transpired pressed heavily on her, and she suddenly felt exposed, raw. She tried to shake off the feeling, but it clung to her. "Don’t mention it," she said quickly, her voice tight with a nervous edge. She hesitated for a moment, then added, "I mean, seriously, Lucy. Don’t mention it."

Lucy propped herself up on her elbows, her eyes soft and reassuring, completely at ease with what had just unfolded between them. "Oh, sure, honey. I won’t breathe a word—not even to Chris. It’ll be our little secret."

Emma’s stomach twisted at the mention of Lucy’s husband. She hadn’t even let herself think about him until now, and the reminder made the situation feel even more complicated. She sat up, trying to distance herself from the moment, from the heat still simmering between them. She’d never done anything like this before—never crossed a line so completely.

"I’ve never done anything like this before," Emma said, her voice quieter now, more vulnerable. "So, please, Lucy…"

"I swear, Emma," Lucy replied, her tone soothing and sincere. "It’ll stay between us. I won’t say a word."

Emma exhaled, a wave of relief mixing with the lingering confusion and guilt that still gnawed at her. She glanced down at Lucy, who was still lying on the bed, her body relaxed, her skin glistening in the dim light. Emma’s eyes traveled over her, lingering on the bare skin between Lucy’s legs, the smoothness of her freshly shaved body. Despite everything, the sight still stirred something primal within her.

Emma bit her lip, her thoughts tangled in knots. She hadn’t expected to feel this way, hadn’t expected to be so deeply affected by touching another woman—by touching Lucy. She didn’t know what to do with these feelings, or what it meant for her.

Without thinking, she brought her thumb to her mouth, sucking it absently as if trying to ground herself, to snap out of the haze still clinging to her. She glanced back at Lucy and managed a half-hearted smile. "By the way, you look fabulous with a bald pussy."

Lucy chuckled softly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I’ll take that as a compliment."

Emma forced a laugh, but inside, her emotions were a whirlpool. She stood abruptly, needing space, needing to clear her head. She hurried out of the cabin and into the main room, her movements stiff, as if trying to outrun the thoughts racing through her mind. She poured herself a drink, her hand shaking slightly as the liquid splashed into the glass.

She took a long, slow sip, trying to steady herself. The alcohol burned as it slid down her throat, but it did little to quiet the storm brewing inside her. What had she just done? She couldn’t reconcile the thrill she had felt with the guilt that now sat heavy in her chest.

Moments later, Lucy emerged from the cabin, looking perfectly composed, as if nothing had happened at all. She flashed Emma a warm smile, her eyes twinkling with a playful secrecy. To anyone watching, it would have seemed like any other evening, but for Emma, everything had shifted.

Emma took another sip of her drink, her thoughts a muddled mix of desire, shame, and uncertainty. She could feel Lucy’s presence beside her, but now, she wasn’t sure how to act, how to go back to what they were before. Was that even possible?

Lucy glanced at her, and for a brief moment, their eyes met. There was an unspoken understanding between them, a shared secret that hung in the air like a heavy fog. Lucy’s easy demeanor only deepened Emma’s confusion. How could she act so normal, so unaffected, when Emma felt like her world had just tilted on its axis?

"Everything okay?" Lucy asked softly, her voice filled with gentle concern.

Emma forced a smile, nodding even though her mind was spinning. "Yeah," she lied. "I’m fine."

But the truth was, Emma wasn’t fine. Not even close


Chapter 6

By late afternoon, Jack and Michelle rejoined the group. Michelle had that unmistakable look—flushed cheeks, hair slightly tousled, lips parted in a post-coital haze. Jack followed behind her, looking smug and satisfied, a beer in hand. He sipped slowly, his eyes scanning the group as though proud of whatever conquest had just occurred.

Some of the boats had left, including the music boat with the naked dancers, leaving a quieter, more intimate atmosphere. Only a few small boats rested on the beach, and a handful of large cruisers floated farther out, none closer than twenty yards. The sun was beginning its slow descent toward the horizon, casting a golden glow over the water.

"I'm for staying rafted up here for the night," Chris announced, leaning back in his chair, beer in hand. "My anchor's holding, and we've got plenty of food and drink."

Jack raised his bottle in agreement. "Sounds like a good plan. We can watch the sunset... and maybe get horny again." His words hung in the air, playful but with a hint of suggestion that wasn't lost on anyone.

Luke nodded along, though his mind was elsewhere, his gaze occasionally drifting toward Emma. He kept rehearsing what he’d say to her, the conversation with Chris still fresh in his mind. The thought of it twisted his stomach with both excitement and nerves. What if she pitches a fit? What if she’s into it? He knew he had to make a move soon, before the weekend slipped away.

Emma slipped away to his boat, casually mentioning she was going to make a salad for dinner. This is my chance, Luke thought. He followed her, trying to steady his racing heart as he stepped into the cabin behind her.

"Guess what?" he began, his voice too eager, too nervous, as he approached her.

Emma glanced over her shoulder, sensing his tension. "What?"

Luke hesitated for a beat, trying to find the right words, but they came out in a rush. "While you were talking with Lucy, Chris told me something... pretty crazy." He paused, gauging her reaction before he continued. "He said that he and Lucy... like to share. With other couples sometimes."

Emma didn’t react right away, focusing on chopping vegetables. Her knife moved with steady precision, her expression unreadable. "Mmm," she murmured, not looking up. "I'm not too surprised, to tell you the truth."

Luke blinked, caught off guard. "Really? I sure was," he admitted, trying to keep his voice casual but failing to hide the surprise.

Finally, Emma looked up, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. "What else did he tell you?" she asked, her tone coy, as if she were enjoying his discomfort.

Luke shifted his weight from one foot to the other. "He said... he likes you. A lot. Stuff like that."

Emma smirked, her lips curving upward in a way that made Luke’s pulse quicken. "Well, did he come right out and ask if you wanted to share with them?"

Luke swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. "Uh, yes. He did actually." He ran a hand through his hair, trying to buy time. "I didn’t give him an answer... but I did promise to mention it to you."

Emma raised an eyebrow, setting down the knife. Her full attention was on him now. "Do you think you'd like Lucy?"

Luke’s mouth opened, then closed again. He wasn’t sure how to answer. "Well, she’s nice," he began, stumbling over the words. "I think..."

Emma cut him off, her patience thinning. "Don’t pussyfoot around, Luke. Michelle’s already sucked your dick. Do you want to fuck Lucy now or not?"

Her bluntness hit him like a slap. He hesitated again, unsure of how to respond. "Only if... only if you want to be with Chris. Or maybe Jack," he hedged, his voice faltering.

Emma’s eyes narrowed. "So Jack’s in on this too?"

Luke shook his head quickly. "No, not yet. It’s just Chris and me right now."

Emma studied him for a moment, her gaze sharp, and Luke felt his stomach twist. Then she sighed, leaning back against the counter. "Come on, Luke," she said, her voice softening slightly. "Tell me what you want me to do."

He felt a rush of relief, but it was short-lived. Her next words were edged with something more. Expectation? Curiosity?

"I saw how Chris looked at my tits today," Emma said, crossing her arms. "I could read his mind. And... I spent some time down in the cabin with Lucy, showing her how to shave her pussy. She’s as bald as I am now." She paused, letting the image linger between them. "I’ll tell you, Luke. She is one very sexy woman."

Luke’s breath caught, the mental picture of Emma and Lucy together, intimate, flickering through his mind. His voice came out in a sputter. "Oh... wow. Is that a yes, then?"

Emma’s lips curled into a slow, deliberate smile. "If you think you’re man enough to handle Lucy, I know I’m woman enough to thrill Chris. I’ve often wondered what it would be like to fuck an older man."

Luke blinked, feeling a fresh wave of heat crawl up his neck. "They aren’t that much older."

Emma’s smile deepened, but there was something else behind it now—a challenge, a test. "I noticed the boner in Chris’s shorts earlier today," she continued, her voice low and teasing. "He’s sure to be very good in the sack. But, Luke," her tone shifted, growing serious, "this can’t have any bearing on our relationship. If we do this, I don’t want to hear any recriminations later. No guilt trips."

Luke shook his head quickly. "No, never. I promise. I expect the same from you." His voice grew more confident now, as if convincing himself as much as her. "We’re a couple; they’re a couple. It’ll just be for fun. A new experience. Nothing else."

Emma studied him for a long moment, her eyes searching his. Then, slowly, she nodded. "Okay, then. I’m game if you are." She picked up the salad bowl and handed it to him. "Here, take this to Chris’s boat. And Luke?" She smiled playfully. "If you spill it, the deal’s off."

Luke’s face broke into a nervous grin, and he took the bowl carefully, walking with exaggerated caution toward the steps. His heart pounded in his chest, each step feeling like a deeper commitment to what was about to happen.

"Hey, Chris!" Luke called, as he climbed out of the cabin. He held the salad bowl out as if it were made of glass. "Take this salad and very carefully put it on the table. Emma said if we spill it, the deal’s off."

Chris looked up from his drink, his eyes gleaming with amusement. He smiled slowly, knowingly. "I’ll be very, very careful, my friend." He took the bowl from Luke’s hands, his gaze flicking toward Emma’s cabin. "So... she agreed?"

Luke’s heart thudded in his chest. He could feel the weight of what was about to happen, the line they were all about to cross. "Yeah," he said, the word coming out on a shaky breath. "She agreed."

"Uh huh," Luke replied, his voice carefully measured, "but with the understanding that it’s just for fun. No entanglements or anything serious."

Chris chuckled, taking a sip from his drink as he leaned back. His eyes flickered toward the fading light of the sunset. "That’s right, Luke. Just for fun and a little variety. I’m too old for her anyway, and Lucy’s the only woman who’ll put up with me." He said it lightly, but there was a hint of self-awareness in his voice, as though he knew his limits and wasn’t shy about admitting them.

Luke nodded slowly, digesting the words, the reality of what was being agreed upon settling more heavily now that it was spoken aloud. "And Jack and Michelle?" Luke asked, his tone more cautious now, aware of the potential complications.

Chris shrugged, his easy demeanor intact. "Why don’t you get Jack aside and give him the speech you gave me? That way, I’m not the one risking our friendship."

Luke hesitated, considering Chris’s suggestion. He could feel the weight of responsibility settling on his shoulders, the risk not just to himself, but to everyone involved. His eyes darted toward the sunset, the colors bleeding into the sky, a beautiful distraction from the tension simmering beneath the surface. "Fine," he finally agreed, exhaling the word as though it carried more weight than he intended. "I’ll talk to him after dinner. In any event, we’re still on with you and Emma later?"

Chris gave him a slow, knowing smile. "We’re on."

Dinner came and went in a blur of laughter and teasing, the three couples exchanging stories, the evening light casting an orange and purple glow across the deck. But beneath the easy banter, Luke’s mind was elsewhere, replaying his earlier conversation with Emma, the implications of what was to come hanging over him. He could feel the undercurrent of anticipation, the quiet glances exchanged between Emma and Chris, the way Lucy smiled in a way that made it clear she was in on the secret.

As the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows across the water, the group grew quieter, more reflective. They watched the sky burn with color, and for a moment, everything felt almost normal—just friends, enjoying the sunset. But Luke knew better. He could feel the shift in the air, the anticipation building with every passing minute.

Eventually, the women slipped below deck, offering to help Lucy clean up the galley. Their laughter echoed faintly from below, but the men remained on deck, exchanging glances, knowing what was coming.

Chris leaned over to Jack, his voice casual but deliberate. "Hey, Jack, how about showing me your boat while we’re not doing anything?" There was an underlying purpose in his tone, a signal that they were entering into new territory.

Jack, always eager to show off Pleasure Seeker II, stood up quickly, a grin spreading across his face. "Sure thing, Chris. You’ll love it." He turned to Luke, his expression expectant. "Want to come too, Luke?"

Luke caught Chris’s eye, feeling the weight of the moment settle between them. He had to make a choice. His pulse quickened, but he forced a relaxed smile, shaking his head. "Nah, I’ve seen your boat, Jack. I think I’ll just sit back here and relax for a while."

Jack shrugged, his attention already shifting back to his boat, and began leading Chris across the deck. But as they walked away, Luke could feel the tension knotting in his stomach. He glanced toward the cabin, where Emma and Lucy were still below, his thoughts racing. There was no turning back now. Not for any of them.


Chapter 7  

Ten minutes later, Chris and Jack returned, their expressions a mix of amusement and anticipation. Chris reached into the cooler and pulled out three beers, the cold cans hissing softly as he cracked them open. "Here, Luke," Chris said, handing him a drink. His smile was casual, but there was something knowing in his eyes. He leaned in, his voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper. "Jack’s okay. He’s going to ask Michelle tonight."

Luke exhaled, feeling both relieved and a little on edge. He accepted the beer and took a long sip, the coolness soothing his dry throat. Around them, the conversation flowed easily, drifting into familiar topics—lakes, boats, islands, dock rumors. Small talk, but there was an underlying current, a shared understanding about what lay ahead. The sun had long set, and the deck was bathed in the soft glow of cabin lights, casting long shadows across the water. The evening had taken on a quiet, intimate feel, the anticipation thickening with each passing moment.

"Come on, Jack," Michelle’s voice broke through, teasing but firm. "Let’s go back to our cabin before you get sloshed again, okay?"

Jack grinned and stood, holding out his hand for her. "My, but aren’t we acting horny tonight," he quipped, his voice laced with playful challenge.

Michelle swatted him on the arm, a smirk on her lips. "You’ll be glad you did when morning comes," she shot back, her eyes glinting as she let him pull her up.

The two of them stumbled playfully across the deck, disappearing into Luke’s boat before finally climbing into Jack’s, their laughter fading as they retreated below. For a moment, the deck was quiet, just the soft lap of water against the hull and the distant hum of other boats in the night.

"Well, isn’t this cozy," Lucy purred, leaning into Chris, her hand sliding possessively along his arm. She glanced over at Luke and Emma, a wicked smile on her lips. "What do you suggest we do now, Luke?"

Luke felt a thrill run through him at the question, but he played it cool, taking another sip of his beer before answering. His eyes met Emma’s across the deck, and he felt a rush of excitement, knowing what was about to happen. "I believe," he began slowly, "it’s only right that you show your husband what you and Emma accomplished earlier today. Don’t you?"

Chris frowned slightly, his curiosity piqued. "What?" He turned to Lucy, puzzled. "What did you two accomplish?"

For a moment, Lucy’s mind jumped to the earlier girl-on-girl moment with Emma, and her cheeks flushed with the memory. But then she realized what Luke was actually referring to. With a soft chuckle, she stood up, facing Chris. "With Emma’s help, I did something that I think will please you greatly."

Chris raised an eyebrow, his impatience evident as he tried to figure it out. "Hell, I don’t have a clue. What did you do?"

Emma, seated next to Luke, leaned forward slightly, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Go ahead, Lucy. Show him. I think Chris should see... before anything else happens."

The air between them thickened with tension, and Lucy’s pulse quickened as she nodded, a playful grin tugging at her lips. She stood slowly, turning to face Chris fully. The look of anticipation on his face was priceless. Her hands moved to the waistband of her shorts, and with a deliberate slowness, she lowered them, revealing her freshly shaved mound.

Chris’s eyes widened, his mouth parting slightly in disbelief. "Holy shit," he breathed, his voice catching in his throat. "It’s... it’s beautiful."

Lucy laughed softly, the sound light and teasing. "You’ve always pestered me about my hairy mound. Well, now there’s no more hair. What do you think?"

Chris’s hand moved instinctively, reaching out to gently stroke Lucy’s smooth, bare lips. His fingers slid over the soft skin, his expression shifting from surprise to awe. "I’ll be damned," he muttered. "It’s as smooth as a baby’s bottom."

For a long moment, Chris was mesmerized by the transformation, his fingers lingering on Lucy’s skin. Then, as if snapping out of a daze, he turned toward Emma, his eyes flicking down briefly before he spoke. "Is yours like this too?"

Emma’s lips curved into a sly smile. She leaned back against the cushions, crossing her legs slowly, deliberately. "I think you’ll find out soon enough, Chris," she teased, her voice low and seductive.

Luke, seated beside Emma, couldn’t help himself. He leaned slightly to the side, catching a glimpse of Lucy’s revealed skin. His breath hitched, his cock pulsing in his shorts as the reality of the situation sank in. Soon, he thought, his pulse quickening. Soon, he’d have his chance to experience her for himself.

Lucy pulled her shorts back up, a mischievous glint in her eyes as she turned toward Chris. "So, do you still want to go through with our little swap tonight, Chris?" she asked coyly, her voice playful yet charged with meaning. "Or would you rather... try this out first?" She glanced down at her newly revealed smooth skin, giving him a teasing look.

Chris let out a frustrated sigh, rubbing the back of his neck as he glanced between Lucy and the others. "Tough choice, honey," he muttered, his eyes lingering on her for a beat too long. "But after all, a deal’s a deal, right?" His voice wavered slightly, betraying the temptation gnawing at him. "I guess I can wait, but damn, it’s tempting."

The group burst into laughter at Chris’s predicament, but there was an undeniable undercurrent of anticipation woven into the moment. Lucy smiled, giving him a lingering kiss, her lips brushing against his in a way that promised more to come. "Don’t worry," she whispered against his lips, "I’ll be ready for you when we get back together."

Lucy turned her attention to Luke, her eyes dark with a quiet intensity. "Why don’t we head below and get comfortable, Luke?" she suggested, her voice smooth and inviting. "I’m sure Emma and Chris can find their way to your boat just fine."

Luke’s heart raced as he nodded, unable to hide the rush of excitement coursing through him. The tension between them crackled in the air as they slipped below deck, leaving Chris and Emma behind. Once inside, Lucy turned to him, a knowing smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "Now, Luke, I saw you peeking at me out there."

Luke felt his pulse quicken, a flush creeping up his neck. He swallowed hard but didn’t deny it.

Lucy’s voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "Shut the cabin door... and I’ll give you a really close look."

Luke did as she asked, closing the door behind him, the click of the latch sounding louder than usual in the quiet cabin. When he turned back, Lucy had already slipped her shorts off, tossing them casually onto the galley seat. The sight of her standing there, bold and unashamed, sent a thrill through him.

"Let me show you how I was positioned while Emma finished shaving me," she said, her voice low and steady. With practiced ease, she climbed onto the wide bed, reclining back as she spread her legs apart, her knees falling open, offering herself to him.

Luke’s breath caught in his throat as he stepped between her legs, his eyes locked on her smooth, bare skin. The air felt heavier now, thick with desire and unspoken promise. He reached out tentatively, his hand hovering just above her before settling on her mound. The warmth of her body radiated against his palm, and he couldn’t help but murmur, "You feel a lot like Emma."

Lucy let out a soft laugh, her eyes half-lidded with desire. "She’s smooth too," she said, her voice teasing and inviting.

Luke raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the slip. "Oh, so she showed you, huh?"

Lucy hesitated for a fraction of a second, her mind scrambling for the right response. "Uh huh," she replied, her voice smooth despite the momentary stumble. "I wanted to see what it would look like if I shaved mine." It was a half-truth, and she knew it, but her gaze remained steady, daring him to challenge her.

Luke’s fingers grazed the soft folds of Lucy’s slit, feeling the warmth of her wetness seep onto his fingertips. Her slickness coated his skin as her labia slowly parted, her body responding instinctively to his touch. As he gently slid a finger inside her, exploring tentatively, Lucy’s hips bucked slightly, her breath catching in her throat.

When his finger brushed against her G-spot, Lucy jumped, her body reacting to the sudden rush of pleasure. Luke took note, pressing gently but deliberately, spending extra time massaging that sensitive area, feeling her tighten and tremble under his touch. Her soft moans filled the cabin, making the moment even more electric.

But just as Lucy began to ride the wave of sensation, Luke withdrew his finger, leaving her gasping for more. She bit her lip in frustration, her body arching toward him in silent plea. Then she felt it—his warm breath ghosting over her bare, sensitive skin. Her anticipation spiked, every nerve in her body tingling with need.

"Oh yes..." she breathed, her voice shaking with desire. "Eat my smooth pussy."

The moment his tongue flicked against her for the first time, Lucy gasped, her body jerking in response. "Yes, just like that," she whimpered, her voice becoming a throaty plea. "I love to be licked like that."

Luke’s tongue worked skillfully, exploring every inch of her, teasing her clit and dipping deep into her slick folds. The taste of her filled his senses, intoxicating and primal, driving him to devour her with more intensity. He flicked the tip of his tongue against her clit, mimicking the rhythm Emma had shown him earlier that day. The memory of that moment, of Emma’s body responding in the same way, made his pulse quicken even more.

Lucy’s first orgasm came quickly, her thighs trembling as Luke continued to feast on her. Her moans grew louder, echoing off the cabin walls as her body tensed and released in waves of pleasure. She bucked against him, her fingers tangling in the sheets, lost in the overwhelming sensation.

Breathing heavily, she pushed herself up slightly, her skin flushed and glowing. With a quick, determined motion, she pulled her shirt over her head, exposing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, her chest heaving as she locked eyes with Luke.

"I want you naked, Luke," she demanded, her voice breathless but firm. There was no hesitation now, no second thoughts. "Show me your nice cock."

Luke hesitated for only a moment, licking the last of her nectar from his lips before stepping back. He could feel his own arousal throbbing, the heat between them almost unbearable. With a sense of urgency, he pulled off his shirt and then his shorts, letting them fall to the floor in a heap.

Lucy’s eyes widened slightly, taking in the sight of his stiff, erect cock as he stood before her. "Oh, yeah," she whispered, her voice dripping with hunger. "Come up here with me."

Her hand reached out, beckoning him closer. Luke climbed onto the bed, his pulse racing as he positioned himself near her head. The desire in Lucy’s eyes was unmistakable, her gaze locked on his throbbing length.

"I want to suck on your big dick," she murmured, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "While you eat another helping."

After a torrid 69 on the bed, Lucy led her young lover through four different positions, savoring each shift in sensation as Luke fucked her—sometimes slow, sometimes fast—letting the rhythm ebb and flow between them. The tension built steadily, their bodies moving in sync as the heat between them intensified. Finally, Lucy climbed on top, straddling Luke’s hips, her hands resting on his chest as she began to ride him.

She gasped as she sank down onto his cock, her body adjusting to the feeling of him inside her. "Mmm, your cock is delicious," she moaned, rolling her hips slowly, savoring the stretch of his girth. He wasn’t as long as what she was used to, but he was thicker, and the fullness he gave her with every stroke was undeniable.

Luke let out a low groan, his hands sliding up her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples, which were already hard and sensitive from the intensity of their previous round. As Lucy rode him, she shifted her pace, slow at first, then faster, her slick warmth squeezing him as her rhythm became erratic, driven by the rising wave of pleasure.

"Cum with me, baby," Lucy panted, her voice trembling with need. "Cum in my smooth cunt. I want to feel you squirt."

Luke’s release hit him hard, his hips bucking beneath her as he felt the tight grip of her pussy milking him. The vivid image of Chris’s cock pounding into Emma flashed through his mind, fueling his climax. He groaned deeply, his sticky cum spurting inside Lucy’s wet heat, filling her as her own orgasm rippled through her body. The sensation of their combined juices seeping out, slicking his balls, brought them both back down from their high.

Lucy let out a satisfied sigh as she slid off to one side, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over his skin. "That was fantastic," she purred, her voice soft and satisfied. Without hesitation, she leaned down and began to lick the remnants of their combined cum from his balls and along his softening cock, her tongue swirling over his skin with practiced ease.

For a moment, Luke thought he wouldn’t be able to get hard again so soon. But Lucy’s mouth was relentless, teasing and coaxing him back to life with every lick and suck. Within minutes, he was stiff again, his cock hardening under her skilled touch.

"That’s what I like about you young guys," Lucy said between licks, her voice full of admiration. "You can get hard again so fast. My Chris can only go once, and then he’s done for a long time."

Luke groaned softly as her mouth worked him over, but Lucy didn’t stop there. She rolled onto her back, spreading her legs, her eyes dark with hunger. "Fuck me again," she demanded, her voice breathless with need. "This time long and slow. I want to remember how good you feel inside me."

Luke positioned himself between her legs, feeling the head of his cock brush against her entrance before pushing inside, savoring the slick heat of her body once more. He moved slowly, their bodies in perfect sync, the thick fullness of him filling her completely with each deep thrust.


Chapter 8

Chris and Emma lay nude on Luke’s bed, the dim cabin light casting soft shadows over their entwined bodies. Chris was eagerly working his tongue over Emma’s smooth, bald pussy, his hands roaming over her body as he buried his face between her legs. His enthusiasm for going down on her was obvious, and while Emma enjoyed the sensation, her attention was elsewhere.

Chris shifted, offering his cock toward her, silently suggesting she reciprocate. Emma hesitated, her eyes flicking down to his long but skinny uncut cock. The sight of his foreskin, soft and bunched up at the tip, made her feel indifferent. She wasn’t particularly attracted to it and didn’t feel like forcing herself to be. It’s not my fault if I don’t find it appealing, she thought, pushing away any guilt.

She half-heartedly wrapped her hand around him, giving a few strokes but not much more. Chris didn’t seem to notice—he was too focused on licking her, his tongue working her wet folds. He seemed happy to be there, and that was fine with her.

"I think you’re ready," Chris gasped, pulling away to catch his breath, his lips shiny from her juices.

Emma, relieved to avoid giving him oral, nodded, though her mind wasn’t entirely in it. Chris positioned himself between her legs, spreading them wide, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. He rubbed the head of his long, thin cock along her slick entrance, searching for the right angle before pressing forward. Emma’s body responded instinctively, though she couldn’t help but think about how much she missed Luke’s thickness. Chris filled her in a different way, reaching deeper, but it wasn’t the same.

Still, she clenched her muscles around him, hoping to amplify the sensation. "Fuck me hard and fast. Give me your cock, Chris," she urged, more out of habit than true desire.

Chris grunted, eager to comply. He increased his pace, thrusting faster, his balls slapping against her ass with every movement. He bent down, sucking on her nipple as he pounded into her. Emma moaned, trying to focus on the pleasure she was feeling, though it still wasn’t enough.

"Suck it hard," she gasped, wanting something more, "suck my nipple."

Chris complied, his mouth working roughly over her breast as the bed rocked beneath them. But within minutes, his pace became erratic. With a final thrust, he bit down on her nipple—too rough—as he came, his body shaking as three quick spurts of cum filled her.

Emma lay still as Chris softened inside her, slipping out moments later. He rolled onto his back, panting, covered in sweat. He leaned over, giving her a quick kiss before slipping out of bed and heading toward the head to clean himself up.

As he disappeared, Emma stared up at the ceiling, a familiar frustration building in her chest. Well, Chris worked hard enough, but he didn’t last long, she thought, her body still unsatisfied, the ache between her legs intensifying. And he didn’t even finish me off.

Her mind wandered back to a time when Luke had come too quickly, leaving her on edge. She smiled softly at the memory. Instead of giving up, Luke had spent the next twenty minutes with his hands between her legs, patiently rubbing her clit until she was trembling with a series of earth-shattering orgasms. He’d stayed focused on her, not stopping until she was completely spent. That’s what I need now, she thought wistfully, longing for that level of care and attention.

Chris returned with a damp washcloth, completely oblivious to her inner thoughts. "Here, you’re going to need this, I think."

Emma raised an eyebrow, her annoyance growing. "Why don’t you finish me off?" she suggested, hoping for just a bit more from him.

"Nah, I don’t do that," Chris replied dismissively, already halfway to the door. "You can handle it. I’m going to grab a beer."

Emma sighed as the door shut behind him. She stared at the ceiling for a moment longer, then reached down between her legs. Her fingers found her swollen clit, and she began to rub in slow, deliberate circles. Their combined juices were already starting to ooze out, slicking her fingers as she plunged two of them inside herself, her thumb working her clit with focused pressure.

He didn’t even finish me off, she thought with a frustrated groan, working her fingers in and out, trying to recreate the pleasure that Luke had so easily given her in the past. It took longer than usual, but eventually, she managed to bring herself to a small, almost reluctant climax.

With a sigh, she grabbed the washcloth, cleaning herself up and avoiding making a mess as she made her way to the head. Sometimes you win, and sometimes you lose, she thought, a wry smile tugging at her lips as she pulled down the covers and settled back into the bed.

As her head hit the pillow, her thoughts drifted back to Luke again. Tomorrow’s a new day, she reminded herself, already looking forward to the next time she’d be in his arms.

Luke stepped onto the deck of his boat, the cool night air washing over him. He was heading back to bed, thinking about the night he’d just had with Lucy, when he noticed a figure standing on the deck of Jack’s boat. It was Michelle, leaning against the railing, a beer in one hand and a cigarette in the other. The soft glow of her cigarette illuminated her face, and Luke was surprised to see the look of annoyance etched across it.

He hadn’t even known she smoked.

As he approached, Michelle’s eyes flicked up toward him, and she exhaled a cloud of smoke. "Hey, Luke," she said, her voice flat, her usual playfulness nowhere to be found.

"Hey," he replied, stopping beside her. "Didn’t know you smoked."

Michelle shrugged, taking another drag before answering. "I don’t. Not really. Just... needed one tonight, I guess." She paused, her eyes scanning the dark water, her frustration palpable.

Luke shifted his weight, sensing something was off. He wasn’t sure if he should ask, but his curiosity got the better of him. "Everything okay?" he asked, keeping his tone light but concerned.

Michelle let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head. "Depends on your definition of ‘okay.’" She took a long swig of her beer, then turned to face Luke, her eyes narrowing slightly as if weighing whether to confide in him.

Luke waited, giving her space, and after a moment, Michelle sighed heavily and spoke. "Jack," she started, her voice laced with annoyance, "was so turned on thinking about... about a threesome with Emma that he barely lasted. A couple of strokes—literally, once he got inside me—and it was over."

Luke raised an eyebrow, not quite sure how to respond. "That’s... unfortunate," he managed, though he could feel the tension beneath her words.

Michelle’s frustration deepened. "Unfortunate? Try infuriating," she muttered, taking another drag from her cigarette. "He was all worked up, thinking about Emma, but when it came time to actually... do something with me? He just lost it. And then, when I tried to get him to go down on me so I could get off, he refused. Said it was disgusting because he’d just cum in me."

Luke frowned. "That’s pretty... inconsiderate."

"Exactly!" Michelle snapped, her eyes flashing with anger. "Jack has a massive cock, and he’s always strutting around like he’s some kind of sex god because of it. But half the time, he doesn’t last more than a minute, and he never returns the favor when I go down on him. It’s like, I’m supposed to worship his dick just because it’s big, and he thinks that’s all he needs to do." She shook her head, her frustration boiling over. "He’s so arrogant about it. Like, yeah, great, you’ve got a big cock, but if you don’t know how to use it or can’t even last, what’s the point?"

Luke listened, nodding slowly, letting her vent. He wasn’t sure where the conversation was headed, but it was clear Michelle needed to get this off her chest.

Then she looked at him, her gaze sharpening, and there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—something more than just frustration. "You know," she said, her voice lowering slightly, "after sucking your cock with Emma, I’ve learned what a real man can do... how long he can last."

Luke’s breath caught for a moment, taken aback by her bluntness. The intensity in her eyes unsettled him, and for a second, he wasn’t sure how to respond. He hadn’t expected this conversation to take such a turn, but the honesty in her voice was hard to ignore. There was something raw and real about the way she spoke, a vulnerability beneath the anger.

He cleared his throat, trying to keep his cool. "Michelle," he began, choosing his words carefully, "I’m sorry things went down like that tonight. Jack... he should’ve treated you better."

Michelle nodded, her expression softening just a bit. "Yeah," she muttered, taking a final drag from her cigarette before flicking it over the edge of the boat. "He should’ve."

Luke hesitated for a moment, his mind racing as he tried to find the right words. He didn’t have a plan yet, but an idea was forming, something that might make things right—something that might give everyone what they needed. "Look," he said, "I’ve got an idea... but I think you should talk to Emma in the morning."

Michelle looked at him, curiosity flickering in her eyes. "Talk to Emma?" she asked, frowning slightly. "Why?"

Luke gave her a small, knowing smile. "Just trust me. Talk to her tomorrow. I think... I think there’s a way to make this better for both of us."

Michelle studied him for a moment, as if trying to read between the lines, then finally nodded. "Alright," she said, her voice softening. "I’ll talk to her."

Luke gave her a nod, feeling a strange sense of resolution settling between them. "Goodnight, Michelle," he said, turning toward his boat.

"Goodnight, Luke," she replied, her voice quieter now, more thoughtful.


Chapter 9

Emma half-awoke when she heard Luke quietly enter the cabin, strip off his clothes, and climb into bed beside her. His body was warm as he slid under the covers, but Emma remained still, her thoughts heavy from the night.

"Are you okay?" Luke asked softly, noticing that she didn’t immediately greet him like she usually did.

Emma turned her face toward him, her expression tired but not angry. "Yeah," she murmured, "I’m okay. Just... disappointed, that’s all."

Luke frowned, his voice filled with concern. "Why? What happened?"

Emma let out a quiet sigh. "Chris was only interested in fucking me for his own benefit. He got off way too quickly, and I didn’t even have an orgasm. As soon as he was done, he tossed me a washcloth and went outside to grab a beer."

"Shit," Luke muttered under his breath, guilt tugging at him. "I’m sorry I got you into this, Emma. I didn’t know it would be like that."

Emma reached out, gently brushing his arm. "You had no way of knowing," she said, her voice soft. "Don’t beat yourself up. It’s okay. I took care of myself after he left. How was it with Lucy?"

Luke shifted, feeling a mix of emotions from his experience. "She was dynamite," he admitted. "Taught me a couple of new positions I think we should try. She couldn’t seem to get enough... and now, I think I know why."

Emma turned her head toward him, curiosity sparking in her sleepy eyes. "Why’s that?"

Luke leaned in closer, lowering his voice as if the walls had ears. "On my way back, I ran into Michelle. She was on the deck of Jack’s boat, and she wasn’t happy. Turns out Jack got so worked up thinking about a threesome with you, he came after just a couple of strokes. She’s pissed because he didn’t bother to get her off afterward, said it was ‘disgusting’ to go down on her after he came."

Emma raised an eyebrow, a mixture of amusement and disbelief playing across her face. "Jack said that?"

Luke nodded. "Yeah, apparently it’s not the first time either. Michelle opened up about how Jack is a pretty selfish lover—he’s got this big cock, but he doesn’t last and he never really puts in the effort to make sure she’s satisfied."

Emma’s lips curled into a smirk. "Figures."

Luke leaned back, a small, knowing smile spreading across his face. "So, I had an idea. I didn’t tell Michelle yet, but I think we can make this work in our favor."

Emma’s curiosity deepened, and she pushed herself up on one elbow. "What are you thinking?"

"Well," Luke began, "we know Jack is going to get too excited again if we suggest anything about a partner swap. He’ll probably blow his load fast, just like tonight. What if we set up a swap or a group thing with him and Michelle, knowing that Jack’s going to underperform? It could knock him down a peg or two, and in the meantime, I get to have some fun with Michelle."

Emma considered his words, her gaze narrowing in thought. "So, while Jack is... let’s say ‘underwhelming’ me, you get to show Michelle what a considerate lover is really like?"

"Exactly," Luke grinned, feeling more confident now. "It’ll be a win for us both. I told Michelle to talk to you in the morning. I figured the two of you could... work out the details."

Emma’s smirk returned, this time with a hint of excitement. "I like the sound of that," she admitted. "Jack’s always been a little too sure of himself when it comes to sex. And if you’re with Michelle, that could be interesting."

"Do you think you’d enjoy being with Jack?" Luke asked, his voice a bit more cautious now.

Emma chuckled, her eyes gleaming mischievously. "Well, he can’t be worse than Chris, right? And Jack’s definitely been wanting to get in my pants for a while now. I’m up for it if you are."

Luke shook his head in amazement, laughing softly. "You never cease to amaze me, woman. Just when I think I’ve got you figured out, you surprise me. That’s one of the reasons I love you so much."

Emma smiled, leaning in to kiss him softly. "So, what’s the plan?"

"I’ll talk to Jack in the morning," Luke said, his mind already working through the details. "Make sure he’s on board without knowing what’s coming. And Michelle will talk to you. Then, we’ll see how things play out."

Emma laid back down, her excitement palpable even in the quiet cabin. "It sounds like it could be fun. And hey, if nothing else, at least we’ll get some new stories out of it."

Luke chuckled, pulling her close. "You got that right."

As they settled into bed, Luke’s mind continued to spin with possibilities. Tomorrow was going to be an interesting day, and he was ready to see how their plan unfolded.


Chapter 10

Luke jumped onto Pleasure Seeker II early in the morning, the sun barely cresting the horizon. He knocked lightly on the cabin door, glancing around to make sure no one else was up yet. "Anybody awake?" he called softly.

After a minute, the door cracked open, revealing a groggy Jack, his hair tousled and his eyes bleary from sleep. "What’s up?" Jack mumbled, squinting against the morning light.

Luke leaned in, keeping his voice low. "Tell me," he whispered, "did Michelle say yes or no?"

Jack blinked, then a slow smile crept across his face. "Uh, yeah. She agreed right away," he said, his mood instantly lifting.

Luke’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Good," he said. "Okay, listen up. Chris is a complete disappointment in the sack. Emma was not impressed at all last night—he didn’t even finish her off. But," Luke added, leaning closer, "we’ve got another idea if you’re game."

Jack’s tired face perked up, curiosity flashing in his eyes. "Hit me, buddy," he said, though there was a tinge of discouragement in his tone.

Luke glanced around, making sure they were still alone. "Here’s the plan," he began. "We’ll tell Chris and Lucy we have to leave after breakfast. Then, you and I will head farther up the lake, raft up there, and it’ll just be the four of us. If Michelle’s on board with the change in plans, we can all have some real fun."

Jack’s eyes widened slightly. "You mean... you’re really going to let me fuck Emma?" he whispered in disbelief, a grin spreading across his face.

Luke nodded, flashing a sly grin of his own. "Yeah, as long as I get to have a turn with Michelle," he said. "Emma’s actually looking forward to it. She’s curious to see if you’re any better than Chris in the lovemaking department."

Jack’s grin grew wider, his excitement palpable. "Oh, I can’t wait to prove myself," he said, nearly vibrating with anticipation. "Michelle will be fine with it. She told me about sucking your cock yesterday while I was off sulking. Said she really liked it."

Luke chuckled, shrugging innocently. "Hey, that was all the girls' idea. What could I do? What would you do?"

Jack laughed, shaking his head. "Same as you, man. Same as you."

"Good," Luke said, feeling the plan coming together perfectly. "I’ll let Emma know everything’s in place. You tell Michelle so she’ll play along when we break the news to Chris and Lucy. I’ll handle the rest."

Jack nodded, still grinning like a kid on Christmas morning. "By the way," he added, "how was Lucy?"

Luke leaned back with a satisfied smirk. "Superb," he replied. "She’s one hot lady in the sack. Now I know why. Chris may be a dirty old man, but he’s pretty ham-handed when it comes to another woman. No wonder she was so eager."

With their plan in place, the two men rejoined their respective partners for breakfast. As they sat around the table with Chris and Lucy, sipping coffee and exchanging pleasantries, Luke finally made his move.

"Listen," Luke said, glancing at Emma and Jack for support, "we’ve got to leave after breakfast. Something’s come up, and we need to head farther up the lake for a bit."

Chris’s face fell immediately, his disappointment clear. "What? You’re leaving already?" he asked, his voice tinged with frustration. "Come on, guys, stay a bit longer. There’s still so much fun to be had!"

Luke shook his head, keeping his tone firm but apologetic. "I’m afraid we really have to go. Wish we could stay, but it’s necessary."

Lucy pouted, clearly disappointed as well. "Aw, I was looking forward to seeing more of you guys today," she said, her tone light but with a hint of frustration beneath it. She glanced at Jack, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "Guess I’ll just have to wait for my chance with you, huh?"

Jack smiled, playing along, but kept his response light. "Maybe another time, Lucy."

Lucy sighed, accepting it with grace. "It’s happened before," she said, giving Chris a teasing look. "Can’t always get what you want, right?" Despite the letdown, she remained upbeat, her body still humming from the night before. She hadn’t forgotten Emma’s touch or how it had lingered long after their time together.

As the couples finished breakfast and prepared to depart, Chris remained visibly disappointed, though he tried to mask it. "Well, if you’ve got to go, you’ve got to go," he muttered, shaking his head. "But I was hoping for one more round."

Luke clapped him on the back with a smile. "Maybe next time, Chris. Take care."

As Luke and Jack packed up, the air buzzed with the promise of what was to come. Luke’s mind was already spinning with anticipation—he could practically see how the day would unfold. Jack, eager to prove himself, was going to get far too excited again. Luke was counting on it. And when he did, well, Luke would be right there with Michelle, ready to pick up the pieces.

Everything was falling into place.

The two couples sat on Luke’s boat, the sun beginning its slow descent over the lake, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. They had opened a few bottles of wine, and the mood had shifted into something lighter, more carefree. Michelle, in particular, had been hitting the wine hard, her laughter growing louder and more frequent with each passing minute. She leaned back in her seat, her eyes sparkling as she tossed out teasing comments and jokes, clearly enjoying herself.

Luke sat beside her, casually sipping his wine, glancing over at Emma and Jack, who were equally relaxed, smiling and chatting as the conversation flowed. There was an undeniable undercurrent of anticipation in the air, something that had been simmering since breakfast, waiting to bubble to the surface.

After a particularly loud bout of laughter from Michelle, Emma stood up, her cheeks flushed, whether from the wine or something else, Luke couldn’t tell. "Come on, Michelle," Emma said with a grin. "Let’s go grab dessert."

Michelle’s laughter softened as she stood, wobbling slightly as she followed Emma below deck into the kitchen. The cool air of the cabin was a welcome contrast to the heat they had left behind on deck. Emma went to the fridge, pulling out a couple of plates while Michelle leaned against the counter, catching her breath.

"So..." Michelle began, a mischievous grin on her face, "we’re really doing this, aren’t we?"

Emma glanced over, her own smile spreading. "Yeah, we are. I’ve been thinking... we should probably make sure the guys know what we want."

Michelle raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "What do you have in mind?"

Emma set down the plates, turning to face Michelle. "We start by having them go down on us. You take Luke, and I’ll take Jack. Then, once we’re all warmed up, we can move on to the next part."

Michelle’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she considered the plan. "I like that. I definitely want Luke to go down on me first... I’ve been thinking about it all day."

Emma chuckled, pouring more wine into their glasses. "I figured you’d say that." But as she poured, her mind wandered, a sudden image of Lucy flashing through her thoughts. She could still remember the feel of Lucy’s body, the way her skin had glistened, the softness of her touch. The memory stirred something deep inside her, an unexpected longing. Maybe there’s more to explore there, she mused, quickly pushing the thought aside.

Michelle raised her glass, snapping Emma back to the moment. "Here’s to a wild night," Michelle said with a wink, clinking her glass against Emma’s.

Emma grinned, refocusing on the plan. "Here’s to that."

With their glasses full, the girls headed back up to the deck, their playful energy ramping up the anticipation. As they rejoined Luke and Jack, the tension between the four of them grew palpable, the unspoken plan hanging in the air.

They sat down, laughing and chatting as though nothing had changed, but every so often, Emma caught Michelle glancing at Luke, biting her lip, her body language signaling that she was ready for more. The wine had loosened everyone’s inhibitions, and it was only a matter of time before things escalated.

Finally, Michelle could no longer contain herself. She stood abruptly, her cheeks flushed from both the alcohol and desire, and with a boldness that surprised even her, she blurted out, "I need someone to lick my pussy."

The words hung in the air for a beat, and then Luke, always the one to seize the moment, stood up with a grin. "I think I can help with that."

He took Michelle’s hand, guiding her over to one of the sun loungers. She let out a soft giggle as he pulled her close, his hands already slipping under the hem of her dress as he leaned in to kiss her neck. Jack, not missing a beat, stood as well, moving toward Emma with a sly smile.

Emma’s heart raced as she met Jack’s gaze, a rush of excitement flooding her veins. She hadn’t expected to feel this much anticipation, but the idea of Jack finally touching her, finally undressing her, sent a thrill through her. Jack’s hands were warm as he reached for her, peeling away her clothes with deliberate slowness.

Within moments, both women were naked, their clothes discarded carelessly across the deck. The cool evening air brushed against Emma’s bare skin, but she barely noticed. She was too focused on Jack, who had guided her back onto the second sun lounger, his hands gliding over her body, his fingers tracing the curves of her hips before gently spreading her legs.

Luke, meanwhile, had already lowered himself between Michelle’s legs, his tongue teasing her swollen, wet slit. Michelle gasped, her body responding instantly, her back arching as Luke expertly worked her clit. She felt herself growing wetter with every flick of his tongue, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Michelle glanced over at Emma, her inhibitions completely gone. She didn’t even feel the usual insecurity about her small breasts as she lay there, her body exposed, her legs wide open for Luke. Her eyes drifted to Jack, whose head was now buried between Emma’s thighs, his hands reaching up to squeeze her full, round breasts as he devoured her.

Luke, in contrast, was giving Michelle some of the most intense oral sex she’d ever experienced. His tongue moved with precision and care, hitting every spot that made her shiver with pleasure. She couldn’t believe how good it felt—so much better than what she was used to with Jack.

For a moment, the world around them disappeared, the only sounds being the soft moans of pleasure and the occasional rustle of the boat shifting on the water. The tension had finally broken, and now, all that was left was the undeniable pleasure unfolding between them.

Michelle’s body tensed as Luke’s tongue moved faster, her breathing turning ragged as the pleasure built inside her. And then, with a sharp gasp, her orgasm tore through her, her legs shaking as she writhed beneath him, fingers gripping the edge of the sun lounger. She let out a long, breathless moan, her head tilting back as the waves of pleasure coursed through her.

Just a few seconds later, Emma let out a surprised cry of her own, her body arching as Jack’s mouth worked wonders between her legs. The orgasm came unexpectedly—she had assumed Jack wouldn’t be nearly as skilled as Luke, but the way he worked her clit with his tongue had her trembling in no time. She reached down, gripping his head as her body shuddered through the intense release, her hips bucking against his face.

For a moment, the two women lay there, side by side, recovering from their orgasms, their breathing heavy and their bodies slick with sweat. Michelle turned her head, catching Emma’s gaze, a shared look of satisfaction passing between them. They had both gotten what they wanted, but Emma wasn’t done yet.

Slowly, Emma pushed herself up, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She glanced at Jack, who was wiping his mouth, his eyes dark with desire. Without a word, she stood and took his hand, leading him over to the railing on the side of the boat.

Once there, Emma bent over, her hands gripping the railing as she pushed her big, round ass back toward Jack, the invitation unmistakable. Her skin glistened in the fading light, the curves of her hips and thighs on full display. She looked over her shoulder, catching Jack’s gaze, her lips parted in anticipation.

Jack didn’t need any more encouragement. He slid his shorts down, revealing his cock—rock hard and throbbing with arousal. Emma’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of him. He was huge—so much thicker than Luke. She gasped without meaning to, a breathless comment escaping her lips. "Holy shit, you’re so thick..."

Jack grinned, his hand wrapping around his shaft as he moved closer. He didn’t need to be told twice.

Luke watched from where he knelt beside Michelle, his heart racing as he saw Jack’s cock in full view. A flicker of concern crossed his mind—he hadn’t expected Jack to be that big. But before his thoughts could spiral, Michelle reached up and almost tore his shorts off, her impatience clear. She led him over to the railing, positioning herself right next to Emma, bending over in the same position, her smaller, more petite frame a striking contrast to Emma’s fuller curves.

The two women stood side by side, naked and bent over the railing, their legs spread, their asses pushed back toward their respective partners. Emma’s round, voluptuous figure contrasted with Michelle’s slender, delicate frame—where Emma’s hips flared wide, Michelle’s were narrow, her waist trim. Their skin gleamed in the soft light, their bodies ready and waiting.

Jack wasted no time, stepping forward and guiding his thick cock to Emma’s slick entrance. She let out a soft moan as she felt him push inside her, her body stretching around his girth. He was thicker than anyone she’d ever been with, and the sensation of being filled so completely sent a shudder through her. She braced herself against the railing, her back arching as he began to thrust, each stroke stretching her in ways she hadn’t anticipated. "Oh my God," she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Beside her, Luke lined up behind Michelle, his cock sliding easily into her wet folds. Michelle let out a soft sigh, her fingers gripping the railing as she adjusted to the feeling of him inside her. It was good—Luke’s cock filled her nicely, hitting all the right spots—but it wasn’t overwhelming like what Emma was clearly experiencing. She glanced sideways at Emma, watching the way her body quivered with each of Jack’s thrusts, the way her breath hitched and her moans grew louder.

Luke’s hands gripped Michelle’s hips as he moved inside her, his rhythm steady, but he couldn’t help but glance over at Emma. The sight of Jack’s thick cock pumping into her, her body stretched around him, was intense—almost too intense. His heart pounded as he watched her, her face flushed, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. Jack’s cock looked enormous inside her, and it made Luke’s chest tighten for a moment, a strange mixture of arousal and something else coursing through him.

Emma’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as Jack’s thrusts quickened. She could feel the orgasm building again, this one even more powerful than the last. "Jack," she gasped, her fingers digging into the railing. "Oh God, don’t stop..."

Jack grunted, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her harder, his cock stretching her with every thrust. Emma’s legs began to shake, her body on the edge, and then, with a loud cry, she came. Her orgasm ripped through her, her entire body shaking violently as she clung to the railing for support. Her moans filled the air, and a few seconds later, Jack groaned as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came hard, filling her with his cum.

Luke’s eyes widened as he watched Jack pull out of Emma, his thick, cum-slick cock sliding out of her swollen, dripping pussy. The sight of Emma, bent over the railing, her legs still trembling and her pussy dripping with Jack’s cum, was almost too much for him.

For a brief moment, something tightened in his chest—a flicker of jealousy, or maybe just shock—but before he could dwell on it, Michelle reached up and pulled him down for a kiss. Her lips were soft against his, her voice a gentle whisper. "Remember the plan," she murmured, her eyes soft and reassuring.

Luke exhaled, nodding as he steadied himself. With that, he refocused on Michelle, his hands sliding over her body as he continued to thrust into her, letting the intensity of the moment carry him forward.

Behind them, Emma slowly straightened, her body still buzzing from the aftershocks of her orgasm, her legs weak beneath her. She turned around, her inner thighs slick with cum, watching as Jack stepped away, heading for the cooler to grab a beer, completely satisfied.

Jack returned from the cooler, a cold beer in hand, his body still buzzing from the intensity of his orgasm. He popped the top and took a long swig, letting the cool liquid wash down his throat as he sat back down on one of the chairs, looking satisfied. His eyes drifted over to where Michelle was still bent over the railing, Luke’s hands gripping her hips as he steadily thrust into her, her soft moans growing louder with each stroke.

Michelle was close—very close. Her body trembled as Luke worked her over, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. She gripped the railing, her knuckles white, her breath coming in shallow, desperate gasps. And then, with a sharp cry, her body shuddered as her orgasm hit her hard. Her moans filled the air as her legs quivered beneath her, her entire body tensing with the intensity of her release.

Across the deck, Emma, who had been cleaning herself up with a towel, looked up with a smile as she heard Michelle’s climax. She knew Luke would keep going—he always made sure the woman he was with was fully satisfied. Emma tossed the towel aside and made her way to the cooler, grabbing a beer of her own. The sound of Michelle’s moans echoed in her ears as she popped the top and took a sip, feeling a sense of satisfaction at how the evening had unfolded.

Beer in hand, Emma sauntered over to where Jack sat, his eyes still glazed with post-orgasm contentment. She smiled at him, her eyes dark with mischief, and leaned in close, pressing her lips to his in a slow, passionate kiss. Jack responded immediately, his free hand moving to her waist, pulling her closer.

As their kiss deepened, Emma’s hand slid down to his lap, her fingers wrapping around his soft cock. Jack inhaled sharply at the touch, but before he could say anything, Emma pulled back slightly, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "You were really good, Jack. So big..." Her hand gave him a teasing squeeze, her voice laced with both praise and something more playful. "But... it’s such a shame you didn’t last longer."

Jack’s face flushed slightly, a flicker of embarrassment crossing his features, but Emma just smiled, her fingers lightly stroking him, keeping him on the edge of arousal. "I mean," she continued, her voice sweet but with that teasing edge, "you’ve got this huge cock, but I guess sometimes size isn’t everything, huh?"

Jack opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, Michelle let out another sharp moan, her second orgasm building under Luke’s relentless attention. Emma glanced over her shoulder at the sound, her lips curling into a smirk as she saw Michelle’s legs shaking, her body quivering beneath Luke as he continued to drive into her.

"Wow," Emma said, her voice dripping with amusement as she looked back at Jack, her hand still lightly teasing him. "Looks like Michelle’s about to cum again. Luke really knows how to keep going, doesn’t he?"

Jack grumbled slightly, shifting in his seat, but Emma just laughed softly, kissing him again, her hand continuing to toy with him as she kept him in a delicious mix of pleasure and teasing. Her words were a playful jab, but there was no denying the effect she was having on him. And as Michelle cried out, her second orgasm ripping through her, Emma couldn’t help but comment again.

Michelle’s breath quickened as she rode Luke, her hips grinding down onto him, the pleasure building inside her once again. Luke’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his eyes locked on her as she began to lose herself in the rhythm. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as her orgasm approached.

And then, with a shuddering gasp, Michelle came for the third time, her body shaking as she clung to Luke, waves of pleasure rolling through her. She moaned softly, her legs quivering as she rode out the final moments of her climax, her body pulsing around his cock.

Across the deck, Emma watched, a wicked smile curling her lips. "I wish I’d cum more than once tonight," she said, her voice teasing but sharp, her eyes glinting with mischief as she glanced at Jack, whose cock twitched under her touch. Her words hung in the air, both playful and pointed, as she watched Michelle ride out her orgasm.

Michelle caught her breath, her body still shaking as she slowly lifted herself off Luke’s cock, the thick length of him glistening with her juices as she stood up. She smirked at Emma, wiping a hand across her brow before grabbing her beer. "Why don’t you have a go, then?" she said, her voice still breathless, but with an edge of challenge. "I could use a break."

With that, Michelle took a seat nearby, sipping her beer and watching with a satisfied grin as Emma stood up, her eyes fixed on Luke’s still-hard cock.

Emma didn’t waste any time. She walked over to Luke, her body flushed and ready as she straddled his lap, positioning herself just above him. Her hand reached down, guiding his slick cock to her entrance, and with a slow, deliberate movement, she sank down onto him. Her eyes fluttered closed as his cock filled her, her body stretching around him.

Luke groaned, his hands moving to her waist as she began to ride him, her hips rolling in a steady, sensual rhythm. Emma’s hands pressed against his chest as she rode him, her back arching as she leaned into the pleasure, her full breasts bouncing with each movement.

For several minutes, Emma moved above him, her moans growing louder as her body rocked with the intensity of the moment. She could feel the tension building inside her, the familiar heat coiling low in her belly as Luke’s cock hit all the right spots.

And then, with a loud cry, Emma came again, her body shuddering as her second orgasm ripped through her. She clung to Luke, her fingers digging into his chest as her legs shook, the pleasure overwhelming her.

After a moment, she finally pulled herself off him, her legs still weak as she stood. Luke remained seated, his cock sticking up, coated in both Michelle’s and Emma’s juices, still rock hard and pulsing.

With Emma and Michelle standing before him, Luke remained seated, his cock still rock hard and glistening with both of their juices. He looked up at them, sensing something had shifted between the two women—a shared glance, a silent understanding. And then, without a word, they both knelt down in front of him.

Michelle took the lead, her hands wrapping around the base of Luke’s shaft as she flashed a wicked smile at Emma. "Let’s finish him off, shall we?" she purred, her tone laced with playful malice. Emma nodded, her lips curling into a grin as she leaned forward, joining Michelle.

Together, their mouths descended on Luke’s cock, their tongues swirling over the slick length of him. Luke groaned, his head falling back as the two women worked in unison, their hands and lips moving with practiced ease. Emma focused on the head, her lips teasing the sensitive tip, while Michelle’s mouth slid lower, her tongue tracing along the shaft.

As they continued, Michelle couldn’t resist twisting the knife. She looked up at Luke, but her words were meant for Jack, who was still watching from nearby, his cock limp between his legs. "You know," Michelle began, her voice dripping with cruelty, "I’ve never done this for Jack. Not ever. He’s never lasted long enough to deserve a blowjob after sex."

Emma stifled a laugh, her lips curling around Luke’s cock as Michelle’s words hung in the air. The sting of them was unmistakable, and Emma could see Jack’s face tighten as he listened, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene unfolding before him.

"You don’t give a guy a reward," Michelle continued, her voice wicked and sharp, "if he doesn’t earn it." She shot Jack a pointed glance before returning her focus to Luke’s cock, her mouth sliding down his length as Emma followed her lead.

Together, the two women brought Luke to the edge, their mouths working in perfect harmony. Luke’s breath quickened, his body tense as he felt the pressure building inside him. Michelle’s words were cruel, but her mouth was skilled, her tongue and lips sending shocks of pleasure through his body.

As Emma worked her mouth over him, her mind briefly wandered. Despite how incredibly erotic the situation was, she couldn’t shake the relief that came with knowing Michelle would be the one to swallow. She had never been a fan of swallowing cum, and tonight wasn’t going to change that.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of teasing, Luke let out a deep groan, his hands gripping the sides of the chair as his body tensed. Michelle and Emma didn’t stop—they pushed him over the edge, their mouths relentless as they worked him through the final moments.

With a guttural moan, Luke came, his cock pulsing as he released into their waiting mouths. Michelle eagerly swallowed every drop, her lips sealed around the head of his cock, making sure not a single bit was wasted. Emma, glad to pass that responsibility, leaned back, wiping her mouth with a satisfied smile.

Luke, spent and breathing heavily, watched as the two women shared a knowing glance. Michelle gave Emma a little wink, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Well," she said, her voice light and playful now, "that was fun."

Emma laughed, standing up and stretching. "Sure was."

With that, Luke and Emma made their excuses. The night had been intense, and they were both ready to retreat. They slipped away to their cabin, leaving Michelle and Jack behind.

Once inside, Luke and Emma collapsed into bed, their bodies exhausted but still humming with the energy of the night. They lay side by side, staring up at the ceiling, the events of the night replaying in their minds. After a few moments of silence, Luke turned his head toward the small window. "Look," he whispered, nudging Emma.

They both leaned closer to the window, peering out just in time to see Michelle and Jack standing by the railings, talking. Though they couldn’t hear every word, it was clear that the conversation was serious. Michelle’s body language was tense, her arms crossed as she spoke. Jack looked sheepish, his posture slouched as he listened to whatever Michelle was saying.

"She’s giving him hell," Emma whispered, a smirk playing on her lips.

They couldn’t make out every word, but it was clear that Michelle wasn’t holding back. The conversation was about what had happened, and Jack’s selfish attitude toward sex. Even from the distance, the frustration on Michelle’s face was obvious.

Then, in a surprising move, they watched as Jack slowly knelt down in front of Michelle, his head lowering as he leaned toward her. Emma’s eyes widened. "Is he...?" she began, but didn’t need to finish the sentence.

They both watched as Jack began to lick Michelle’s pussy, his mouth moving over her with an almost desperate fervor. Michelle’s hands rested on the railing behind her, her head tilted back as she spoke, though her words were still lost to them. Whatever she was saying, it was brutal—her expression said it all. Even as Jack pleasured her, she was berating him, her words cutting deep. Her body language exuded dominance, as if she were punishing him, using him to get what she wanted.

Luke and Emma exchanged a glance, both of them feeling a mix of discomfort and fascination. The sight of Michelle, so openly humiliating Jack even as he went down on her, was intense. It was clear that Jack had a lot to answer for, and Michelle wasn’t going to let him off easy.

They continued watching as Michelle’s body tensed, her legs shaking as another orgasm built inside her. Jack worked harder, his mouth moving frantically, desperate to please her. And then, with a loud, shuddering moan, Michelle came hard, her body arching as she gripped the railing for support.

For a moment, there was silence, and then Jack stood up. His cock was finally hard again, and without missing a beat, he bent Michelle over the railing, positioning himself behind her for round two. Michelle let out a soft moan as Jack entered her, her body still trembling from her orgasm.

Luke and Emma, both slightly overwhelmed by the intensity of what they were witnessing, slowly pulled away from the window. "Well," Emma whispered with a wry smile, "that’s one way to end the night."

They both settled back into bed, the sounds of Michelle and Jack’s continued lovemaking faintly drifting through the night air. Luke and Emma drifted off to sleep just after Michelle came again, their minds still reeling from the unforgettable night.
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Hedonism: A Couple's First Experience

When my wife told me she had booked a surprise vacation for my birthday, I honestly never would have expected this. Sure, we had talked about it, briefly, sometimes. But I think a lot of couples talk about it in the heat of the moment.

Hedonism - Just the name of the resort is all it takes to send vivid images flashing through your mind. Images of what you think the place will be like.

But really, no one has any idea until they get there.

You can go as far as you want, or you can just chill by the pool in the non nude area and see what happens.

But what surprised me the most was that although this had always been my fantasy, it was actually Sarah who seemed to be pushing it once we landed!

This is Hedonism; this is our first experience, and this is happening!

Sun, Sand, Swing: A couple's surprising introduction to swinging

If you're expecting some great voyage of discovery, you know, the sort of thing that says how we talked about it for years, learned to communicate, and slowly explored each other's fantasies, then you might be disappointed.

This was a lot more simple. Jess and I went on our first vacation in years; both got a little bit too drunk and met Marcus and Louisa, the handsome black man and his beautiful Latin American girlfriend.

Seducing the happily married couple was clearly a game they liked to play, and it wasn't long before Jess's face was in Marcus's lap and Louisa's hand was getting to work on me. There I was, trapped in limbo. I didn't want my wife to give another man a blowjob, but I couldn't speak, Louisa's hand was preventing me from saying a word.

But that was just the beginning. They opened our eyes to so much on that vacation. This is how the Sun and Sand led to the Swing.


Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?
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