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Chapter 1: The Weekend Away
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The asphalt ribbon of highway, still damp from a morning shower, unfurled before their SUV, cutting a path through a landscape growing progressively wilder. In the passenger seat, Danielle tapped her nails—a fresh coat of a colour called “Bordeaux Lustre”—against the console. The last cell tower had blinked out of range twenty minutes ago, and the GPS now showed only a skeletal map and a persistent, unwavering blue line.

“You’re sure you saved the directions?” she asked, not for the first time.

Jeremy kept his hands loose on the wheel, the picture of calm. “Elijah’s instructions were idiot-proof. Fifty kilometres past the last gas station, look for the weathered wooden sign for ‘Cedar Ridge Trail’, turn onto the gravel, then follow the fork left at the giant glacial erratic.”

“The giant what?”

“The big rock that looks out of place. He texted a picture, remember?” He glanced over, taking in her profile against the window of towering spruce and granite. She’d dressed for comfort for the drive—soft leggings, an oversized sweater—but there was an energy about her, a faint, excited vibration he could feel from his seat. “Relax, Dani. We’re almost there. The estate’s supposed to feel remote. That’s the point.”

“I know, I know. It’s just... committing to a two-hour drive into the back of beyond for a whole weekend.” She shifted to look at him, a playful glint in her eye. “What was Elijah’s warning again? Word for word?”

Jeremy chuckled, reciting the familiar mantra. “If we so much as spill a drink on the Persian rug in the great room, if we leave a single scrape on the billiard table, or if the hot tub even thinks about overflowing, his uncle will personally ensure none of us, including Elijah, ever sets foot on the property again. It’s to be treated with ‘respectful reverence.’ His uncle’s phrasing.”

“Respectful reverence,” Danielle repeated, savouring the words. “For a weekend Elijah described as ‘unfettered fun.’ A certain contradiction there.”

“A challenge,” Jeremy corrected, a slow smile spreading. “To be our best, most interesting selves within pristine, luxurious confines. No consequences back home. Just... exploration.”

The word hung in the air between them, charged with all the unspoken conversations they’d had leading up to this. The theoreticals. The ‘what ifs’ that had started as a naughty game in their downtown condo and had somehow led them down this gravel road, deep into the Canadian Shield.

Finally, the promised fork appeared. A house-sized boulder, moss-covered and ancient, stood sentinel. Jeremy turned left, the tires crunching on the well-maintained but private road. Another five minutes of dense forest, and then the trees peeled back like a curtain.

The estate wasn’t a homely little cottage. It was a lodge. Built of massive logs and river stone, it sprawled across a cleared rise, overlooking a vast, dark lake that stretched to meet jagged hills on the far shore. Meticulous landscaping gave way to wildflowers, and a massive deck boasted a shimmering hot tub. Three other vehicles were already parked in the circular drive: Elijah’s rugged Jeep, Mateo’s sporty coupe, and Sofia’s compact hatchback.

As Jeremy killed the engine, the silence was profound—a deep, absorbing quiet broken only by the distant cry of a loon and the whisper of wind in the pines. It was the silence of being truly away.

“Wow,” Danielle breathed, all her earlier anxiety melting into awe. “It’s... incredible.”

“It’s something,” Jeremy agreed, squeezing her hand. “Ready?”

They grabbed their weekend bags from the back and approached the heavy oak door. Before Jeremy could knock, it swung inward.

Elijah stood there, beaming, a bottle of local craft beer in his hand. He was in his element—the gracious, slightly anxious host. “You found it! I was starting to watch for bears, not your SUV.” He pulled Jeremy into a one-armed clap on the shoulder and kissed Danielle’s cheek. “Come in, come in. But shoes off right on the mat here. Uncle’s number one rule.”

They complied, stepping onto cool, wide-plank hardwood. The interior was even more impressive: a vaulted ceiling with exposed beams, a stone fireplace big enough to stand in, and wall-sized windows framing the epic lake view. The air smelled of pine, woodsmoke, and citrus cleaner.

From the great room, two figures uncurled themselves from a deep leather sofa. Mateo, sleek and smiling, raised a glass of red wine in salute. Beside him, Sofia uncoiled with feline grace, her smile warm and knowing.

“The final arrivals,” Mateo said. “Now the party can officially begin. Within the bounds of ‘respectful reverence,’ of course.”

Danielle laughed, the sound bright in the majestic space. She leaned into Jeremy, feeling the solid reassurance of his side against hers as their friends gathered around. The drive, the city, the ordinary world—it all fell away, left at the turnoff by the giant rock.

The weekend, held delicately in the palm of this beautiful, forbidden place, had begun.
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Chapter 2: Changing


[image: ]


“Let me show you to your room,” Elijah said, gesturing with his beer bottle toward a majestic staircase of dark, polished wood. He led them up, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “You’ve got the ‘Sunset Room’. Best view of the lake, hands down. My uncle’s favourite, so, you know... reverence.”

The room was at the end of a long, carpeted hallway. It was spacious and tasteful, with a king-sized bed dressed in crisp linens and those same incredible floor-to-ceiling windows, now reflecting the dimming twilight. Elijah deposited their bags just inside the door. “Get settled. I’ll go see what the consensus is for tonight’s agenda.”

He slipped back into the hall, pulling the door shut with a soft click. For a moment, Jeremy and Danielle just stood there, listening to the muffled sounds of their friends’ laughter floating up from the great room below. The journey, the arrival, the sheer scale of the place—it all settled over them in a quiet bubble.

Downstairs, the chatter crescendoed, followed by a whoop from Mateo. A moment later, Elijah’s voice, louder now and pitched to carry, called up the stairs. “Okay, verdict! Who wants to use the pool?”

A chorus of enthusiastic affirmations echoed from below. “The pool?” Danielle murmured, turning to Jeremy.

“Indoor,” he said, remembering the brochure-like email Elijah had sent. “Part of the original build. Said it’s a bit retro, but heated.”

The idea was perfect. An activity, low-pressure, a way to ease into the weekend’s social current. Jeremy leaned out the door and called down, “We’re in! Give us two minutes to change.”

He closed the door, and the world narrowed to the two of them in the soft light of the bedside lamps. The institutional quiet of the hall was gone, replaced by an intimate, expectant silence.

“A pool, huh?” Danielle said, a slow smile playing on her lips. She pulled her oversized sweater over her head in one fluid motion, her hair cascading back onto her shoulders. She stood before him in just her leggings and a simple bra, the cool air—or the moment—raising goosebumps on her skin.

“Seems like the thing to do,” Jeremy replied, his voice lower. He shrugged out of his own shirt, watching her. The playful glint from the car had returned to her eyes, amplified by the privacy of the room. He stepped closer, drawn into her orbit. His hands found her bare waist, the skin warm and familiar under his palms.

She tilted her face up, her gaze holding his. “We shouldn’t keep them waiting,” she whispered, though she made no move to pull away.

“We won’t,” he murmured, just before his lips met hers.

It wasn’t just a passionate, consuming kiss; it was a promise. A promise of what was to come later. Slow, teasing, full of the anticipation that had hummed between them for weeks. Her hands came up to rest on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. He kissed the corner of her mouth, then the line of her jaw, breathing in the scent of her perfume and the journey.

With a soft laugh, she gently pushed him back. “Swimwear. Remember?” Her fingers went to the button of his jeans. He helped, stepping out of them, while she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and peeled them down, stepping out of the pooled fabric with a grace that made his breath catch.

They took their time. There was no rush. The sounds from downstairs were a distant soundtrack as they retrieved their suits from the bags. He pulled on his trunks; she stepped into a sleek, dark bikini that really showed off her bust, the material clinging to her curves. She turned her back to him, presenting the undone clasp. His fingers, slightly clumsy with intent, fastened it for her, his touch lingering on the nape of her neck.

She turned, her eyes roaming over him. “Ready?”

He reached for a towel from a stack on a chair, slinging it around his neck. “Ready.”

They stood there for one final second, just inside the door of their room for the weekend—a couple dressed for the pool, the charged quiet of their private moment still clinging to them like a scent. From below, another wave of laughter echoed, followed by the distinct, hollow sound of a door swinging open and the shift in acoustics that signalled entry into a tiled space.

The pool awaited. Their friends were there by now.

Jeremy reached for the door handle, and Danielle placed her hand over his, giving it a slight, confident squeeze. Together, they opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, leaving the sanctuary of their room behind.
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Chapter 3: The Showers
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Following the sound of laughter and the distinct, humid echo of a large indoor space, Jeremy and Danielle found the route to the pool was more circuitous than expected. It felt as if the grand lodge had a secret, utilitarian underbelly.

They descended a narrow, uncarpeted staircase near the back of the kitchen, the wood of the steps worn smooth by years of use. At the bottom, a long, fluorescent-lit corridor stretched before them, its walls lined with pine paneling that had darkened with age. The air grew warmer, carrying a faint, familiar scent of chlorine and damp concrete. It was like walking backstage, or into the service tunnels of a grand hotel.

“This is... industrial,” Danielle whispered, her voice echoing slightly in the tunnel-like hall.

“Practically a separate building,” Jeremy agreed, his hand finding hers. “Must have been an add-on from a different era.”

After what felt like a long walk, the corridor ended at a heavy, metal-framed door with a fogged glass window. A laminated sign was taped to it at eye level, the text printed in a severe, bold font: ALL GUESTS MUST SHOWER BEFORE ENTERING POOL AREA. STRICTLY ENFORCED.

Jeremy pushed the door open.

They were met with a wave of humid, soap-scented air. The room was a time capsule. Walls of glossy, mint-green tiles rose to a ceiling of acoustic tiles, some water-stained. A single, long wooden bench ran down the centre, and against the far wall were three showerheads, side by side, with no dividers between them. It was a communal shower, straight out of a mid-century school or a modest public gym. On a small, rusting metal shelf, a few basic bars of soap and plastic bottles of generic shampoo stood lined up.

From the other side of another, similarly solid door at the far end of the shower room, came the unmistakable sounds of their friends: muffled voices, a loud splash, and Mateo’s booming laugh.

“Charming,” Danielle said, a grin spreading across her face. She let her towel drop onto the bench. “Very ‘respectful reverence’.”

“Rules are rules,” Jeremy said, his eyes already on her as he placed his own towel next to hers. He walked to the middle showerhead and turned the old, chrome knob. Water erupted, hot and powerful, steaming almost instantly in the cool room.

They stepped under the spray together, gasping slightly at the initial heat. The water plastered Danielle’s dark hair to her scalp and sluiced over the curves of the sleek bikini. Jeremy watched, captivated, as she tipped her head back, letting the water run over her face and neck.

Reaching for a bar of the plain white soap, she worked up a lather in her hands. “Here,” she said, turning to him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She began to smooth the soap over his chest and shoulders, her slick hands sliding over his skin. He closed his eyes for a moment, savouring the simple, intimate act.

When it was his turn, he took the soap. His movements were slower, more deliberate. He started at her shoulders, then down her arms, his thumbs circling the sensitive insides of her elbows. He soaped her back, his fingers tracing the line of her spine down to the tie of her bikini bottoms. Then, he came around to her front.

His gaze locked with hers as his soapy hands glided over her ribs, up the sides of her body. He cupped the full, firm weight of her breasts through the thin, wet fabric of the bikini top, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, which hardened instantly under his touch. A soft, shuddering sigh escaped her lips, lost in the drumming of the water.

“Jeremy,” she breathed, not as protest but as affirmation.

He leaned in, capturing her mouth with his under the steaming spray. The kiss was salty, wet, and hungry, a contrast to the teasing promise upstairs. Her soapy arms wound around his neck, pulling him closer. His hands slid from her breasts down to her hips, gripping her and pressing her against him. The world narrowed to the hiss of water, the slick heat of skin on skin, and the distant, oblivious joy of their friends’ play just beyond the door.

After a long moment, they broke apart, breathing heavily. The practicalities of rinsing returned. They helped each other wash the soap away, their touches lingering, smiles playing on both their faces. The charged air between them was now thick with the steam and what they had just stoked.

Finally clean, they turned off the water. The sudden quiet was profound, broken only by the drip of the showerhead and the clearer, more distinct sounds of splashing and chatter from the pool.

They dried off quickly with their towels, not bothering to be thorough since they were just going to get wet again in the pool. In just their swimwear, damp and glowing from the heat, they were ready.

Jeremy took her hand. “Now we join the party.”

He pushed open the heavy door to the pool.

A wall of warm, heavily chlorinated air hit them. The space was vast, lit by utilitarian lights reflected off a rippling, aquamarine surface. The pool was a classic rectangle, the tiles at its edges a faded blue. At the far end, Mateo was attempting a clumsy cannonball off a diving board, while Sofia and Elijah floated on inflatable loungers, drinks in hand. The sound of their laughter bounced off the water and the high, beamed ceiling.

“The stragglers arrive!” Elijah called, raising his bottle in welcome.

Danielle laughed, squeezing Jeremy’s hand once before letting go. They shared a final, private look—a look that held the steam of the shower and the promise of the night to come. Then, as one, they walked to the pool’s edge.

Without hesitation, they plunged into the bright, shocking cool of the water, the sounds of their friends enveloping them completely as they surfaced, the weekend’s true current finally pulling them in.
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Chapter 4: The Swim
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The water was a perfect, buoyant shock. For a moment, all was cool silence beneath the surface, then they erupted into the noise and warmth of the pool deck air.

The next hour was a blur of silly, aqueous fun. The stern, utilitarian room was forgotten, replaced by the joyful chaos of six friends in a private pool. Inflatable loungers were commandeered and overturned. A faded blue pool noodle became a jousting lance, then a weapon in a splash war that Mateo declared himself the undisputed champion of, despite Sofia drenching him with a well-timed paddle of water.

Jeremy and Danielle, however, were a universe of two within the group. They played along, teasing Elijah about his uncle’s "no cannonball" rule he’d just invented, and dodging Mateo’s boisterous challenges. But their energy was for each other.

They raced from one end to the other, Danielle’s powerful strokes keeping pace with his until he let her win at the last second, just to see her triumphant smile. They floated on their backs, fingers loosely linked beneath the water, staring up at the cavernous ceiling. And they splashed, a constant, playful skirmish that left them both breathless and laughing.

Jeremy found his favourite game. He’d take a deep breath, sink below the turquoise surface, and hover. From there, the world was distorted and beautiful. The long, tanned line of Danielle’s legs, the graceful kick of her feet, and the delicious curve of her backside in the sleek bikini bottoms, swaying just an arm's length away. He’d resurface behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and nuzzling her wet neck, making her shriek with laughter.

“Stop it, you’re tickling!” she’d gasp, squirming in his grasp, her face flushed with delight.

He graduated to stealthier tactics. While Elijah was demonstrating a dubious backstroke and Mateo and Sofia were arguing over the rules of Marco Polo, Jeremy would catch Danielle’s eye, wink, and vanish beneath the ripples. He’d swim a quick, silent circle around her. A fleeting, underwater pinch on her backside. A teasing tap on the back of her thigh. Then he’d rocket away, surfacing near the ladder with an expression of perfect innocence.

Danielle would jolt, then clap a hand over her mouth, a stifled giggle bursting out as a snort. Her cheeks turned a deep, charming pink.

“Jeremy!” she’d hiss, trying to sound stern and failing miserably, her eyes sparkling. “I mean it, stop!”

“Stop what?” he’d call back, all innocence. “I’m just swimming!”

Their private, underwater flirtation became a thrilling secret. Each time he did it, her protests grew weaker, her laughter more bubbly and uncontained. She’d playfully swat at the water where he’d been, a wide, helpless grin on her face.

They wore themselves out with the joyous exertion. They draped themselves over pool noodles, lazily paddling. They lounged on the steps, letting the water lap at their shoulders. The initial, boisterous energy of the group began to mellow into a contented, post-swim glow.

One by one, their friends called it a night. Sofia was the first, wrapping herself in a towel and declaring she needed to “moisturize or turn into a raisin.” Mateo followed soon after, claiming he needed to “defend his splash-title in the morning.” They called their goodnights, their footsteps fading down the tiled hallway.

Finally, only Elijah remained, floating peacefully on his back in the deep end. After a few more silent laps, he paddled to the edge and hoisted himself out. He grabbed his towel, giving his hair a rough rub.

“You two hooligans staying in much longer?” he asked, his voice echoing kindly in the now-quiet space.

“Maybe just a few more minutes,” Jeremy said, his arm around Danielle’s shoulders as they tread water in the middle of the pool.

“Yeah, we’ll probably be done soon,” Danielle added, leaning into him.

Elijah nodded, heading for the door. He paused, one hand on the frame, and looked back with a wry smile. “Alright. Just don’t drown. The paperwork for my uncle would be a nightmare.”

“No promises,” Jeremy joked.

With a final chuckle, Elijah disappeared, the heavy door sighing shut behind him. The sudden silence was profound, broken only by the gentle lap of water against the tiles and the hum of the filtration system.

Alone at last, they drifted together in the centre of the bright, still pool.
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Chapter 5: Showering Off
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Hanging onto the cool tile ledge of the deep end, they were anchored in the center of the quiet pool. Their legs drifted lazily beneath them, brushing in the turquoise water. With one arm each hooked over the edge, they were face to face.

The playful energy of the swim had condensed into something slower, more potent. Danielle leaned in, her lips finding Jeremy’s in a kiss that tasted of chlorine and warmth. It started softly, a continuation of their underwater game, but quickly deepened. Her free hand came up to cradle his jaw, her thumb stroking the stubble on his cheek. He responded in kind, his hand sliding from the ledge to the small of her back, pressing her flush against him, the slick fabric of their swimwear the only barrier.

They kissed until they were breathless, breaking apart only to smile and dive back in. The chemistry between them, stoked all evening, was now smouldering in the humid air.

But the water, once so invigorating, was beginning to leach their warmth. Without the activity or the insulating noise of their friends, the chill seeped in. A shiver ran through Danielle, breaking the spell.

“Getting cold,” she murmured against his lips.

“Me too,” Jeremy admitted, reluctantly loosening his hold. “And it’s kind of... eerie in here alone now.”

The magic of the private pool had faded with the departure of the crowd, leaving just a vast, echoing room.

“Let’s shower off and go find everyone,” Danielle said, pushing off the ledge toward the stairs.

They climbed out, the air of the pool deck feeling positively arctic on their wet skin. Grabbing their damp towels from where they’d left them on a lounger, they hurried through the heavy door, back into the green-tiled time capsule of the shower room.

It was exactly as they’d left it, save for the absence of their friends’ belongings. The bench was empty. The only sounds were the distant hum of the pool filter and the occasional drip from their showerhead. They had the stark, utilitarian space completely to themselves.

Jeremy dropped his towel on the bench and walked to the shelf, picking up a plastic bottle of the generic shampoo. “Might as well do it right,” he said, a new, deliberate note in his voice.

He placed the bottle under their showerhead and turned on the water, adjusting it to a steamy, inviting heat. The room began to fill with mist.

Then he turned back to Danielle, who was standing by the bench, wrapping her towel tighter around her shoulders. His eyes held a playful, determined glint she knew well. He closed the distance between them, his hands coming to rest on her towel-covered arms.

“What are you doing?” she giggled, though she didn’t pull away.

“Helping,” he said simply, his voice low. He gently tugged the towel from her grasp, letting it fall to the bench. His fingers went to the ties of her bikini top at her neck and back. She stiffened for a second, a laugh caught in her throat.

“Jeremy... someone could—”

“Shhh,” he whispered, cutting off her protest with a soft, lingering kiss. “Nobody can see. Everyone’s probably gone to bed.” He kissed her again, more insistently, and she felt her resistance melt, replaced by a thrilling wave of compliance. “It’s just us.”

With a small, surrendering sigh, she relaxed her posture, allowing him to work. He undid the clasp of her top with careful fingers, peeling the wet fabric away and letting it drop with a soft slap onto the tiles. His breath hitched at the sight of her. Next, he hooked his thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms, easing them down over her hips. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before him in the humid, misting room, her skin glowing in the fluorescent light.

The look in his eyes was all the affirmation she needed. Quickly, he shed his own trunks, kicking them aside.

Hand in hand, they stepped under the hot, pounding spray. It was a world away from their earlier, teasing wash. This was slower. Deliberate. Jeremy poured shampoo into his palm and began to work it through her hair, his fingers massaging her scalp. She tilted her head back with a soft moan of pleasure, her eyes closed. He took his time, rinsing it clean, letting the suds run in rivulets down her back.

Then it was her turn. She took the bottle and lathered his hair, standing on her toes to reach, her body pressed against his. They kissed under the water, the taste of cheap shampoo mixing with the taste of each other. He soaped her back, her arms, her front, his hands worshipful and slow. She returned the favour, sliding her slick hands over the contours of his chest and shoulders. It was an intimate, quiet ritual, charged with a building promise for what would come later in their room.

Jeremy had his eyes tightly shut, head under the spray to rinse the last of the shampoo. Danielle was facing him, her eyes open, dreamy, watching the water course down his body.

Suddenly a figure appeared in the distant changeroom behind Jeremy. Directly in Danielle’s line of sight.

Danielle’s entire body froze. A completely nude Elijah walked in, moving with the unselfconscious ease of a man in his own home. He didn’t look toward them or their shower, his focus on the row of showerheads beyond them. He was heading for the one farthest away.

A strangled gasp lodged in Danielle’s throat. Every muscle locked. Her mind screamed don’t move, don’t breathe, if you’re a statue he won’t see you. She stood there, naked and dripping, eyes wide with panic, staring at Jeremy whose eyes were still peacefully closed against the shampoo.

Elijah reached his chosen shower, turned it on full force, and stepped into the spray. He began soaping his arms and chest as if he were entirely alone. Even though he knew he wasn’t.

The sound of the new, powerful jet of water finally made Jeremy open his eyes. He blinked, water and suds blurring his vision. He saw Danielle’s petrified expression first, then followed her mortified gaze across the room.

There, under the other shower, was Elijah. And Elijah was... built. Where Jeremy was lean and toned from regular workouts, Elijah was carved. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, every muscle in his back and arms defined and powerful, glistening under the water. He moved with a relaxed, athletic grace that spoke of natural strength.

Elijah reached for the shampoo, squeezed a generous amount, and began lathering his hair, his eyes serenely closed, facing the wall.

Jeremy’s jaw went slack. He looked back at Danielle, whose face was a masterpiece of shock, embarrassment, and disbelief. They were trapped in a surreal, soapy tableau: both completely naked, caught in the middle of an intimate act, with their equally naked, magnificently muscular friend casually showering ten feet away as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Not a word was spoken. The only sounds were the drumming of the two showers and Elijah’s quiet humming as he washed his hair. Jeremy and Danielle stared at each other, rooted to the spot, the water suddenly feeling cold again, with no idea in the world what to do next.
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Chapter 6: Hung
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Time stretched, elastic and surreal, under the drumming water. Jeremy and Danielle stared at each other, a silent, wide-eyed conversation passing between them. He’s here. He’s naked. He’s... huge.

That was the inescapable fact that settled over the steamy room. Where Jeremy’s physique was the result of disciplined effort, Elijah’s was a work of nature and relentless activity. Every muscle in his back and shoulders was a defined, powerful slab. His arms were thick with corded strength, and his narrow waist and powerful legs completed a V-shaped silhouette that seemed carved from granite, glistening under the spray.

After a long minute of washing his hair, Elijah finally cracked one eye open, then the other. He turned his head slightly, finding their frozen forms in his periphery. A slow, easy smile spread across his face.

“Hey,” he said, his voice calm and friendly, as if they’d run into each other at a coffee shop.

Danielle flinched, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest. Jeremy’s body went rigid.

“Uh... hey,” Jeremy managed, his voice cracking slightly.

“Hi,” Danielle squeaked, then cleared her throat.

An awkward silence descended, filled only by the water. Elijah ran a hand over his face, wiping away water.

“Sorry if I’m, you know, making things weird,” he said, his tone genuinely apologetic. “Didn’t mean to crash the party. Just figured I’d rinse off. I went to the bathroom quickly; didn’t want to waste time showering and then have to go,” Elijah laughed softly to himself.

“No! No, it’s fine,” Jeremy said too quickly. “It’s not an issue! It’s a shower room, that’s what it’s for.”

“Right,” Danielle added, forcing a casual shrug she did not feel. “All good.”

Elijah nodded, grabbing the soap. “Cool. Just, my family’s always been really casual about this stuff up here. Sauna, lake, showers... you kind of forget.” He began lathering his chest again. “My bad. I’ll be quick.”

He turned back to the wall, giving them a semblance of privacy. The couple seized the opportunity. They turned away from him, presenting their backs. They busied themselves with a sudden, intense need to re-rinse their hair, to soap arms that were already clean, anything to create a bubble of pretend normalcy. The water felt different now—less intimate, more exposed.

Despite herself, a treacherous curiosity uncoiled in Danielle’s stomach. She’d never seen a man built like that. The sheer, raw physicality of him was staggering. As she pretended to rinse conditioner that didn’t exist from her hair, she sneaked a glance over her shoulder.

He was turned slightly, reaching for the shampoo bottle on the shelf. And there it was. At rest, it was undeniably, impressively large, a clear testament to the scale of the man. Her eyes widened, her breath catching for a split second. She stared, fascinated, for a heartbeat too long.

Just as she snapped her gaze forward, Elijah turned his head. His eyes met hers. He’d caught her.

A scorching blush erupted from Danielle’s chest, flooding her neck and face. She stared resolutely at the green tiles in front of her, wishing the spray would swallow her whole.

Jeremy, sensing her tension, leaned close, his lips brushing her ear under the cover of the water. “What?” he whispered. “Why are you looking over there?”

“I wasn’t,” she hissed back, her voice tight with panic and guilt. “I was just... the tiles. A spider.” It was a pathetic lie, and they both knew it.

A new, colder tension settled between them, mixing with the steam.

A moment later, Jeremy’s body stiffened behind her. He was looking over her shoulder now, his gaze fixed. Danielle turned her head to follow his line of sight.

Elijah had opened his eyes and was no longer looking at the wall. His gaze was directed lower, resting with open appreciation on the curve of Danielle’s backside. A faint, knowing smirk played on his lips. He’d been watching her, too.

He saw her catch him, and the smirk didn’t fade. It deepened. His eyes, bright and challenging, flicked up to meet hers.

“See something you like?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that cut through the water’s noise. The question hung in the humid air, bold and electric. Before the paralyzing embarrassment could fully seize her, he gave a casual shrug of his powerful shoulders. “Water’s better over here, if you want. Warmer. These older pipes are weird—this one’s always had the best heat.”

It was a blatant, teasing invitation wrapped in a practical excuse. Danielle’s heart hammered against her ribs. She felt Jeremy’s shock in the frozen stillness of his body behind her. Every sane instinct told her to laugh it off, to stay put.

But the curiosity was alive and running now. The blush on her skin felt like a brand, and a reckless, defiant thrill shot through her.

She took a shallow breath.

“Okay,” she said.

The word was barely more than a whisper, but in the tiled room, it was as clear as a shout.

She didn’t look at Jeremy. She took one step, then another, water dripping from her body as she moved away from their shower, away from Jeremy, across the slick tiles toward Elijah and the promise of warmer water.

Both men watched her, utterly stunned. Jeremy’s expression was one of pure, disbelieving arousal. Elijah’s smirk softened into a look of genuine, intrigued surprise.

And as she took those steps, a powerful, undeniable heat began to bloom in the pit of her stomach, mirrored by the stirring she saw in both of the men now watching her every move.
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Chapter 7: Doubled Up
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The space between the showers felt like a mile. Each step was a declaration, the slap of her wet feet on the tiles echoing her pounding heart. She didn’t look back at Jeremy, but she could feel his gaze like a physical touch, hot and shocked, branding her shoulder blades. She wasn’t hiding. She wasn’t ashamed. A fierce, thrilling defiance coursed through her veins, and she wanted him to watch. She wanted to see what he would do.

She stepped into the edge of Elijah’s spray. The water was perceptibly warmer, a thick, enveloping heat that sank into her bones. He didn’t move to make space; he simply opened his stance, a mountain making room. His gaze, dark and intense, swept over her from head to toe, leaving a trail of fire on her skin. He was close enough now that she could see every droplet clinging to the coarse hair on his chest, the stark definition of his abdomen.

“Curious little thing, aren’t you?” he murmured, his voice barely audible over the water.

Her answer was to look over her shoulder, directly at Jeremy. Her eyes held his, bold and unflinching. See this? they seemed to ask. See what’s happening right in front of you? What are you going to do about it?

Then Elijah’s hands were on her, pulling her the rest of the way into him, and all coherent thought shattered.

One massive hand splayed against the small of her back, the other gripped the full, round curve of her ass, fingers digging in with possessive pressure. He hauled her against him, and the feel of him—the solid, unyielding wall of his chest, the shocking, thick length of his erection pressed against her belly—made her gasp into his mouth as he crushed his lips to hers.

These weren’t like Jeremy’s kisses. These were consuming. Primal. Elijah’s tongue claimed her mouth with a confident arrogance that left her dizzy. He kissed her like he was taking what was his, and a desperate, answering hunger roared to life inside her. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands sliding over the slick, impossibly hard planes of his shoulders. She was molten, every nerve ending screaming to life. A pulse throbbed between her legs, a hot, aching need she’d never felt with such violent intensity. She was soaked, and it had nothing to do with the shower.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing raggedly. Water streamed over their faces. His eyes were possessed by lust.

“On your knees,” he commanded, the words a rough vibration against her lips.

A fresh wave of dizzying heat flooded her. This was it. The point of no return. She glanced back one last time at Jeremy. He was still frozen, his hand idly stroking himself, his face a mask of stunned, blushing arousal. He gave the tiniest, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission she needed.

Danielle sank to her knees on the wet tiles, the water from Elijah’s shower cascading over her head and shoulders. The world narrowed to the powerful V of his torso and the formidable, thick cock standing proudly before her. It was, as she’d glimpsed, immense. Long, thick, and veined, the flushed head glistening. Compared to Jeremy’s very nice, above-average size, Elijah’s was simply in a different category. Awe mixed with her arousal.

She didn’t hesitate. Leaning forward, she opened her mouth and took him in, using her tongue to swirl around the broad head before sinking down as far as she could. A guttural groan ripped from Elijah’s throat, his hands tangling in her wet hair.

Then, a shadow fell beside her. Jeremy.

He had finally moved. He stood to her left, his own erection in hand, his face flushed deep crimson, his eyes wide with disbelief at the scene and at his own participation. Danielle looked up at him, Elijah’s thickness stretching her lips, and she reached out with her right hand, wrapping her fingers around Jeremy. She gave him a firm, knowing stroke, her eyes smiling up at him.

The dual sensation was intoxicating. The power, the utter depravity of it. This had been a secret, shameful fantasy for years, and now it was real, and it was better than she’d ever dreamed.

She began to work in a rhythm that was pure instinct. She bobbed her head on Elijah, taking more of him each time, using her hand on the base, hollowing her cheeks. Then, she’d pull off with a lewd, wet pop and turn her attention to Jeremy, taking his entire length into her warm mouth with ease, lavishing him with the focused attention she knew he loved, while her left hand stroked and squeezed Elijah’s massive shaft.

Back and forth. Jeremy to Elijah. Elijah to Jeremy. The sounds were filthy—sucking, groaning, the slap of skin, the relentless spray of water. She was the conductor of their pleasure, and she was masterful. Jeremy’s hips began to stutter, his quiet moans turning to sharp gasps. Elijah’s grip in her hair tightened, his thrusts into her mouth becoming more urgent, his muttered curses a dark, praising soundtrack.

“Fuck, Dani... oh god, I’m gonna...” Jeremy choked out, his voice high with shock.

“Do it,” Elijah growled, his own breath hitching. “On her. Now.”

It was too much. The command, the visual, the overwhelming sensation. Jeremy’s climax hit him first. With a cry that was almost half-sob, he came, hot streaks painting the side of her face and neck, splashing into her hair.

The sight and feel of it pushed Elijah over the edge. He held her head still, fucking her mouth with two final, deep strokes before he pulsed down her throat, a torrent so thick and copious she had to struggle to swallow, the excess spilling from her lips and dripping down her chin onto her breasts.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and rushing water. Danielle knelt between them, a mess of spend and steam, rivulets of white cutting through the water on her skin. She looked up, first at Jeremy’s dazed, blissful face, then at Elijah’s satisfied, heavy-lidded gaze.

A slow, sated smile touched her swollen lips.

Thankfully, Dani was already in the shower. It helped make for an easy cleanup.
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Chapter 8: Bent Over
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The water washed over her, a warm cascade rinsing the salty tang from her skin and hair. Danielle knelt, breathing heavily, feeling the aftershocks of the act hum through her veins like a live current. The two men stood above her, their harsh breathing a counterpoint to the shower’s hiss.

It was Elijah who broke the silence. His hand, still large and possessive, came to rest on Danielle’s wet head, stroking back her hair.

“That was a hell of an appetizer,” he rumbled, his voice thick with spent passion and renewed intent. “But I’m not nearly done.”

A fresh, electric jolt shot through Danielle’s core. She looked up, water stinging her eyes, to see his gaze, dark and hungry, fixed on her. The spent heaviness was already gone from his expression, replaced by a predatory focus that made her stomach clench with anticipation.

“I want more,” he stated, the words leaving no room for argument.

“Yes,” she breathed out instantly, the word a needy exhale. “More.”

A sharp, startled sound came from Jeremy. He was still catching his breath, his body softening, his face a canvas of spent bliss and dawning shock. “Wait, you... you guys want to... more?” he stammered, not quite making sense.

Elijah ignored him, his attention solely on Danielle. With a powerful grip under her arms, he hauled her to her feet. She stood unsteadily, her legs trembling. He didn’t give her time to find her balance. Turning her away from him, he placed a firm hand between her shoulder blades and pushed.

“Bend over,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation. “Hands on the floor.”

The position was awkward, exposed, and utterly submissive. Danielle obeyed, placing her palms flat on the slick, wet tiles. Her back arched, presenting her rear high in the air. Elijah’s hands came to her hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples of her lower back, holding her steady. The cool air of the room kissed her most intimate places, a stark contrast to the heat building inside her.

From this angle, she could see Jeremy’s feet, rooted to the spot a few feet away. Then, he moved closer, kneeling in front of her face, his expression a turbulent mix of arousal, confusion, and a desperate need to be part of this again.

Behind her, she felt Elijah’s hands leave her hips only for a moment. She heard the slick, wet sound of him stroking himself, already rock-hard again. Then she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him, massive and hot, probing between her thighs, sliding through her slickness but not entering. He teased her, rubbing the thick head against her soaked folds, making her whimper and push back against him.

“Please,” she moaned, the word muffled by the posture.

“Eager,” Elijah growled, his voice laced with dark approval. “That’s it. Good girl!”

Jeremy, seeing his opening, shuffled closer to her again. His renewed erection bobbed near her face. “Dani,” he whispered, his voice pleading. “Look at me.”

She tried. She tilted her head up, straining her neck. He guided himself toward her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in, but the angle was all wrong. Her neck was craned uncomfortably, and with Elijah beginning to push himself inside her from behind—a slow, stretching, breathtaking invasion—she couldn’t focus. She managed a few weak sucks, her mouth slack, more of a warm shelter than an active participant.

“That’s it, baby,” Jeremy encouraged, though his voice was tight with frustration. He tried to thrust gently, but her head lolled with the powerful drives Elijah was now setting behind her.

Elijah’s pace was building to be relentless from the start. He only briefly started slow; before he claimed her with deep, piston-like strokes that drove her forward with each impact, making the attempted blowjob impossible. Danielle gasped around Jeremy, her eyes watering from the strain in her neck and the overwhelming fullness from behind.

She pulled off, panting. “Jer... Jeremy, I can’t,” she managed between Elijah’s thrusts, which were now making sharp, wet slaps echo in the tiled room. “The angle... my back...”

A flash of hurt crossed Jeremy’s face, quickly swallowed by a frantic arousal. He was so close again, just from watching, from being near this raw spectacle.

“Here,” Danielle gasped, reaching a hand out blindly. She found him and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking him in time with Elijah’s pounding rhythm. “Just... use my hand. Or... cum on me. Cum all over me.”

The words, filthy and direct, hung in the steam.

Elijah, driving into her with increasing ferocity, grunted his agreement. “Yeah,” he snarled, his grip on her hips bruising. “Do it, man. Make a mess of her. She’s already filthy. Cover her back. Put it all over her!”

The encouragement, the permission, the sheer depraved visual, only made Jeremy want it more. The handjob was okay, but a bit half-hearted. Dani was clearly in some discomfort giving it, and Jeremy knew he could please himself better. He stepped back and began to stroke himself rapidly.

“Mmm!” Elijah groaned. “Fuck, baby! You’ve got such a great pussy!”

“Yeah? You like it?” she teased him, smirking and looking back slightly, but unable to quite make eye contact with Elijah.

“Ughhhhh! I fucking love it!” he roared, giving her ass a firm spank.

The stroking, combined with the moans and groans and scene unfolding before him shattered Jeremy’s last restraint. With a choked cry, he fell forward, bracing one hand on the tiles beside her head. His other hand flew over his cock, stroking furiously. His eyes were glued to the sight of his wife being ruthlessly taken, her body jolting with each powerful thrust.

“I’m gonna... Dani... oh God!” he cried out.

His climax wasn’t a gentle release; it was an explosion. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed across Danielle’s shoulder blades, painting stripes down her spine. Another pulse hit the back of her neck and matted in her wet hair. He kept stroking, spilling onto the tiles beside her face, his body shuddering with the force of it.

The feel of his heat on her skin, the sound of his helpless groans, sent Danielle hurtling toward her own peak. She cried out, a ragged, broken sound, as her inner muscles clamped down around Elijah’s driving length.

“Fuck! Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” Danielle cried out.

“Oh baby! Yeah, cum for me!” Elijah called back to her.

Feeling her convulse around him, plus hearing Jeremy finish, sent Elijah over the edge into a brutal, final frenzy. His rhythm became erratic, punishing.

“Take it!” he roared. With a few rapid, final, thrusts he dug deep before pulling out and shooting his load all over her. As he did, his hand came down on the curve of her ass in a sharp, stinging spank that echoed like a gunshot in the humid room. Then another. Each slap punctuated a hot, internal jet of his release.

“Fuckkkkk,” Elijah couldn’t help but groan out slowly.

A gush of their combined fluids dripped down her thighs and back. Elijah painted her upturned ass and lower back with a fresh, glistening coat of white.

He finally stepped back, breathing like a bellows.

“Holy fuck, you two are incredible,” Elijah smiled at them. He stood there, his substantial, wet penis swinging casually with each step. Jeremy couldn’t help but glance at it, out of jealousy, mostly.

Danielle collapsed forward, her arms giving out. She lay on the cool, wet tiles, a masterpiece of utter debauchery. Jeremy’s cum was streaked across her back and hair. Elijah’s pooled on her skin and dripped onto the floor. The air reeked of sex, chlorine, and sweat. Her body trembled with exhaustion and sated shock.

Above her, the two men stood, looking down at the ravaged, beautiful proof of what they had just done. The only sounds were their ragged breaths and the endless, indifferent rush of the shower.
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Chapter 9: A Shared Secret


[image: ]


For a long minute, the only sound was the rush of water and their slowing breaths. Danielle lay on the tiles, spent, feeling the cool porcelain against her heated skin. Elijah was the first to move, reaching past her to turn off his shower. The sudden quiet was deafening.

Jeremy seemed to shake himself out of a trance. He moved stiffly, turning off their original shower as well. In the new silence, the reality of what they had just done settled over the room, thick and heavy as the steam.

“Hey,” Jeremy said, his voice hoarse. He cleared his throat, looking from Danielle’s prone form to Elijah, who was now casually reaching for a towel. “Elijah. Man. About this...”

Elijah paused, towel in hand, and looked at him, waiting.

“We can’t... I mean, nobody can know about this,” Jeremy blurted out, the words tumbling over each other. “Mateo, Sofia... anyone. It has to stay between us. The weekend just started. If this gets out, it’ll be... I don’t know. Weird. Awkward as hell.”

From the floor, Danielle pushed herself up to sit, wrapping her arms around her knees. She watched Elijah’s face, a knot of anxiety tightening in her stomach.

To their immense relief, Elijah’s expression softened into one of easy understanding. He nodded, draping the towel around his neck. “Obviously,” he said, his tone calm and matter-of-fact. “That was my plan, too. I’m not looking for drama. I just want to have as normal a weekend as possible.”

The tension in Jeremy’s shoulders visibly dropped. “Right. Good. Yeah, a normal weekend.”

“Exactly,” Elijah continued, leaning a shoulder against the tiled wall. “So, I’m not gonna avoid you two. That would be the fastest way to make everyone suspicious. We hang out, we joke, we play cards, we swim. Just like we would have. Nothing changes on the surface.”

Danielle felt a wave of gratitude wash over her. “That’s... that’s a really good idea,” she said, her own voice quiet. “Act normal.”

“We are normal,” Elijah said with a small, wry smile. “We just have a better secret than most.”

The statement broke the remaining ice. A nervous, relieved chuckle escaped Jeremy. Danielle found herself smiling, too.

“Jesus,” Jeremy breathed out, running a hand through his wet hair. “The risk of it. Someone could have walked in. Sofia could have come back for her shampoo.”

“Mateo could have wanted a midnight swim,” Danielle added, the adrenaline of the near-miss now mixing with giddy relief.

“My uncle could have decided to do a surprise inspection,” Elijah said, his eyes twinkling. “Now that would have been a story!”

They all laughed then, a real, shared laugh that echoed in the empty shower room. It was the laugh of co-conspirators, of people who had shared something profoundly taboo and gotten away with it.

As the laughter subsided, a new kind of awareness hummed in the air. Jeremy’s eyes drifted to Danielle, taking in the marks on her skin, the tousled hair, the sated glow about her. He felt a fresh, possessive pride, mixed with a startling thread of... something else. He looked at Elijah, who was watching Danielle with an appreciative, unabashed gaze.

Elijah caught him looking and didn’t look away. Instead, he gave a slow, knowing smirk before letting his eyes trail back to Danielle. “You should probably rinse off for real this time,” he said, his voice warm.

Danielle stood, feeling both men’s eyes on her. She didn’t feel exposed. She felt seen. A secret thrill ran through her. She turned on the shower, stepping under the clean, warm water, consciously aware of their silent audience. She took her time, soaping away the physical evidence of their secret, the metaphorical bond feeling permanent.

Jeremy watched her, then his gaze flicked back to Elijah. He saw the relaxed power in his friend’s posture, the casual confidence. There was no jealousy, just a dawning, profound curiosity about this new dynamic between them.

Elijah, catching Jeremy’s look again, simply raised an eyebrow, a silent question and an acknowledgment in one.

When Danielle was done, they all dried off in a companionable, charged silence. They gathered their damp swimwear and towels, the mundane actions layered with profound meaning. Before long, each of them was dressed once again.

As they moved toward the door, a feeling settled over the three of them—not awkwardness, but a potent, intimate familiarity. They were bound now by more than friendship.

“You know,” Jeremy joked, as Elijah held the door open for them, “hopefully this doesn’t mean we’re banned from future invites up here.”

Elijah chuckled, stepping out into the corridor after them. He looked at Jeremy, then at Danielle, his smile genuine and deep. “You two?” he said, his voice low and full of promise. “You two can come up any time.”

The three of them couldn’t help but laugh.

The words hung in the cool hallway air, a key to a future they had just unlocked. They walked back toward the main house in the dark, the sound of their friends’ distant chatter drifting down to meet them, their shared secret a warm, thrilling weight between them. The weekend, and everything after it, had just begun.
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-Ms Naughtee
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