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Chapter One: The Invitation

It had been six months since Sophia had the baby. It was still a tiny bit unsettling that one of my best friends was my step-mother. It was even more weird that I also had a baby brother. I couldn’t fathom my dad being a new father at his age. But, if it worked for them and they were happy, then so was I.  My dad deserved happy.

I got the idea of trying another girl’s weekend since the last one didn’t pan out. My dad had his lakeside retreat that was normally available. He did some Airbnb with it from time to time, but as long as I gave him advanced notice, I could use it.

I started the group chat to see if I could arrange some dates for us to get together. I knew it was short notice, but I hoped everyone could make it.

Me: Hey, girls!  It’s been a while. Was thinking of trying another girl’s weekend getaway, anyone interested?

Of course Sophia was the first to reply.

Sophia: Abso-freakin-lutely! When?

Me: I was thinking Memorial Day weekend.

Sophia: I’m good with that, should be a fun weekend!

Emma: Hey, Zoe. Yeah, I’m good with that. It’s been a while and we all need to catch up!

Lily: Oh, that would be awesome!  A weekend of sun and fun!  I’m down!

Ava: Count me in!  I don’t have anything planned for that weekend.

Me: Awesome, guys!  We’ll meet at my dad’s lakeside retreat the Friday before. Can’t wait!

With everyone in for the weekend, I smiled and put my phone away. The five of us had been so close growing up, but the last year or so we saw less and less of each other. I didn’t want to lose the friendship we had for years to slip away from us. I felt like we needed to come together on occasion to keep that bond.

I gave my dad a call, just to make sure the retreat was still available.

“Hey, dad.” I said when he answered the phone. “Just wanted to make sure the retreat was still available Memorial Day weekend.”

“Yep, it’s open. Sophia just told me about the get together. I haven’t put it up for rent since March. Had some maintenance I needed to do and just never got back to relisting it.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate it.”

“No problem. You girls have fun. I love you.”

“Thanks, dad. I love you too.”

I hung up the phone and set about putting together a list of things we were going to need. I texted each of the girls to ask what they wanted to eat, what snacks to bring, and if anyone wanted anything special. We all agreed on the weekend’s menu and snack list. Each of us was to bring our booze of choice, with me providing mixers.

I was fortunate that I worked remotely with my job. It allowed me flexibility when I wanted to travel or spend time away from home. I decided I should probably go to the retreat early to make sure it was aired out and clean. I could make sure it was perfect when everyone arrived.

I packed my bags and headed out. It was a good six hour drive and I wanted to get there before dark, just in case anything needed attention. The weather was nice, not a cloud in the sky. It should be a decent drive, provided traffic wasn’t an issue. You never knew when you hit the highway. If you didn’t time it just right, you could wind up spending hours on the freeway going nowhere fast.

The hours slipped by as I drove without much traffic to hinder my progress. My mind drifted from topic to topic, only interrupted by me singing along with a good tune on the radio. I knew about Ava and Sophia getting married. I was beginning to think that there was something in the water! Two friends and both of them had married another friend’s dad!

I wondered what Emma and Lily had been up to. We had a few texts, but nothing of any substance. Did they have boyfriends now? Did they even date? We had always confided in each other growing up, it seemed surreal that we never talked about our love lives. Sleepovers when we were teens, talking about boys and sex. Each of us reliving our first sexual encounter. Lily was the only one who graduated high school as a virgin. I figured she would never have sex with how shy she was.

At last the retreat came into view as a sigh of relief escaped my mouth. It was almost exhausting driving the six hours to get here, but once I got here all the stress from the drive seemed to melt away within minutes. I pulled up to the cabin and parked the car.

It was a large cabin, built for dad’s business. He would have clients here for a week or two at a time so the room was necessary. It backed up to the lake, with a dock and pavilion with a brick outdoor oven built under it. I had eaten many a smoked pig under that pavilion.

The boat wasn’t at the dock yet, that was another thing I needed to add to my list. Having the boat delivered. Dad always had it taken out of the lake in late September, and had it stored at the marina. It wasn’t a yacht or anything, but it was a large boat. It was a 32 foot cabin cruiser, suitable for entertaining clients with comfort and room to move.

I walked to the front door and unlocked it, pushing it open. The smell of stale air hit me as I walked through the doorway. Light streamed in through the windows, showcasing the dust that I had disturbed as it floated around the room. The furniture still had the white sheets covering them, making it look almost like an abandoned house.

“Wow,” I said out loud. “This place really needs a cleaning.”

I took my things to my room and set about getting the place opened up. If nothing else, I would get the stale air out of there. I opened all the windows and removed the sheets from the furniture. A picture on the couch table brought back memories of summers long ago. A picture of me, my dad, and my mom before the divorce. A time when life wasn’t so complicated.

I brought my thoughts back to the task at hand and gathered up cleaning supplies. This was going to take a while. But it was going to be worth it. A weekend with the girls at last. Little did I know that this weekend would change everyone’s lives forever.

This was going to be an epic weekend.

This was going to be my awakening.


Chapter Two: The Encounter

The next morning I awoke with the sun streaming in through the window. I had slept well and deep for a change. I had left the window open, allowing the cool night air to seep in, making me snuggle under the covers. Fresh air at the lake always made me sleep better than in the city.

I got up and showered, getting myself ready for a day of cleaning and stocking up. I threw on some old jeans and a t-shirt knowing I was going to get dirty. Besides, who was I going to impress out here? My jeans fit me nicely, showing off my curves, and the t-shirt allowed my tits to push against the fabric leaving little to the imagination. I got a list together and headed out to the local store.

It was only a couple of miles to the store. I drove there with memories of summers long ago flooding my mind. Most of the girl’s families had cabins up here. Our summers spent swimming, fishing, and getting into trouble of some form or fashion. It was a shame that we didn’t come up here more often.

I pulled into the parking lot and headed into the store, list in hand. I was in the cleaning aisle when I heard a familiar voice.

“Zoe Wilder,” I heard a man say.

I turned and saw Lily’s dad standing there with a big smile on his face.

“Mr. Jackson,” I said returning the smile. “It’s been a while.”

He was still an attractive man. He stood about 6 feet 2 inches tall. He had broad shoulders and salt and pepper hair. His smile was always genuine, never giving a hint of anything forced. He was always in good shape, owning a construction company probably helped.

“You have grown into a fine young lady. How long has it been, 5 years?”

“At least. You’re looking good yourself.”

“How have you been? Lily said you guys were coming up this weekend.”

“I’ve been good. Working a lot, probably too much, but this is going to be a good break for me. All of us, really.”

I could see him drinking me in with his eyes. His gaze lingered just a bit too long on my tits, and I felt myself flush a little when I recognized it.

“Jesus,” I thought to myself. “Get a grip girl!”

“You’re up here a bit early, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, dad hasn’t rented the cabin for a while so I figured I better come up and clean the place.”

Lily’s mom had passed away a couple of years ago from cancer. Her dad had spent three years caring for her. I felt sorry for both of them, having to go through something like that. From the lines on his face I could tell it had taken a toll on him.

“So, how have you been?” I asked him.

“Good. I keep myself busy with projects and work.”

“What brings you up here so early in the season?”

“I’m getting the boat ready to sell.”

“Really? You always loved that boat. I remember learning to water ski with you driving it.”

“It really doesn’t get used much anymore. It costs more to keep it maintained that the time using it. Since all you girls have grown up it pretty much either sits at the dock or at the marina in dry dock.”

“Well, I’m going to be sorry to see it go.”

“Are you doing anything for dinner?”

“I haven’t even gotten that for yet.”

“Why not come over for a steak tonight? I’d love to hear how your life is going.”

“Sure, that would be great. It would be a nice break from cleaning all day.”

“Awesome.  How about 6?”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Alright, see you then. Come hungry!”

“I’ll see you tonight.”

He left the store and I continued my shopping. I was actually looking forward to dinner with him. After cleaning all day, it was going to be nice having someone else cook dinner for a change. Besides, I’m sure he could use the company.

I returned to the cottage and set about my huge task of cleaning the place. The windows needed washed, the floors needed mopped, and everything needed dusted. I shook my head at dad letting this place get so dirty. He was usually good about getting cleaners in here. But I guess with a new wife and baby, he probably didn’t really think about it.

The hours flew by. I stopped briefly to have some lunch then, continued my cleaning. Sweat poured off of me as I worked. At last the place was finally presentable. Everything was clean and shiny, ready for the group to arrive.

“Shit!” I said out loud.

I looked at my watch and saw it was already 5:30. I had half an hour to get cleaned up and over to Mr. Jackson’s cabin for dinner. I put away the cleaning supplies and rushed to the shower. My shower was a quick one, just enough to get the stink and dirt off me. I stood in my room trying to decide what to wear. I finally settled on a sundress I had brought. It was light and colorful and would be comfortable sitting at the table eating.

With my sundress on, I ran down the stairs and out to my car, trying to get to his cabin by 6. I hated being late for anything. I know a lot of people don’t really adhere to times that well, but my OCD bothered me if I was late. I sped off down the road, my card pointed in the right direction.

“Shit, shit, shit!” I said out load.

I looked at the clock and saw I only had 8 minutes to get there.

“Come on Zoe, you can do this,” I exclaimed.

When I pulled into the driveway, I looked at the clock. 5:59. Damn that was close! I parked the car and walked up to the front door. Pressing the doorbell, I could hear him walking to the front door. When he opened the front door, I saw a man dressed in slacks and a tight fitting polo shirt. The shirt allowed the ripples of his muscles to show, and I swallowed hard as I watched him reach for the doorknob.

Why was I feeling like this?

Why was I noticing things I had never noticed before?

I shook it off and smiled as the door opened.

“Come on in,” he said with that friendly smile. “Right on time.”

“Thanks.”

“You look lovely tonight.”

“Not my best look,” I said blushing. “But after a day of cleaning I just figured I would throw something decent on.”

“You look fine. Can I get you something to drink? Beer?  Wine?”

“A glass of wine would be great.”

“White, red or rose?”

“White, please.”

I watched him as he went to the wine rack and grabbed a bottle from the top shelf. His confident walk, his broad shoulders, the way he carried himself. I felt a small tingle as my nipples tightened slightly. If he looked at me right now, he would see them protruding through my dress. I crossed my arms trying to hide them.

“Riesling ok?”

“Sure.”

He walked to the kitchen and pulled the drawer out, grabbing a cork screw. I watched as the veins in his forearm bulged as he worked at removing the cork. I was chastising myself for even looking at him in any other way than as a friend’s dad. He poured a glass and handed it to me.

“Here you go, enjoy.”

He smiled at me and picked up his glass of whiskey.

“Cheers.”

“Cheers.”

What was starting out as an innocent dinner was going to turn into something I could have never imagined.

I was not going to be the same.


Chapter Three: Going Too Far

“I’ve got the steaks on the grill. Let’s go out to the patio, shall we?”

“Sure.”

He led me to the patio, a familiar sight. Us girls had eaten here many times, played games, and stayed up way too late drinking hot chocolate and talking about boys. The smell of the cooking steak made my stomach growl. I hoped he hadn’t heard it, but it sounded to me like a horn signaling a fog bank!

The cool air hit me as I left the house, and I instantly felt my nipples harden. Now there would be no hiding them. I just hoped he wouldn’t notice. Maybe wearing a sundress was not the best idea. I made my way to the table and sat down as he walked over to the grill to check on the steaks.

Once again, I found myself looking at him as a man and not my friends’ dad. I felt a slight burn in my stomach and a tingle ran down my legs. Why was I feeling this way? It felt wrong and yet I couldn’t stop myself.

“Would you do me a favor and grab some salt from the kitchen?” he asked. “I forgot to bring it out.”

“Sure, no problem.”

I went back into the house and grabbed the salt off the counter by the stove. I returned o the patio and handed him the salt.

“Thanks.”

Our hands touched as I passed the salt to him, giving me another tingling sensation. Either the wine was getting to me or I had been without a man for far too long. But there was no denying that I was feeling something. Something I shouldn’t.

I sat back down at the table and the conversation started.

“So, what are you up to these days?” he asked.

“Not much, unfortunately. Work keeps me busy so I don’t have much time for anything.”

“No serious boyfriend?”

“No, not for a while now. After my last breakup I decided to take a break from dating.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll find someone. A pretty girl like you isn’t going to stay single for long.”

I blushed as he complimented me.

“So, what about you? I know it’s been a rough couple of years, but anything promising coming your way?”

“No, I really haven’t put myself out there yet. It’s taken some time to get things sorted out and finalized.”

“I bet.”

“Who knows, maybe someday.”

With that, he took the steaks off the grill as well as the potatoes he had on there and brought them to the table. He slid a plate to me and set one down in front of his. I watched him as he sat down in his chair and got settled, smiling at him. Once seated, he smiled back and I noticed his eyes dropping to my tits. I just knew he was looking at my stiff nipples. Seeing him do that simply made them harder.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m starved.” He said finally.

“You have no idea,” I replied picking up my fork.

We talked as we ate, the conversation weaving its way back and forth from memories to current events. I had more wine, and he had more whiskey. He was so easy to talk to. I had never realized just what a conversationalist he was growing up. He always seemed distant and preoccupied. Maybe it was dealing with his wife’s sickness that kept him mostly silent.

With dinner finished, he got up and started to gather the dishes.

“Here, let me help with that,” I told him. “It’s the least I can do after that wonderful meal.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”

We carried everything to the kitchen, and he ran some dishwater to wash everything.

“Wash or dry?” I asked, holding the dish towel and wash rag.

“Wash,” he replied with a smile.

“Cool.”

I handed him the dishrag and waited for clean dishes to be put in the strainer. Standing next to him I smell his scent. The manly musk, the aftershave, all of it filling my nostrils as we worked together to clean everything. Our hands touched frequently, and I found myself wanting to feel his hands on mre than just my hands. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was going too long without sex, but something was tugging at me sexually and I was finding it hard to pull back from it.

I finished drying the last fork and was putting things away as he put the last of the cooking supplies away. He had just put the butter back in the fridge as I turned from putting plates in the cupboard. In that moment, we came face to face, our lips a mere inches apart. I could feel the heat from his body and became acutely aware of the tingling sensation developing between my legs. I was getting wet!

We looked into each other’s eyes for what seemed like an eternity, neither one flinching. My hard nipples, my wet pussy, his scent, his muscular body, everything was turning me on. I think he sensed it. His hand slowly and gently touched my arm. I thought, “This is it. He’s going to try and kiss me.” But even as I formulated that thought and what would come after that, he moved over and walked past me.

I was almost disappointed. I thought for sue he had felt something, just as I had. But now my horny senses were taking over, clouding what should have been common sense. My whole body was now on fire, wanting to feel his touch, wanting to taste him. His voice brought me out of my thoughts.

“Up for a fire?”

“S-sure,” I managed to squeak out.

“I’ll get more wine.”

He started a fire in the fire pit and brought two chairs over for us. He didn’t place them far apart, but rather close. We both sat down, and he refilled my wine glass. I was struggling to focus, still feeling the heat between my legs. My body was yearning for his touch, and yet I could not bring myself to do anything to fulfill that yearning.

We talked for a bit, more of the same conversations. As the night wore on, he seemed to loosen up a bit more, or maybe it was the whiskey. I’m not sure what it was, but at one point conversation stopped. We sat there staring at the fire for a while before he finally cracked the silence.

“I hope you don’t take this the wrong way,” he started. “But you are a beautiful, sexy young woman.”

I blushed again, and the tingling in my pussy traveled down to my toes.

“Not at all, thank you,” I managed to get out.

His reached his hand over and put it on mine, sending hot streaks straight to my pussy.

“If you need anything while you’re up here, just let me know.”

“I appreciate that,” I replied.

I didn’t try to move my hand, and neither did he. I looked up from the fire and saw him looking over at me. My heart began to race. I looked into his deep, blue eyes and really saw him as a man. A sexy, older man. He looked me up and down again.

Clearing his throat, he withdrew his hand and looked back at the fire.

“You know what we need?” he asked, getting up from his chair.

“What?”

“Music. Some of what you call yacht music. Alexa, play yacht rock.”

The soothing sound of Steely Dan began to play softly in the background. We sat for a while listening to the music and reflecting on memories each song evoked. Once again we found ourselves without conversation, staring at the fire. I had to find out if what I was feeling was real or imagined. I only knew one way to find out. I gathered all the courage I could muster and stood up.

“Would you dance with me?” I asked him, my hands shaking. “It’s been a while and I miss dancing.”

He stood up and approached me.

“Thought you’d never ask.”

He pressed himself close as he wrapped his arm around my waist, his hand coming to rest just above my ass cheeks. I placed my other hand in his as we began to slow dance. The feel of his muscles, the smell of his scent, his strong chest pressing on my tits, it was getting to be too much.

I pulled back slightly and looked at him. His eyes looked down at me and my legs got weak.

“Oh, god kiss me now!” my body screamed. “Kiss him!”

I put my hand at the back of his neck and tugged slightly, indicating I wanted his head to come down to mine. He dropped his head slowly, and we began to kiss. Very gentle at first, like a first date kiss. But as soon as he wrapped his other arm around me, the kiss became more. It was a passionate kiss, long, deep, his tongue darting in and out of my mouth. My pussy was soaked, and I was pretty sure my panties were as well.

His hands slid down to cup my ass as I whimpered slightly. God his strong hands felt so good! I wanted him to take me right then and there, strip my dress off, bend me over the picnic table and fuck me raw! My body was screaming for it!

But as soon as it started, it was over. He pulled back, stepped back from me and cleared his throat. I could see the bulge in his pants, so I knew he was turned on.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said as he turned and look back at the fire.

I stood there for a moment in disbelief. I was certain this was going to happen. I was confused and disappointed at the same time.

“You’re my daughters’ age. I watched you grow up.”

“I’m also a woman,” I replied trying to salvage what almost was.

“I know, but this is wrong. I’m sorry I let it get to this point. You should probably go.”

I was disappointed, angry, and most of all so fucking horny!

I grabbed my purse and left without saying a word.

What did I do wrong?

I knew he wanted me.

And I wanted him.


Chapter Four: Escalation

When I got home, I threw my purse onto the couch and went to my room. I paced in my room for a few moments replaying what had just happened. I was angry, and yet I knew he was right. But the heat between my legs was not letting me think straight. I hadn’t been this horny in quite some time.

I stripped out of my clothes and got into bed. I tossed and turned for a while, trying not to think about him. But no matter how hard I tried, he kept coming back. I needed to relieve this stress or I was not going to get any sleep tonight.

I began to have a fantasy about him. Us dancing by the fire, kissing as his hands began to explore me. Softly sliding across my erect nipples sending tingles to my pussy. My hand found my breasts and I began to roll my nipples between my thumb and index finger, moaning with the pain and pleasure it brought.

I imagined him slipping my straps off my shoulders, kissing my neck down to my collar bone as he slipped the top of my dress past my tits. His firm hands squeezing them gently as his thumbs brushed the ends of my sensitive nipples. I let out a moan as my hand began to slide down my stomach.

I could almost feel his hands sliding down toward my soaked pussy, my legs instinctively parting to grant him access. My hand slid down to my clit, and I sucked in my breath as my sensitive nub was finally touched. I could feel how wet I was as I slid my fingers between my pussy lips and across my hole.

I imagined his hands dipping into me, and then sliding up my slit to rub my engorged clit. I moaned louder as my fingers began to act out what I was fantasizing. Rubbing my clit as I arched my back, wanting something inside of me. I slid one finger in, then two, pumping them in and out slowly at first, then increasing speed as my other hand rubbed my clit.

I imagined him turning me around and with one swift move, bending me over the picnic table. I could hear his zipper coming down and knew that fat cock of his was about to be freed. My hands worked in a frenzy as I continued my fantasy.

I could feel his cock sliding up my slit as he coated it with my juices. The feel of the engorged head and it began to part my lips and enter me. The feel of that hard cock sliding deep into me slowly as my pussy began to pulse just slightly from the feel of that veined spear penetrating me.

I began to fuck my hand with my body as I imagined his cock fucking me with long, deep strokes until I finally came. It was hard and intense. I could feel my pussy contracting on my fingers as I fucked myself. Wave after wave rolled over me in probably the single most intense orgasm I had ever experienced on my own.

With my horny desires now quenched, I closed my legs and rolled over. Feeling satisfied, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. My dreams were of me and him, our bodies intertwined. I slept well that night, but something inside of me was still wanting more from him. I wanted his cock, and I wasn’t going to take no for an answer!

Over the next two days, I tried to forget about him and my fantasy. I purposely stayed away from the store just so we wouldn’t accidentally bump into each other. But by day 3 I decided to go to him and try to talk this out. Whatever happened between us was real, and I wanted it to go further. I needed to know if he did too, or was it simply that he was having a hard time with the age gap.

As evening set in, I got up the courage to go back to his cabin. I parked the car and sat there for a moment trying to get my thoughts together. Satisfied I had everything ready for our conversation, I headed for the front door. Just as I was about to press the doorbell, I heard the doorknob turn. I looked up and saw him standing there, opening the door.

“I didn’t think I would see you again,” he said stepping aside to let me in.

“I needed to see you, to talk to you.”

“I know what you are going to say.” He started.

“No, you don’t,” I replied with a little bit of attitude. “You have no idea.”

“I do, Zoe. But what we both felt is wrong. Wrong on so many levels.”

“So you felt the same thing?” I asked.

I moved closer to him, affirming my resolve.

“Then why did you stop? Why did you push me away?” I asked with a pleading voice.

“It’s wrong, I am too old for you. You need to find someone your age, someone you can grow old together with.”

“It’s not wrong when two people feel something. And what does age have to do with it?”

He looked me over, his firm glance softening as he took me in. I sensed his wall was coming down.

“Age is a number, nothing more,” I stated. “For a while I was like you. I didn’t understand why someone would want to be with someone twice their age. But I get it now.”

In one move, he had his arms around me drawing me close to him, his chest pressing against my tits. He looked into my eyes as if he were searching for something. The he kissed me. Long, deep kissing. Passionate, like he was kissing his love for the first time. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back.

He pushed me back against the wall as he kissed me. His hands on each side of my face against the wall. I could feel the bulge growing in his pants as he pressed against my stomach. He slid his hand down my neck, across my collar bone, and down to my tits. First, caressing me over my shirt and bra. I moaned at the feel of his hands touching me.

He reached behind me and unsnapped my bra with ease. He lifted my shirt off me and I let my bra fall to the floor.

“God you’re gorgeous,” he said softly.

His hands began to massage my tits, his fingers rolling my nipples between them sending tingles down to my already wet pussy. One hand slowly slid down my body, across my stomach and down to my pants. He unbuttoned my pants and lowered the zipper, my hips pushing against him anticipating. He hooked his fingers into my belt loops and slid my jeans down. I lifted my legs out of them, now standing there completely naked.

One hand was still on my tit when his other hand slid down between my legs. I opened my thighs to give him access, moaning and grinding my hips. The heat of his hand as he cupped my pussy made me shudder. I couldn’t wait to feel them inside of me.

He slowly dropped his head down to my breasts, kissing his way down. He sucked my nipples into his mouth one at a time, nibbling slightly as I pressed his head to me. His other hand began to slide up and down my slit, coating his fingers with my juices.

I whimpered when he slid one finger into my pussy, then another. He slowly fucked me with his fingers as I began to fuck them back, bucking my hips with each thrust. I was moaning as he dropped to his knees, his face right in front of my cunt. He kissed my stomach just above my clit, then with a firm hand he spun me around and had me bent over, my hands against the wall.

His tongue slid slowly up and down my slit as he tasted me. I pushed back wanting more of that tongue on me. He pushed it into my pussy a couple of times before moving back to my clit, flicking and sucking it as my tension built. I was relishing the feel of his tongue, my panting increasing with each flick of his tongue. I felt the pressure building inside of me and I knew my orgasm was almost there.

With a loud moan, my body began to shake as the waves of orgasm flooded my body. I pushed against his tongue as I came, my juices flowing down his chin. My legs began to shake, and in that moment, he stopped. I whimpered wanting more, and then I felt it. The engorged head of his cock was against my slit. He slowly pushed himself inside of me as I pushed back, wanting all of him.

He slid his shaft all the way into me, his balls against my sensitive clit. He started pumping in and out of my cunt slowly at first and then began to go faster. The sound of our bodies slapping together as he fucked me was music to my ears. His hard cock filling my pussy with each thrust. I felt him begin to stiffen and I knew he was going to come.

I worked feverishly against his thrusts trying to make him come. At last, with one long thrust, he buried his cock deep inside of me and began to dump his load inside of me. The hot cum hitting my walls, the pulsing of his cock as it shot each load of cum into me was like heaven.

He kept his cock in me until it finally went limp and slipped out. I turned and threw my arms around his neck, kissing him deeply. This was more than what I had fantasized about. It was way better!

We stood there kissing for a bit, then he stepped back and held my face in his hands.

“I have wanted that for a long time,” he started. “But my sense of age and my thoughts as a father kept me from having what I wanted.”

I smiled and gave him another kiss.

“I hope it was worth the wait,” I said teasingly.

“And then some.”

He held me tight for a bit longer before we both got dressed. I now understood why Sophia had been with my dad. I didn’t get it at first, but now I understood. I hoped that when she found out about us, she would accept it as well.

We got dressed and sat on the couch having some pillow talk, holding each other with small kisses now and then. I figures Sophia would be fine with all of this, but I wasn’t so sure about the others.

I would find out soon enough.


Chapter Five: Reunion

The rest of the time went by so fast. Before I knew it, it was time for everyone to start showing up. Craig and I had sex rather frequently during that time. I couldn’t get enough of him, and he couldn’t get enough of me. I was a bit nervous as the first car rolled into the driveway.

“Lily!” I exclaimed as she got out of her car.

“Zoe! How you been, girl?”

“I’m great! How you been?”

“Fantastic. God it’ll be good having everyone here. Anyone else here?”

“Nope, you’re the first. Sophia and the baby should be here around lunch. I’m not sure when the others are arriving.”

I helped Lily get her things into the cabin and showed her to her room.

“I got some wine chilling when you’re settled,” I told her.

“Great, I could use a glass after that ride!”

I poured us a glass of wine and we sat at the bar talking about memories and how Sophia had married my dad and had a baby.

“It’s cray to think of Sophia as your mom!”

“Don’t over think this too much. It’s weird enough as it is.”

The sound of a car door shutting brought them attention to the driveway. Both of them leapt out of their chairs as they saw Sophia getting the baby out.

“Soph!” Lily exclaimed as she hugged Sophia. “Motherhood seems to be agreeing with you.”

“Hi, Lily. Thanks, sometimes I wonder. He definitely keeps me hopping.”

“Let me see that little man,” I said holding out my arms. “God he’s getting big!”

“He’s a little chubster, that’s for sure!” Sophia laughed.

“Come on in, we’ll get you guys settled,” I told her.

Sophia put the baby down for a nap and joined us at the bar.

“So, any developing news?” Sophia asked as she sat down at the bar and took a sip of wine.

“Same old shit,” I replied.

“Yep, nothing new,” Lily said.

It seemed like an eternity before another car showed up. We all ran outside and saw Emma and Ava getting out of the car.

We all hugged and laughed; excited the five of us were finally together. It had been a long time since we had all been in one place at the same time. And now we had an entire weekend together.

Ok, so dish the dirt Sophia. How did all this happen?” Lily asked.

Sophia recounted the time at the cabin and everything that led to the baby. She recounted how he made her feel and how the time being trapped in the cabin on the mountain was the best thing that has happened to her, except for the baby.

“And what about you, Ava?” I asked when Sophia was finished. “How is married life for you?”

“It’s been fantastic,” she replied. “I never in a million years would have guessed my life would be where it is now.”

With two down, we only had three of us left to update. I was purposely holding back until everyone else told their story.

“What’s up with you, Lily?” Ava sked.

“Well,” she started.

“C’mon, give us the dirt!” Emma pressed.

“I’m living with Sophia’s dad,” she replied sheepishly.

“Sophia!” I exclaimed. “Why didn’t you tell us?”

“They wanted to keep things hush for a while, so I respected their wishes,” she replied , smiling at Ava. “God I wanted to tell you guys something fierce, but she made me promise to keep it a secret.”

“Emma, you’ve been quiet,” Lily said with a glancing look.

“Ok, fine. I’m living with Lily’s dad, ok? Happy?” she said sarcastically.

“So, wait,” Emma said after everyone had calmed down. “Each of us has had some sort of relationship with someone else’s dad?”

“Looks that way,” Emma replied. “Except Zoe. What’s up with you?”

I felt the blood rushing to my cheeks.

“No! Emma blurted out. “Who?”

“Sorry, Ava,” I said blushing.

“Seriously? My dad?” she exclaimed. “When?”

“Happened last week while I was getting the house ready.”

All the other girls laughed and jokes began to fly. Somehow, someway we had managed to have sex with each others dads! Who would have ever thought that this would happen to us? One, maybe, but all five of us? It was so bizarre.

“Hey,” I said as the laughing slowed down. “Yu know what we should do?”

“Oh, god,” Emma said. “I’m almost afraid to ask.”

“We should get all the dads over here tomorrow night for dinner.”

“Seriously?” Emma replied.

“Why not?” I said in a serious tone. “After all, we all know the secrets, it’s about time they did too.”

We contemplated the idea for a bit, then decided it was a good idea. We all called our significant others and invited them for dinner the following evening, none of them knowing the others had been invited as well. I only hoped things would go smoothly. After all, each dad was sleeping with another dad’s daughter.


Chapter Six: The Boathouse

Saturday was spent by the pool. Most of us watching Sophia with the baby. We reminisced about the past, laughed, some sadness, but mostly laughter. As the time approached for the dad’s to arrive, we all changed for the evening. I think each of us in our own way was primping for our mates, each of us curious how the other dad’s were going to react.

Some of them already knew about their daughters, but some did not. But I figured, if one dad was sleeping with a daughter, then the other dad should be fine with it. There was absolutely no difference.

As each dad showed up, some jokes were thrown around, but each one seemed to be understanding of each other’s relationships. I was relieved there were no issues. We all sat around and talked for a while, each one telling their meeting and start of the relationship story.

Sitting with Craig was getting my juices flowing. I couldn’t help it. Everything was still so new and just having him near me made me horny. I needed to find an excuse to get him away from the others so we could have a quickie and get my sex drive under control before I just took him right there in front of everyone!

I formulated a plan in my head, and started putting it into motion.

“Shit,” I said out loud.

“What?” Emma asked.

“I forgot that I left some of the beer I the fridge out in the boathouse. Craig, could you help me bring it in?"

“Typical Zoe,” Ava said. “I swear girl, you have the memory of a flea.”

I grabbed Craig’s hand and led him out of the house. While it was true there was beer in the boathouse fridge, it wasn’t my primary motivation in getting Craig there. We walked into the boathouse, and I stopped Craig from turning on the light. I closed the door behind him and threw my arms around his neck.

“I need you to fuck me, right here, right now,” I told hm.

He grunted and pulled me tight to him.

“Horny again are we?”

“It’s your fault.”

“Hmph.”

He pushed me back against the boat and began kissing me as his hands traveled down to my breast. I moaned as his hands slid inside my bra and began to twist my nipples, sending tingles to my pussy.

“Oh, god,” I exclaimed.

His other hand slid down my stomach and into my shorts, cupping my pussy over my panties. I pressed my pussy against his hand, feeling his heat on me, my hips gyrating with his pressure. He pulled my shorts and panties down and I opened my thighs for him. His hands moved back and forth from my hole to my clit, me moaning with each movement of his hand.

I reached down and undid his pants, reaching in and pulling out his hard cock. I loved the velvety smooth skin with the veins bulging all over. The feel of its head with precum all over it. I dropped to my knees, taking in his size before slowly sliding his cock into my mouth.

I began sucking it as I moved my mouth up and down his shaft, flicking the underside of the head. He moaned a deep moan as I took all of him in my mouth, his balls resting against my chin. His hips began to buck against me as I gently fondled his balls. I could feel them tightening up.

I stood up and lifted one leg around his waist and guided that rock hard cock into my pussy.

“Fuck me, fuck me hard!” I exclaimed.

He lifted my other leg up and slid his hands under my ass. He began to lift me up and down as he pumped his cock in and out of my cunt. I clung to his neck tightly as I moaned into his ear, each thrust taking me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I could tell by his thrusts that he was getting close as well. I reached down and began to play with my clit to speed up the process. It didn’t take long. I exploded into an orgasm as my body quivered. I hugged him so tight as my pussy walls pulsed against that hard cock.

With a deep thrust and a large exhale, I felt his hot cum spurting inside of me. God that felt good! I could feel his cock pulsing with every shot of cum he deposited into me. I convulsed on his cock for a minute or two, feeling his cock getting soft inside of me. When he was almost completely soft, his cock slid out of me.

We kissed for a minute, then got ourselves together and grabbed the beer. No one would be the wiser. We carried the beer up to the house and rejoined the group. Our quick fling unknown to anyone but us.


Chapter Seven: The Dock

I thought it was odd that Zoe and Craig were going to the boathouse to get beer. I thought there was enough in the fridge already. But, whatever. If they needed alone time, then I guess that worked for them.

As for me and Harlan, it had been a week or so since we had sex. He had been on a business trip when he got the invitation. He came straight here from the airport. I was aching to feel him inside me, to taste his cock and have him taste me!

We sat next to each other, holding hands as everyone talked. Soon, people began to drift off, but always coming back to the core group. I nudged Harlan and stood up. Quietly, we went out the back door and I led him to the dock. It was a fair distance from the house and secluded from other cabins on the lake.

I put my arms around him and kissed him deeply.

“I’ve missed you so much,” I told him.

“And I’ve missed you,” he replied, brushing my hair from my eyes. “God I’ve missed your beautiful eyes.”

I pulled him tight and kissed him again. His hands slid down my back and cupped my ass. I squealed just slightly.

“I want you,” he said into my ear. “Right here, right now.”

He started at my neck and began kissing his way down to my shoulder and then collar bone. I shivered at his hot breath on my skin, the feel of his tongue as he licked me. I felt my nipples harden as I thought about his mouth reaching them. His hands slid up my side, brushing against the side of my breasts, sending a shiver down my spine. I could feel myself getting wet.

I reached down and began to massage his cock through his pants as his hands slid to my tits, pulling the straps from my tank top down, exposing them. His cock was hard in no time, straining against his Dockers. I unzipped them, and reached my hand in, grabbing onto its silky smooth flesh.

I pulled his hard cock out of his pants and stroked him as his mouth found its way to my nipples. He sucked them alternately, biting and nibbling on them. Each nibble send tingles traveling down my body and right to my pussy. I was soaked and craving his cock and his tongue on me.

I pulled back from him and got down on my knees. His beautiful cock was right in front of my face. The tip glistened in the moonlight with precum dripping off the end. I took him into my mouth and began to suck his cock. I moved my mouth up and down his shaft, feeling each vein as is slid across my tongue.

His hips began to move back and forth as he began to fuck my mouth. My pussy was dripping and I was craving his tongue on me.

I stood up when he pulled at my arms. He pushed me back against the pier support and spread my legs wide. He kissed his way down my body, nuzzling my nipples when he started. His hand slid up and down my slit with me moving my hips to meet this hand. As he kissed down my stomach, tingles went down to my toes, my pussy aching for his tongue.

At last he slid his tongue across my sensitive clit and down to my hole. He slid his tongue in and out of my hole a couple of times before settling in on my clit. He began to flick with the tip of his tongue, sucking on it every now and then. My hands were wrapped in his hair as I thrust my hips forward, bucking against his tongue.

I felt his hand slide under my ass cheeks, and then a finger began to probe my asshole. He just barely inserted into my ass, and that was all it took. I began to convulse as my orgasm hit. Wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through my body as I came hard. After what seemed like an eternity, he stood back up and kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on his lips.

He spun me around and pushed me forward, his hand cupped my ass cheeks. I felt his cock slide up and down my slit as he soaked it, as he got ready to fuck me. I felt the head parting my lips as he started to enter my hole. I pushed back against him wanting his full length inside of me.

He started slow, I wanted more, faster, deeper, but he was calculated and restrained. He knew what I needed. At first, just the head parting my lips and just barely penetrating me driving me crazy. I wanted his cock buried deep inside of me. I wanted it all!

Suddenly, he thrust his cock deep inside of me with one big thrust. I gasped and had to hang on tight to the pier support. The sudden fullness of him inside of me took me by surprise and send chills from my head to my toes. He began to increase his thrusts. Long, deep thrusts that hit the right spot each and every time. The fullness of him inside of me made me want to scream, but I bit my lip to avoid anyone hearing us.

His thrusts became faster and faster and I knew he was getting ready to cum. When I felt his body begin to stiffen, I pulled forward, spun around and sucked his cock into my mouth just as he came. I sucked hard, trying to get every single drop of cum from his cock that I could. God how I missed his taste!

His hands were entangled in my hair as he guided my mouth up and down his pulsing shaft.

“Fuck!” he said out loud. “Suck that cock, baby.”

I fondled his balls gently as I coaxed out the last few drops of cum. With both of us satisfied, I stood up and kissed him. We hugged for a few moments, then got dressed and returned to the group.

Our adventure that night is still one we talk about. Whether anyone knew what we had done or not, we felt the chance of getting caught only heightened the experience. One day we would try something like that again.

For now though, we just relaxed and enjoyed the rest of the weekend.


Chapter Eight: The Car

Me and Derek sat off to the side on the love seat, listening to conversations. We would occasionally comment, but both of us knew we needed to fuck. We knew we needed sex, and soon. We both just knew that others in the group had either already had sex, or were planning it.

Our opportunity came when it was time to start the food for dinner.

“Dammit,” Zoe exclaimed as she looked into the refrigerator. “I forgot the bread.”

I spoke up first. “Derek and I will go get some. Is that little store still open?”

“Probably not,” Zoe replied. “You’ll have to go into town.”

“Ok, no problem. We’ll be back shortly.”

This was exactly the chance we needed. The drive to town was at least 20 minutes, then there was getting the bread, and then the drive back.  We figured we would have enough time for sex at some point. The road was fairly deserted, so we figured we could stop off at some point and fuck.

We got in the car and headed for town.

“I saw a spot back a few miles that looked like we could pull off and stay fairly hidden,” Derek told me.

“Ok,” I replied.

We pointed the car towards town and headed down the road. We drove maybe 10 minutes when Derek slowed down.

“There, there is a pull off that goes back quite a bit,” he said.

He pulled the car back onto the pullout area, as far as he dared go. He cut the engine and the lights, enveloping us in complete darkness. The only light we had was what the moon provided us. We got out of the car and walked to the rear, embracing each other.

“Do you realize this is going to be the first time we’ve had sex out in the open?” he asked me.

The thought of it made my pussy tingle. The thought of some stranger catching us fucking really turned me on.

“I’m looking forward to it,” I replied with a sparkle in my eye.

Derek smiled and pulled me to him. We stood there in a tight embrace, kissing each other deeply. My tits were pressed hard against his chest, and I soon felt the familiar bulge in his pants begging to grow.

My hand slid down his belly and to that bulge in his pants, massaging his cock into full rigid posture. I unzipped his pants and reached inside grabbing hold of his cock. I pulled it out and felt the precum on the tip.

I began to slowly stroke him as he let his hands fall to my tits. I moaned as his hand slid inside my bra, brushing against my straining nipples. My head tilted back signaling him to kiss my neck and work his way down to my tits.

Without hesitation, he began to move his mouth lower, kissing his way down. I was still stroking his hard cock as his mouth made it to my nipples. He sucked them in one at a time, nibbling and biting them. Little shocks ran down my legs as he bit my sensitive nipples, my pussy wet from the teasing.

I dropped to my knees and undid the button on his pants, pulling them down to his knees. I licked the tip of his cock, then slid my mouth up and down the underside of his shaft, him moaning with pleasure. I gently massaged his balls with my other hand feeling his hard cock twitch in my mouth.

But I wanted more than just his cock in my mouth. I wanted his tongue and my pussy and his cock fucking it. I gave him one last, long suck, a pooping noise coming as I let it slip out of my mouth. I stood up and kissed him deeply. He knew what I wanted.

He turned me around and lifted my skirt up to my waist. He moved swiftly, sliding my panties off in a split second. He grabbed me under my arms and lifted me onto the trunk of the car, pushing me back.

I laid back on the trunk and felt his hot breath on my pussy. I shivered and chills went down my spine. He teased me by breathing on my pussy, almost touching it and then backing away.

“Fuck, you’re driving me crazy.” I said.

“That’s the idea.”

At last I shuddered as his tongue slid into my hole, then up to my sensitive clit. I grabbed his hair and held on as he began to lick me front to back, flicking my clit when he got to it.

“Oh, god yes!” I exclaimed. “Eat my pussy, baby!”

He slid a finger inside of me and began focusing on my clit. The tip of his tongue flicked at my clit as his finger began to fuck me. I felt another finger go inside of me and began to feel some fullness from it. He curled his fingers and began to massage my g-spot.

It didn’t take long for me to come. I pulled his face tight against my pussy as I let go and came. I humped his tongue trying to get as much pleasure as I could. My body began to shake and I felt my eyes roll back into my head. Every nerve in my body was on fire!

As my convulsions began to subside, he stood up, lifted my legs to his shoulders then, slid me toward him. I felt the head of his cock pushing between my folds as he began to enter me. God I loved the feel of that cock!

Once inside of me, he grabbed my ass and pulled me close, burying his cock deep inside my pussy. He began to fuck me with long, hard strokes, bottoming out with each thrust. The fullness and pleasure made me squeal.

“Oh, god yes, yes, yes,” I moaned.

He began pumping faster and faster with each stroke. I was in heaven! Soon, his thrusts began to get rigid and I knew he was about to come.

“Oh, fuck,” he said.

I felt his cock begin to pulse as he shot his load deep inside of me. He buried his cock deep as his hot cum filled me. I pulled him tight wanting to feel every inch of that glorious cock inside of me for as long as possible. Soon, I felt the familiar feeling of a cock going limp. He pulled out of me and lifted me to him. He kissed me deeply, and held me tight.

Being out in the open like this was intoxicating. Just the idea of getting caught added an edge to the experience. We gathered ourselves and continued our drive to the store. It had taken longer than we had anticipated, but no one even seemed to notice as we returned with the bread.

A public fucking, and a secret for us.

I don’t think anyone else had sex as good as us!


Chapter Nine: The Pool

After dinner, everyone was going to the fire pit down by the dock. I wasn’t really into a fire tonight, I would rather take a late night swim in the pool.

“How about a swim, baby,” I said to Victor.

“Sure,” he replied.

We went to our room and changed into our swim suits. Being naked, we both had the same naughty ideas, and embraced each other with a kiss. I would have fucked him right then and there if it were up to me. But I think Victor had other ideas.

We put on our swim wear and headed down to the pool. By the time we got to the pool, everyone else was already at the fire pit. We had some privacy for now.

We dropped our towels and dove right in. The water was warm and we both swam a couple of laps before coming to rest at the side of the deep end. The lights weren’t on, so that played into our favor as well.

“God there are a lot of stars out tonight,” I said looking up at the sky.

“Sure are,” Victor replied. “But none as beautiful as you.”

I blushed when he said that. I wasn’t accustomed to flattery, and every time he did it I blushed. But his heart was in the right place. I knew he cherished me, and I cherished him. He was a good man and made sure I was satisfied, not only with everyday life, but with sex as well. He always put my needs first.

“I know this sounds weird given the circumstances, but are you ok with Emma and your dad? He asked.

“Absolutely,” I replied. “I haven’t seen dad this happy in years. They make a good couple, and she makes him happy. The fact that we are good friends just makes it even more special.”

Victor kissed me on the forehead and looked into my eyes. His hand was at the small of my back, caressing me. I loved his gentle touch. He knew just how and where to touch me. Most of the time, a single touch would get my pussy wet. I wanted him all the time.

Of course I wanted to please him as well. Whatever he wanted, I gave him. Oral, vanilla, anal, you name it. I actually enjoy anal most of the time. I love the feel of that cock sliding in and out of my ass. I have learned that rubbing my clit while he fucks my ass gives me a super intense orgasm. I don’t know why, but it does.

Victor pulled me to him, my tits against his chest. I could feel my nipples getting hard just being this close to him.

“I love you, baby girl,” he said softly.

“And I love you.”

We kissed for what seemed like an eternity before his hands began to explore my body. He cupped my ass and slid his fingers up my hip. I shuddered as his hand slid down my stomach and into the V towards my pussy. I could feel his cock getting hard.

I untied my bikini top and let my tits out of their cage. He moved his hands to them and began gently rubbing and squeezing them. His fingers twisted and tugged my nipples sending shocks down to my pussy. I loved having my nipples played with, and he knew it. I could sit there for hours letting him rub, twist, and tug at them.

I reached down and put my hand up his trunks, grabbing onto his stiff cock. I began to stroke it as his hand slid down to my bikini bottoms. A quick tug and both strings were off, my bottoms floating in the pool. His hand slid between my thighs and began to explore my slit.

Fingers teased my hole as he just barely pushed them in, then back up to rub my clit. I pulled his trunks off, freeing his cock. I looked down as I stroked it, the engorged head just waiting for my mouth to take it in.

I pushed him back until we were at the steps in the shallow end, his cock sticking up out of the water. I pushed his legs apart and settled in between them. I sucked the head first, then slid my tongue up and down his shaft. He moaned lightly as my mouth made love to his cock.

I finally quit teasing his cock and dropped my head down, taking in his full length in my mouth. He groaned again and put his hand on the back of my head, guiding me. I slid my mouth up and down his shaft, sucking at the head and flicking my tongue at the underside. He groaned as I massaged his balls

He lifted me up and pulled me to him, spreading my legs wide. I straddled him and lowered myself down onto his cock. The head of his cock parted my folds and began to penetrate me. I groaned as the head went in fully, followed by the length of his shaft.

I began to ride him, slowly at first, but then picking up speed as his fullness filled my pussy. He held his hands in front of my tits, letting my nipples brush against them with each bounce. I reached between my legs and began to massage my clit.

I decided in that moment that I wanted anal. I got off his cock and turned around, sliding my ass towards his cock. I guided to my glory hole and slowly sat down in his cock, feeling it fill me. I started slowly, getting used to his size inside me, then began fucking it faster and faster. I rubbed my clit as fast as I could; the sensation of his cock in my ass was driving me crazy.

I felt my orgasm building, and I worked at my clit even harder. All of a sudden my orgasm hit. My ass pulsed against his cock as I rode him hard. The feeling of my ass pulsing sent him over the edge. I felt him stiffen, then the hot flow of cum spilled into my ass.

I buried his cock all the way into my ass, grinding from side to side trying to milk all the cum out of him. He groaned as he came, his hands on my hips pulling me down as far as I could go. Waves of ecstasy rolled over me as we both came together. My body convulsing with each wave of pleasure that rolled over me.

With both of us done with our orgasms, I lifted myself off of his cock and turned around, still straddling him.

“God that was good, ”I said, hugging his neck.

“Better than good.”

We sat on the step cuddling for a good while before we finally gathered up our swim wear and put it all back on. It was time to join the others.

We went inside, got dressed and went to the fire.

I was spent, but happy.


Chapter Ten: The Cove

The first hints of dawn were just creeping over the horizon when Jack and I decided to make our escape from the cabin. The air was crisp and cool, carrying the faint scent of pine needles and dew-kissed earth from the surrounding forest. Everyone else was still deep in slumber, their bodies tangled in sheets after a night of endless laughter, shared secrets, and way too much wine around the crackling fire pit. The baby monitor hummed softly on the nightstand, our little one peacefully asleep, giving us this rare window of uninterrupted time. I glanced at Jack as we tiptoed down the creaky wooden stairs, his strong frame silhouetted against the dim light filtering through the windows. God, even after all this time—after the whirlwind romance, the marriage, the baby—he still made my heart race like a teenager with a crush.

We grabbed the keys to the cruiser from the hook by the door, our fingers brushing in that electric way that always sent a spark straight to my core. I was wearing a simple white bikini under a loose sundress, the kind that clung just enough to my curves to remind him of what was underneath. Jack had on his faded blue swim trunks that hugged his muscular thighs and a white linen shirt unbuttoned at the top, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of his chest hair, salted with gray. His silver hair was tousled from sleep, and those piercing blue eyes held a mischievous glint as he looked at me. "Ready for a little adventure, Mrs. Wilder?" he whispered, his voice low and gravelly, the kind that vibrated through my body and settled between my legs.

I nodded, biting my lip to suppress a giggle. "As long as it involves you and me alone on that boat," I replied, my hand slipping into his as we stepped out onto the dew-slicked path leading to the dock. The lake stretched out before us like a mirror, reflecting the soft pinks and golds of the sunrise. Not a ripple disturbed the surface, and the only sounds were the distant call of a loon and the gentle lapping of water against the wooden pilings. It felt like the world was ours, a private sanctuary away from the chaos of friends, family, and responsibilities.

Jack helped me onto the boat, his hands firm on my waist, lingering just a second longer than necessary. I felt the warmth of his palms through the thin fabric of my dress, and a familiar ache began to build in my lower belly. Six months postpartum, and my body had changed—curvier hips, fuller breasts that were still tender from nursing—but Jack looked at me like I was a goddess. He never made me feel self-conscious; if anything, his desire had only intensified, as if the evidence of what we'd created together turned him on even more.

He settled into the captain's chair and fired up the engines with a low rumble that vibrated through the hull and up my legs. I stood behind him, wrapping my arms around his waist, pressing my breasts against his back. The scent of his cologne mixed with the fresh lake air—woody, masculine, intoxicating. My chin rested on his shoulder as he eased us away from the dock, the boat slicing smoothly through the water. The cool breeze whipped through my hair, and I closed my eyes, savoring the moment. "This is perfect," I murmured into his ear, my lips brushing the lobe.

He turned his head slightly, his stubble grazing my cheek. "You're perfect," he said, his hand reaching back to squeeze my thigh. That simple touch ignited something primal in me. My nipples hardened against the fabric of my bikini top, and I felt a warm flush spread from my chest downward. It had been too long since we'd had this kind of freedom—no interruptions, no hurried quickies in the shower while the baby napped. I wanted him, needed him, in a way that made my skin tingle with anticipation.

We cruised north for about twenty minutes, leaving the cluster of cabins behind. The lake widened, the shoreline giving way to dense forests that hugged the water's edge. Jack knew these waters like the back of his hand; he'd been coming here since he was a kid. He steered us toward a secluded cove, one of those hidden gems tucked away from the main channels, where the trees formed a natural barrier on three sides. The entrance was narrow, almost invisible unless you knew it was there, and as we slipped inside, the world outside faded away. The water here was calmer, deeper, a dark emerald green that promised privacy.

Jack cut the engines, and the sudden silence was deafening, broken only by the soft splash of the anchor as he dropped it overboard. The boat rocked gently, and he turned to face me, that slow, wicked grin spreading across his face. His eyes raked over my body, dark with hunger. "Morning, Mrs. Wilder," he murmured, stepping closer until his body heat enveloped me.

"Morning, Daddy," I whispered back, my voice husky. I loved calling him that—it was our little secret, a nod to how we'd started, forbidden and thrilling. His pupils dilated, and he pulled me against him, his hands sliding down to cup my ass through the sundress. Our mouths met in a crash of lips and tongues, no gentle prelude, just raw, urgent need. His kiss was demanding, his tongue invading my mouth, tasting of coffee and mint from breakfast. I moaned into him, my fingers digging into his shoulders, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.

His hands roamed upward, slipping under my bikini top. His thumbs brushed my nipples, already stiff and sensitive, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my clit. I gasped, arching into his touch. "Jack... God, that feels so good." He pinched them lightly, rolling the peaks between his fingers, and I felt a rush of wetness between my legs. My pussy throbbed, aching for more. He yanked the strings of my top loose with one swift tug, letting it fall to the deck. The cool morning air hit my bare skin, making my nipples pebble even harder. He groaned, his gaze fixed on my breasts. "Fuck, Sophia, look at you. So beautiful, so full."

I sank to my knees on the cushioned bench, the soft vinyl cool against my skin. My hands trembled with excitement as I tugged at his swim trunks, pulling them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, thick and veined, the head already glistening with precum. I wrapped my fingers around the base, feeling the heat of him, the silky smoothness over steel-hard rigidity. He was so big, always had been, stretching me in the most delicious way. I leaned in, inhaling his musky scent—salt, sweat, and pure male arousal. My mouth watered.

I licked the tip first, swirling my tongue around the slit to taste that salty bead of precum. Jack hissed, his hands tangling in my hair. "Baby... yes." Emboldened, I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth as I slid him into my mouth. The velvety texture of his skin glided over my tongue, and I hollowed my cheeks, sucking gently at first, then harder. He filled my mouth completely, the head bumping the back of my throat. I gagged slightly but pushed through, loving the way he groaned, his hips rocking forward instinctively. "Fuck, Sophia, your mouth is heaven. Suck me just like that."

I bobbed my head, taking him in long, slow strokes, my hand working the base in rhythm. Saliva coated him, dripping down my chin as I picked up speed. The taste of him—salty, slightly bitter—drove me wild. My free hand slipped between my own legs, rubbing my clit through my bikini bottoms, but Jack noticed. "No," he growled, pulling me off his cock with a wet pop. "That's my job."

He lifted me effortlessly, his strength always a turn-on, and laid me back on the wide bench at the bow. The sun-warmed cushions cradled my body as he peeled off my sundress and bikini bottoms in one fluid motion. I lay there naked, exposed to the open air, my skin prickling with goosebumps. The breeze whispered over my wet pussy, making me shiver. Jack's eyes devoured me, his cock bobbing hard and ready. "Spread for me, baby," he commanded, his voice rough.

I parted my legs wide, feeling vulnerable and powerful all at once. My pussy lips were swollen, slick with arousal, and I could feel the cool air teasing my entrance. Jack dropped between my thighs, his big hands pushing them even farther apart until I was completely open to him. His breath was hot against my sensitive flesh, and I whimpered in anticipation. "Please, Jack... I need your mouth."

He didn't make me wait. His tongue flattened against me in one long, slow lick, from my entrance all the way up to my clit. The sensation was electric—a warm, wet glide that sent sparks shooting through my nerves. I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily. "Oh God, yes!" He did it again, slower this time, savoring me like I was his favorite meal. The roughness of his stubble scratched deliciously against my inner thighs, heightening every touch.

Then he focused on my clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue in teasing flicks. Each one built the pressure inside me, a coiling tension in my core. He slid two fingers into my pussy, curling them upward to hit that sweet spot inside. The fullness was exquisite—stretching me just enough to make me gasp. He pumped them slowly, matching the rhythm of his tongue, and I felt my walls clench around him. "Jack... fuck, that's so good. Don't stop." My hands fisted in his hair, pulling him closer as waves of pleasure built.

The sensations overwhelmed me: the wet heat of his mouth, the suction on my clit that made my toes curl, the thrust of his fingers hitting my G-spot over and over. My breasts heaved with each breath, nipples tight and aching. A flush spread over my skin, heat pooling in my belly. I was close, so close—the edge approaching like a tidal wave. "I'm gonna come... oh God, Jack!" He sucked harder, his fingers thrusting faster, and I shattered. The orgasm ripped through me, my pussy spasming around his fingers, juices flooding his mouth. Every muscle tensed and released in rhythmic pulses, pleasure exploding from my core outward, making my vision blur and my body shake uncontrollably. I screamed his name, the sound echoing off the water, raw and uninhibited.

He licked me through it, gentler now, drawing out the aftershocks until I was a trembling mess. When he finally pulled back, his chin glistened with my arousal, and he licked his lips with a satisfied smirk. "You taste like heaven, Soph. Always have."

Panting, I reached for him, pulling him up my body. His cock pressed against my thigh, hot and insistent. I needed him inside me, filling me completely. "Fuck me, Jack. Please." He positioned himself between my legs, the head of his cock nudging my entrance. I was so wet, so ready, that he slid in with one smooth thrust. The stretch was intense—his thickness parting my walls, filling every inch of me. I gasped, my nails digging into his back. "Yes... oh fuck, you're so big."

He groaned, burying his face in my neck as he started to move. Slow at first, long strokes that let me feel every vein, every ridge. The friction was delicious, building that heat again. But I wanted control. I pushed at his chest, and he understood, flipping us so he was on his back. I straddled him, sinking down onto his cock inch by inch. The angle was deeper this way, his shaft pressing against my front wall, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyelids. "God, Jack... you feel incredible inside me."

I started riding him, slow and deliberate, grinding my clit against his pubic bone with each down stroke. The sensation was a mix of fullness and pressure—my pussy clenching around him, milking him. My breasts bounced with the motion, and he reached up to cup them, thumbs flicking my nipples. "Ride me, baby. Just like that." His voice was strained, hips thrusting up to meet me.

The boat rocked gently with our rhythm, water slapping against the hull like an erotic soundtrack. Sweat beaded on our skin, the sun warming us as it climbed higher. I picked up speed, slamming down harder, the slap of our bodies echoing. My clit throbbed with each grind, sending zings of pleasure up my spine. Jack's hand slid between us, his thumb finding my clit. He rubbed it in tight circles, the pressure perfect—firm but not too much. "Come for me again, Soph. Let me feel you squeeze my cock."

The combination was too much: his thick cock stretching me, hitting deep; his thumb on my clit, circling relentlessly; the build-up of heat in my core. My breaths came in short gasps, my thighs burning from the effort. "Jack... I'm close... so close." The tension coiled tighter, a spring ready to snap. Then it did—I came hard, my pussy contracting in powerful waves around him, pulsing and fluttering. The pleasure was blinding, radiating from my clit through my entire body, making my toes curl and my back arch. Juices slicked us further, the wet sounds obscene and hot.

Jack thrust up once, twice, his face contorting in ecstasy. "Fuck, Sophia... I'm coming!" He buried himself deep, his cock swelling inside me as he erupted. Hot spurts of cum filled me, each pulse matching my own contractions, prolonging my orgasm. I felt every jet, warm and thick, coating my walls. His groans were deep, guttural, vibrating through his chest as I collapsed onto him.

We lay there, tangled and spent, hearts pounding in unison. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close as aftershocks rippled through us. The sun beat down, warming our slick skin, and the lake whispered secrets around us. "Best fucking morning ever," he murmured, kissing my temple.

I laughed breathlessly, still feeling the faint pulses in my pussy. "Give me ten minutes, and we'll do it again."

He squeezed my ass, grinning. "That's my girl."

We lingered in the cove for hours, talking, touching, fucking again under the climbing sun. By the time we headed back, the group chat was blowing up—where are you? Breakfast is ready! But it didn't matter. This was our time, our revelation, and it was worth every stolen second.


Chapter Eleven: The Last Breakfast

The sun was already high when we finally motored back to the dock, the cruiser’s engines purring low as Jack eased us into the slip. My thighs still trembled from the last round in the cove, and I could feel the warm, slick reminder of him between my legs every time I moved. I caught his eye as we tied off the lines, and he gave me that lazy, satisfied smirk that said he knew exactly what I was thinking. I blushed, even after everything, and swatted his arm.

By the time we walked up the path to the cabin, the smell of bacon and fresh coffee was drifting out the open windows. Everyone else was already awake and bustling around the big kitchen. Zoe was at the stove flipping pancakes, her hair piled messily on top of her head. Craig stood behind her, arms around her waist, stealing kisses at her neck while she pretended to protest. Lily and her dad—Harlan—were setting the long farmhouse table, plates clinking, silverware gleaming in the morning light. Emma and Victor were pouring orange juice, and Ava and Derek were carrying platters of scrambled eggs and fruit to the table.

We all converged at once, a chorus of “There they are!” and knowing grins. No one asked where we’d been; they didn’t have to. The flush on my cheeks and the way Jack’s hand rested possessively on my lower back told the whole story.

“Morning, lovebirds,” Zoe teased, sliding a stack of pancakes onto the table. “We saved you some hot water for coffee.”

“Barely,” Emma laughed, pulling out a chair for me. “You two were gone forever.”

Jack shrugged, completely unashamed, and dropped a kiss on the top of my head before sitting beside me. “Beautiful morning for a boat ride. Couldn’t resist.”

The table filled quickly—ten of us squeezed around the big oak surface that had seen so many summers of laughter, spilled drinks, and late-night card games. Now it held something different: five couples who, against every odd, had found their way to each other through the most unlikely paths. The food was passed family-style: crispy bacon, fluffy eggs, pancakes drowning in maple syrup, fresh strawberries and blueberries, strong coffee, and mimosas for anyone who wanted one.

Conversation started light—compliments on the food, jokes about how much wine had disappeared the night before, teasing about who snored the loudest. But slowly, inevitably, it drifted to the weekend itself.

“This has been…” Lily started, then paused, looking around the table with soft eyes. “I don’t even have words. Perfect doesn’t cover it.”

Harlan reached over and took her hand, bringing it to his lips for a gentle kiss. “It really has. I haven’t felt this relaxed—this happy—in years.”

“Same,” Ava said quietly, leaning into Derek’s shoulder. “I kept thinking how crazy it is that we’re all here, like this, and it just… works.”

Derek nodded, his arm tightening around her. “Nobody’s judging. Nobody’s hiding. It’s freeing.”

Emma raised her mimosa glass. “To the weirdest, best friend group in history.”

We all laughed and clinked whatever we were holding—coffee mugs, juice glasses, champagne flutes. The sound was bright and warm, like the sunlight pouring through the windows.

Zoe looked around the table, her eyes a little shiny. “I was scared coming into this weekend,” she admitted. “Not about us—you guys are my safest people—but about bringing Craig into it. About everyone knowing. But seeing all of you… it’s made me realize we’re not alone in this. We’re not the only ones who found something real in the most unexpected place.”

Craig brushed a strand of hair from her face, his voice low. “You never have to be scared with me in the room, Zoe. And now you’ve got four other couples who get it.”

Victor spoke up next, his hand resting on Emma’s knee under the table. “I never thought I’d sit at a table with my daughter’s friends’ fathers and feel nothing but gratitude. But here we are. And I wouldn’t change a thing.”

Jack squeezed my thigh, his thumb tracing slow circles that still sent shivers up my spine. “This place has always been special,” he said, looking around at the familiar walls, the photos on the mantel, the view of the lake through the windows. “But this weekend? It’s the best memory it’s ever going to have.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “We should do this every year,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could overthink them. “Memorial Day weekend. Same cabin. All of us. No matter what life throws at us in between.”

The agreement was immediate and unanimous.

“Absolutely,” Lily said.

“Tradition starts now,” Emma declared.

“Count us in,” Ava added, grinning.

Zoe lifted her coffee mug. “To annual debauchery and unbreakable friendships.”

We drank to that.

The rest of breakfast passed in a golden haze—more stories, more laughter, plans already forming for next year. Who would bring what food, what new toys the baby would have by then, whether we’d rent pontoons or take the cruiser out as a group. It felt effortless, natural, like we’d always been this version of ourselves and were only now stepping fully into it.

Eventually plates were empty, coffee pots drained, and suitcases started appearing by the front door. Hugs were long and tight, promises to text the second we got home repeated over and over.

Lily and Harlan left first, waving out the windows of his truck as they pulled down the gravel drive. Emma and Victor followed, her head on his shoulder as they disappeared toward the highway. Ava and Derek were next, already bickering playfully about whose turn it was to drive. Zoe walked Craig to his car last, the two of them lingering by the open driver’s door, stealing one more slow, deep kiss before he finally climbed in and left.

Jack and I stood on the porch with the baby monitor in hand, watching the last taillights vanish around the bend. The cabin was quiet now, just the hum of the fridge and the distant lap of water against the dock.

He wrapped his arms around me from behind, chin resting on my shoulder. “Think we’ll really do this every year?”

I leaned back into him, feeling the steady beat of his heart against my spine. “We better. I’m already counting down the days.”

He turned me in his arms, kissed me slow and soft, tasting of coffee and maple syrup and everything that was home. “Me too, Soph. Me too.”

We locked up the cabin, loaded the baby into the car, and pulled away last. The lake sparkled behind us in the rearview mirror, calm and bright and waiting.

This weekend had changed everything—and nothing—all at once.

And we couldn’t wait to do it again.
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