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Warning



This novel contains explicit sexual content. It is intended for adult audiences only. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: Master's Weekend



The cursor blinked accusingly at me from my laptop screen as I wrestled with a particularly stubborn scene in my latest manuscript. My heroine was being defiant when she should have been submissive, and I couldn't quite capture the delicate balance of describing the actions and mannerisms of a talented brat.

In BDSM, a brat is someone who deliberately misbehaves or acts out to provoke their dominant partner into "punishing" them. It's a playful form of resistance that both parties enjoy—the brat gets the attention and correction they crave, while the dominant gets to assert their control.

I deleted the last paragraph for the third time and leaned back in my studio chair. Chris had outdone himself with this space—it truly was perfect for writing. But today, my creative flow felt as elusive as catching smoke.

The light streaming into my backyard writer's studio had begun to dim, but I'd been too absorbed in my fictional world to notice.

A soft knock at the studio door made me jump, my fingers pressing random keys on the keyboard.

"Come in," I called, saving my work.

The door opened slowly, and Chris's familiar face appeared in the gap, his expression apologetic.

"Sorry to interrupt," he said, stepping fully into the room. "But it's getting pretty late, and I was wondering what you wanted to do for dinner. I'd be happy to fix something if you tell me what you're in the mood for."

I glanced at the clock on my laptop screen—6:30 PM. Where had the day gone? My stomach growled in response, reminding me I'd skipped lunch entirely.

What a thoughtful husband I had. Most men would have just demanded to know when dinner would be ready, but Chris always offered to cook instead of expecting me to drop everything.

"You don't have to go to any trouble," I started, then paused as inspiration struck. "Actually, how about we go to Aldo's?"

Chris's face lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. "That sounds perfect."

I had to smile at his enthusiasm. Chris turned into a twelve-year-old when it came to pizza, but honestly, it was just as much my guilty pleasure as his. Sometimes I suggested Aldo's pretending it was all for him, when really I craved their wood-fired pies just as much.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot of Aldo's Pizzeria Napoletana. The warm glow of Edison bulbs strung across the outdoor patio welcomed us, while the rich aroma of wood smoke and melted cheese drifted from the restaurant's signature brick oven. Inside, exposed brick walls displayed vintage Italian photographs, and the open kitchen allowed diners to watch the pizza makers tossing dough with theatrical flair.

"Mr. and Mrs. Reyes!" Pamela, the hostess, greeted us with genuine warmth. Her dark hair was pulled back in an elegant chignon, and she wore the restaurant's signature black dress with a crisp white apron. "So wonderful to see you both again."

"Hi, Pamela," I replied, appreciating how she always remembered our names. That kind of personal attention was becoming rare in restaurants these days.

She led us through the bustling dining room, past tables where couples shared intimate conversations over candlelight and families gathered around massive pizza pies. The sounds of clinking glasses, laughter, and the rhythmic thwack of the pizza peel against the oven's floor created a symphony of sound.

"Would you like to hear about our special?" Pamela asked as she seated us at our usual corner table.

"Of course," I said, settling into my chair. "What's Aldo's special creation?"

Pamela's eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. "Tonight we're featuring 'La Rustica Piemontese.' It starts with our house-made dough, then we add creamy Fontina Val d'Aosta and fresh rosemary straight from our garden. We top it with paper-thin 24-month-old Prosciutto di Parma, then finish with a house-made aged balsamic reduction and a drizzle of our finest extra virgin olive oil."

She paused, clearly proud of the dish's provenance. "The name pays homage to the Piedmont region of Northern Italy, where Fontina cheese originates. 'Rustica' captures that earthy, countryside feel of the rosemary and the rustic elegance of the dish, while 'Piemontese' gives it that authentic Italian regional identity."

"That sounds amazing," Chris said, his voice carrying the reverence usually reserved for discussing fine art. "I love food with a story."

"I completely agree," I added, already imagining the combination of flavors.

"Wonderful! And would you like your usual bottle of red wine tonight? Or would you like to try a bottle of Barbera d'Alba? It should pair well, as it is from the same Piedmont region as the fontina cheese on the pizza."

Chris looked at me questioningly, and I nodded.

"We'll try the Barbera d'Alba."

"Perfect," Pamela smiled. "I'll inform your server right away."

As she walked away, moving gracefully between tables, Chris watched her with professional appreciation.

"I might have to offer her a job at our new Atlanta restaurant," he mused. "She really cares about the food, and remembers every customer's name and drink preferences. That's a rare talent."

"Don't go pissing Aldo off," I warned playfully. "This is one of my favorite restaurants, and I don't want to get banned for staff poaching."

Chris laughed and raised his hands in surrender. "Point taken. But it's so hard to find good hosts these days. The ones who actually care about hospitality instead of just checking names off a list."

"Speaking of Atlanta," I said, adjusting my napkin, "didn't you mention that you and Nathan had lunch here earlier this week?"

"We did. I introduced him to Aldo, actually. Now Nathan's looking for properties in Atlanta for Aldo to open a second location."

I raised an eyebrow teasingly. "Nathan should pay you a finder's fee with all the restaurant owners you keep referring to him."

Chris shot me a look that could have curdled the Fontina on our upcoming pizza.

"I'm kidding!" I said quickly, holding up my hands. "But you have to admit, Nathan's becoming quite the food service real estate specialist, and it's largely because of all your connections."

Chris's expression softened. "That's true. He's got a good eye for restaurant locations, though. Aldo was impressed with his questions about foot traffic, parking, and kitchen flow. Not everyone thinks about those details."

The waiter appeared with our wine, going through the proper tasting ritual with Chris before filling our glasses. The Barbera d'Alba's deep burgundy caught the candlelight beautifully, and its complex aroma of cherries and leather rose from the glass.

"To another perfect evening," Chris said, raising his glass.

"To husbands who don't mind when their wives disappear into their writing caves all day," I countered, clinking my glass against his.

The wine was perfect—bold enough to stand up to the rich flavors we were about to enjoy, yet smooth enough to enhance rather than overpower them. As we waited for our La Rustica Piemontese, I felt that familiar contentment settle over me. These simple moments—sharing good food and wine with the man I loved—felt just as precious as our more adventurous experiences.

"So," I said, twirling my wine, "has Nathan found a new location for your new place yet?"

Chris's restaurant investment group, Culinary Capital Partners, already operated five successful establishments across Atlanta and the surrounding areas. Their portfolio ranged from upscale steakhouses to trendy farm-to-table bistros. This new location was going to be their first venture into the seafood industry.

"Actually, yes," Chris said, his eyes lighting up with excitement. "He found what looks like a perfect spot in Buckhead. Great foot traffic, solid demographics, and the previous tenant left behind some really expensive kitchen equipment. I'm trying to set up a time for us to go visit the property together."

He paused, taking a sip of wine. "But that'll have to wait until after we get back."

I cocked my head, studying his expression. "When who… gets back from where?"

Chris shifted in his seat, and I recognized that look—he wanted something but wasn't sure how to ask for it.

"That's actually something I wanted to talk to you about," he began carefully. "The Masters Golf Tournament is coming up in a few weeks in Augusta, and Nathan managed to get his hands on two tickets. He invited me to share a room for the week."

I couldn't help myself—I burst out laughing.

"You're going to abandon your gorgeous wives at home to go watch grown men in tacky pants hit a little round ball into a cup hundreds of yards away?"

Chris's face broke into a sheepish grin. "When you describe it that way, it does sound a bit ridiculous. But yes, I very much want to go."

The earnest excitement in his voice made my heart melt a little. Chris worked so hard, and he rarely asked for anything just for himself. The fact that he was practically bouncing in his seat at the thought of attending the Masters told me how much this meant to him.

"Of course you should go," I said, reaching across the table to squeeze his hand. "It sounds like an amazing opportunity. Maybe I'll talk to Michelle about planning a girls' beach retreat while you boys are off."

"That sounds great," he said, visibly relaxing. "You should definitely do that."

I decided to have a little fun with him. "Actually, maybe I'll invite Alison from New York to join us."

Alison was the gorgeous project manager from the restaurant supply company Chris had met at his convention in New York several months ago. I had watched her and Chris fuck over a video call.

Chris's fork stopped halfway to his mouth, his eyes widening in shock.

"You've been in contact with Alison?"

"Of course," I said casually, enjoying his reaction. "Ever since your rendezvous with her in New York. We exchange emails and texts regularly. She's been thinking about visiting her sister in Atlanta, so this might be perfect timing. She could join Michelle and me on our trip, then visit her sister afterward."

I could practically see the wheels turning in Chris's head as he processed this information. His expression shifted from surprise to intrigue to something that looked distinctly like arousal.

"And I'm sure we'll find some time for all of us to 'play' while she's here," I added with a mischievous smile. "Don't worry—you won't be left out of the fun."

Chris seemed pleased by this, but then his expression grew thoughtful.

"That's not actually what I was thinking about," he said slowly. "I was wondering if maybe when we return from our trips, she could join us to look at the space Nathan found. As a project manager for Prestige Restaurant Solutions, she might have some insights about the layout and equipment needs."

I loved how Chris's mind worked—always finding ways to blend business with pleasure, or in this case, finding legitimate reasons to spend time with people we enjoyed both professionally and personally.

"I'm sure she'd make the time," I said. "Especially if it means getting to see you again."

Our conversation was interrupted by the arrival of our La Rustica Piemontese, and I temporarily forgot about everything else. The pizza was a work of art—the crust perfectly charred, the fontina melted to golden perfection, and the prosciutto draped elegantly across the surface like silk ribbons. The aroma of rosemary and aged balsamic filled the air between us.

"This looks incredible," I breathed, reaching for my first slice.

Chris was equally entranced, carefully lifting a piece and watching the cheese stretch in long, satisfying strings before finally breaking.

We both dove in with the enthusiasm of people who'd discovered buried treasure. The first bite was heavenly—the creamy richness of the fontina balanced by the salty prosciutto, while the rosemary added an earthy note. The balsamic reduction provided just enough acidity to cut through the richness, and the olive oil added a silky finish that tied everything together. Maybe I should start a food blog. Does anyone do blogs anymore? No. Maybe I should start a podcast.

"Oh my god," I mumbled around my bite, not caring about proper dinner table manners. "This is absolute perfection."

Chris nodded vigorously, too busy chewing to respond verbally. We fell into comfortable silence, both of us focused entirely on the magnificent pie before us.

As we ate, I found myself thinking about the weekend plans we'd just discussed. A girls' trip to the beach with Michelle and Alison sounded absolutely perfect. I could only imagine the trouble the three of us could get into.
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As soon as we got home that night, I practically sprinted to my laptop. I fired off messages to both Michelle and Alison about the possibility of a girls' weekend. Michelle responded within minutes with a string of excited emojis and an enthusiastic "YES!" Alison's reply came through just as quickly from New York: "Already looking at flights. This is exactly what I need right now."

Within a few days, I had everything booked. A super cute three-bedroom beach bungalow right on St. Simons Island, complete with pool and spa access at the resort just a few houses down the beach. The photos showed white sand stretching for miles, ancient live oaks draped in Spanish moss, and crystal-clear waters that promised the perfect escape from reality.

St. Simons Island was a barrier island full of Southern charm. The island's rich history dated back centuries, with remnants of tabby ruins and antebellum plantations scattered among modern beach houses and resorts. Massive live oaks created natural canopies over winding roads, while the lighthouse stood sentinel over the village pier where shrimp boats still brought in their daily catch.


Chapter 2: Bound for Trouble



On departure day, I got up early and headed for the shower. The hot water felt amazing against my skin as I worked shampoo through my hair, excited about the weekend ahead. Just as I was good and soaped up, the shower door opened and Chris joined me.

"Morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep.

He grabbed his shower sponge and began to wash himself, the familiar routine we'd done countless times before. But today felt different—maybe it was the anticipation of being apart for a week. I decided to help and took the sponge from him.

"Let me," I said, running the sudsy sponge across his chest.

I took the detachable shower head and began running it over his body, rinsing away the soap. The water cascaded down his muscles, and I could see him growing hard as I worked my way lower. I put my hand around his growing manhood, feeling him pulse against my palm.

"Sky," he breathed, his eyes closing as I stroked him. "I'm not sure we have enough time for that. Nathan and Michelle will be here soon."

"Well then, we'd better make it fast," I said, my voice low and sultry. "But I'm not going to see you for a whole week, and I want you to leave me with something to remember."

I turned and leaned against the cool tile wall, bending slightly at the waist for easy access. The position was perfect and efficient, exactly what we needed with our time crunch. As he entered me from behind, I adjusted the shower head to a more solid stream and positioned it over my clit. The dual sensation rippled through my body.

Normally, Chris was a relatively gentle lover, taking his time to build up our pleasure. But when pressed for time, he needed to be a little rougher, and honestly, I kinda preferred it that way. He wasted no time slamming into me, his hands gripping my hips for leverage. The sound of his pelvis slamming against my wet ass reverberated in the small glass shower stall, creating an erotic echo that amplified every thrust.

I looked back over my shoulder and saw the focused look on his face as he looked down, watching his cock slide in and out of me. His jaw was clenched with concentration, as steam swirled around us. There was something incredibly arousing about seeing him so lost in the moment, so focused on pleasing me before I left.

He noticed me looking at him and leaned forward to kiss me, pressing me harder against the wall and intensifying his thrusts. The cool tile against my heated skin created the perfect contrast as he drove deeper, his breath hot against my ear.

"God, you feel incredible," he groaned, his voice strained with effort.

The shower head continued its relentless pulse against my most sensitive spot while Chris filled me from behind. The combination was overwhelming, with every nerve ending on fire as pleasure built rapidly in my core. My hands pressed flat against the tile as my legs began to tremble.

The whole thing probably lasted just a few minutes, but the passionate intensity made up for its brevity. The pressure inside me coiled tighter and tighter until I couldn't hold back anymore.

"Fuck, I'm coming," I gasped, my voice echoing off the shower walls.

I felt his fingers dig into my hips as he gave a final few desperate thrusts, his rhythm faltering as he experienced his own release. His groan of completion vibrated against my back as he came inside me, his body shuddering with the force of his climax.

We stayed connected for a moment, both breathing hard as the shower continued to rain down on us. Chris pressed a tender kiss between my shoulder blades before slowly withdrawing, leaving me feeling wonderfully used and satisfied.

"That should definitely tide me over," I said with a breathless laugh, turning to face him.

He pulled me close, water streaming between our bodies as he kissed me deeply. "I'm going to miss you like crazy," he murmured against my lips.

"It's only a week," I reminded him, though my heart already ached a little at the thought of being apart.

"A week of you, Michelle, and Alison together unsupervised," he said with a mock-serious expression. "I should probably be worried."

"Probably," I agreed with a grin, reaching for my towel.

As I dried my hair, still feeling the lingering effects of our fervent goodbye, I saw my phone light up on the countertop. A text from Michelle appeared on the screen: "On our way! Can't wait for this adventure!"

I quickly finished getting ready, pulling on comfortable travel clothes and making sure I had everything packed. My suitcase was stuffed with bikinis and sundresses.

Chris emerged from the bathroom, towel wrapped around his waist, and caught me checking my reflection in the mirror.

"You look perfect," he said, coming up behind me to wrap his arms around my waist. "Though I have a feeling you're going to look even better with a tan by the time you get back."

The sound of car doors slamming in our driveway announced Nathan and Michelle's arrival. I grabbed my beach bag and gave Chris a slap on the ass. "Hurry up, they're here."
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Nathan's black Escalade filled our driveway like a luxury tank, ready for their golf adventure. While Chris loaded his bags into the back, Michelle and I crammed our considerably larger collection of luggage into Chris's BMW X5.

"Jesus," Chris laughed, watching us stuff the cargo area. "Is there going to be room for Alison's stuff?"

"Don't you worry, we'll make it all fit," Michelle called out, wrestling with an oversized beach bag.

As we finished loading, we gathered on the driveway for goodbyes. I wrapped my arms around Chris's neck, suddenly not wanting to let him go.

"Hey," I said, looking up into his eyes. "Since we're both going to be on vacation and it might be hard to get a hold of each other... maybe we could suspend the permission-granting part of our agreement? Just for this weekend. But only if you're okay with that."

Chris looked at me with an expression I couldn't quite read—part amusement, part concern.

"Fine," he said slowly. "I can only imagine what you three are going to get up to on that beach."

I laughed, trying to sound more innocent than I felt. "Probably nothing! Just sun, sand, and girl talk. But just in case... with Michelle, you never know…" I trailed off with a shrug. "Besides, you and Nathan will probably be the target of all those golf groupies in Augusta."

"I don't think we'll get up to too much," Chris said with a grin. "Considering most of the people there will be men."

"But you two will be the hottest, so..." I let the implication hang in the air.

Chris shook his head, chuckling. "Okay, we really need to go now. Have fun and try not to get arrested."

I pulled him down for a big kiss.

"Love you," I whispered against his lips.

"Love you too. Be safe. And take care of my car."

And with that, I pushed him away and climbed into the driver's seat.
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The traffic crawl through Atlanta was absolutely brutal. What should have been a forty-five minute drive to the airport stretched into an hour and a half of stop-and-go misery. I kept checking my phone, watching Alison's flight status change from "delayed" to "on time" to "arrived" while we sat trapped behind a sea of brake lights.

"Shit, shit, shit," I muttered, gripping the steering wheel tight. "Her flight landed twenty minutes ago."

"Relax," Michelle said, scrolling through her Instagram feed. "She'll wait. Where's she gonna go?"

But I couldn't relax. Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport is the busiest airport in the entire country—a sprawling maze of terminals, roadways, and construction zones that can swallow travelers whole. The airport has three massive terminals: one international and two domestic, each one practically the size of other airports. Delta owns the entire South Domestic terminal, where Alison's flight had arrived, but navigating through the chaos felt like trying to find a needle in a haystack made of concrete and rental cars.

As we finally approached the airport complex, my stress level skyrocketed. Signs pointed in every direction—North Terminal, South Terminal, International Terminal, Economy Parking, Hourly Parking, MARTA station. Cars weaved between lanes like they were playing some demented version of Frogger.

"There!" Michelle pointed through the windshield. "South Terminal. Delta. That's where she is."

My knuckles white on the steering wheel, I merged into the pickup lane. The place was absolute madness—cars double-parked, people dragging luggage across traffic lanes, uniformed officials blowing whistles and waving cars along.

"I see her!" Michelle practically bounced in her seat, pointing toward the sidewalk. "Blonde hair, cream colored blazer, pulling a black suitcase. That's definitely her from her Instagram photos."

I spotted Alison just as some asshole in a pickup truck started honking behind us. She was standing at the curb, looking gorgeous but slightly frazzled, her long blonde hair catching the afternoon sun. I cut right in front of the truck to pull over, which set the guy off completely. His horn blared, and I could hear him shouting through his open window.

"Move your fucking car, bitch! You can't just—"

Alison's head snapped toward the commotion as Michelle rolled down her window and waved. "Alison! Over here!"

The pickup truck driver was still laying on his horn and screaming obscenities as we popped the back hatch. Alison's New Jersey attitude kicked in immediately. She spun around, flipped the guy off with both hands, and shouted back.

"Hey! Go fuck yourself, asshole! We're moving!"

Michelle and I burst out laughing as we helped cram Alison's bags into the already overstuffed cargo area. The guy was still yelling when a security guard started walking over, hand on his radio.

"Ladies, you need to move along," the guard said, not unkindly.

"So sorry," I called out, slamming the hatch shut. "We're leaving right now!"

We all piled into the car, giggling like teenagers as I pulled away from the curb. The pickup truck driver tried to follow us, but the security guard blew his whistle, stopping traffic and allowing a stream of pedestrians to cross right in front of him. I clipped the curb as we escaped the pickup area.

"Jesus, Skylar," Michelle laughed, gripping the 'oh shit' handle. "Remind me never to let you drive when we're running late."

"I'm not used to driving such a huge car," I protested, checking my mirrors nervously. "Remember, I drive a tiny Mini Cooper. This thing is like piloting a yacht."

From the backseat, Alison leaned forward between us. "Mini Coopers are so cute! I always wanted one. I thought everyone down here drove pickup trucks or SUVs."

"Some do," Michelle said. "But Skylar's more of a cute car girl than a truck girl."

Once we escaped the airport traffic and hit the interstate, the drive became much more pleasant. After an hour of open highway, we spotted a Starbucks at the next exit and pulled over to caffeinate ourselves for the remaining four hours to St. Simons.

Loading back into the car with our drinks, Michelle turned to Alison with a grin. "Okay, now that we're properly introduced, I have to say—I can totally see why Chris hit on you during his trip. Just look at those tits!"

Alison laughed, adjusting her top. "Actually, I hit on him, not the other way around. Chris is way too much of a gentleman to make the first move."

"Oh, that's right," Michelle nodded. "Skylar told me you have a thing for married men."

Alison's cheeks flushed pink. "I'm not exactly proud of it, but yeah, it's true. I honestly don't know why I'm drawn to them."

"I know why," Michelle said confidently.

Both Alison and I leaned in, all ears.

"When I was your age, I liked married men too," Michelle continued. "Before I was ready to settle down, I loved my freedom. Married men were perfect—you could have amazing sex with someone experienced and appreciative, and then they'd go home to their wives. No clingy phone calls, no pressure to define the relationship, no worrying about where things were headed."

Alison nodded slowly. "There's definitely some truth to that. I'm totally focused on my career right now. I love living in the city, having my own space, doing what I want… when I want. Eventually, I'll find the right guy and settle down—probably move back to Jersey to be closer to my folks. But then I'll have to worry about young whores like me hitting on my husband."

"The circle of life," I managed between giggles.

"Exactly," Alison grinned. "What goes around, comes around. But for now, I'm enjoying being the slut."

"You're not a slut," Michelle said firmly. "Ok. Maybe you are, but that's fine with us, and you have full permission to fuck our husbands."

"True," Alison agreed. "And I have to admit, meeting you guys has given me a whole new outlook on settling down. Maybe I can have my cake and eat it too."

"The best kind of arrangement," Michelle said, raising her latte in a toast. "Friends who fuck."

We clinked our cups together, officially starting what I knew would be an unforgettable weekend.


Chapter 3: Beach House Baptism



We arrived at the beach house around six, after what felt like endless turns down increasingly narrow roads. The final stretch was a dirt road that ran parallel to a row of tiny beach cottages, and we immediately got into a heated debate about which side was the "front" of the house.

"It has to be the side facing the road," Alison insisted from the backseat. "That's where you park."

"But the beach is clearly the main attraction," Michelle countered. "The front should face the water."

I pulled into the white gravel driveway of our rental and cut the engine. "Let's call it the beach side and the road side and avoid the whole controversy."

The house was absolutely adorable—a tiny wooden cottage painted light blue with a bright yellow door that practically screamed "vacation." The road-side had a small porch with wooden railings, and I could see string lights woven around the posts, waiting to illuminate the space once darkness fell. Everything about it whispered relaxation and fun.

"Oh my God, this is perfect," I breathed, grabbing my phone. "I just love beach houses."

I found the security box mounted next to the yellow door and punched in the code the rental company had texted me. Nothing happened. My pulse quickened, and I felt heat creep up my neck as anxiety spiked. What if we had the wrong house? What if there was a mix-up with the reservation?

"Everything okay?" Michelle asked, noticing my tension.

"The code isn't working." I tried it again, this time slower, double-checking each number. The box popped open with a satisfying click, revealing the key inside. "Never mind! Crisis averted."

We pushed through the yellow door into a surprisingly spacious open-concept room that served as kitchen, dining room, and living room all in one. A small dining table sat in the center, surrounded by mismatched chairs, while a couch faced a large flat-screen TV mounted on the wall. The kitchen occupied one corner, compact but functional, with white cabinets and sea-glass green backsplash tiles.

Three bedroom doors lined the left wall, with a bathroom squeezed between the first two. I peeked into the bathroom and gasped—it was larger than the bedrooms, featuring a walk-in glass shower with two waterfall showerheads.

We each claimed a bedroom. Mine barely fit a double bed and a narrow dresser, but it had a window overlooking the beach. After tossing our luggage onto our respective beds, we gravitated toward the door, leading to the beach side of the house.

The deck was gorgeous, with weathered wooden planks and a hanging swing that faced the ocean. Stairs led down to the sand, which felt soft under our bare feet as we kicked off our shoes.

"This is heaven," Michelle sighed, stretching her arms toward the sky.

We rolled up our pants and started walking along the waterline, the gentle waves lapping at our ankles. The beach stretched endlessly in both directions, dotted with other small cottages and the occasional jogger or dog walker.

"Look," Alison pointed ahead. "Is that a bar?"

Sure enough, a large wooden deck jutted out from the dunes about a quarter-mile up the beach, complete with tiki torches and the sound of Jimmy Buffett drifting across the sand.

"We have to check it out," I said. "I'm starving."

The Beach Shack turned out to be exactly what its name promised, a casual spot with weathered picnic tables scattered across a huge deck. A hand-painted sign near the stairs read "Seat Yourselves," so we found a table with a perfect view of the sunset painting the sky in shades of pink and orange.

Our waitress appeared within minutes, a sun-weathered woman in her fifties with salt-and-pepper hair pulled back in a messy bun.

"Y'all visiting from somewhere?" she asked, pulling out her order pad.

"Atlanta and New Jersey," Michelle replied.

The waitress nodded without much enthusiasm. "What can I start you with to drink?"

"I'll have a mojito," Michelle said. "Extra mint."

"Piña colada for me," Alison chimed in. "Heavy on the rum."

"Margarita, frozen, with salt," I added. "Make it strong—we're celebrating."

"Food menu's right there," the waitress said, pointing to a laminated sheet stuck under a shell-shaped paperweight. "Kitchen closes at nine. Bar's open 'til midnight."

We perused the options—typical beach fare like fish tacos, fried shrimp, and grouper sandwiches. When the waitress returned with our drinks, Michelle leaned forward.

"Are the shrimp any good?"

The waitress's demeanor shifted slightly, showing the first hint of pride. "Honey, these shrimp are caught fresh daily right here in these waters. Nothing beats fresh Georgia shrimp, I promise you that."

"Sold," Michelle grinned. "I'll take the coconut shrimp basket."

"Fish tacos for me," I decided.

"Grouper sandwich," Alison said. "With sweet potato fries."

We sipped our drinks and watched the sun sink lower toward the horizon, casting everything in a golden light. The alcohol hit our empty stomachs quickly, making us giggly after the long drive.

When our food arrived, it was simple but delicious. Michelle's shrimp were perfectly crispy, my fish tacos were fresh and flavorful, and Alison declared her grouper sandwich the best she'd ever had.

"This is exactly what I needed," I said, raising my margarita. "Good friends, good food, and no husbands to worry about."

"Amen to that," Michelle laughed.

We finished our meal as the last traces of daylight faded, then made our way back down the beach toward our cottage. The string lights we'd noticed earlier were now twinkling on the porch, creating a magical fairy-tale atmosphere.

"Okay, I'm getting in the water," Michelle announced suddenly, stopping at the water's edge.

"Are you crazy?" I protested. "It's dark, and the water has to be freezing."

"The sun just set," Alison added. "We don't even know if there are sharks or jellyfish or whatever."

But Michelle was already pulling her top over her head. "Come on, when's the next time we'll have the beach all to ourselves? This is what girls' weekends are for! Live a little for fucks sake."

She shimmied out of her shorts and underwear, then ran straight into the waves with a shriek of delight. The moonlight reflected off her white skin as she rushed into the water.

"She's actually doing it," Alison said in amazement.

"You guys are such wimps!" Michelle called from waist-deep water. "It's not that cold once you get used to it!"

Alison looked at me, then started unbuttoning her blouse. "Well, I didn't come all this way to watch from the sidelines."

Not wanting to be the only one left on the beach, I reluctantly began undressing. The night air was brisk against my skin, and something about the darkness made me feel bold and free. We left our clothes in a pile on the sand and ran into the water together, screaming as the cold water hit our bodies.

Michelle was right—after the initial shock, the water felt refreshing rather than freezing. We splashed and played like children, diving under the water and floating on our backs while looking up at the star-filled sky.

"This is incredible," Alison laughed, doing a graceful backstroke. "I can't believe we almost chickened out."

"But I do feel a bit nipply," I said, pointing to my hardened nipples.

We stayed in the water a few more minutes, then ran back to shore, grabbing our scattered clothing and racing toward the house, laughing breathlessly as we stumbled up the stairs to the deck.
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"Dibs on the shower," Alison called out, apparently thinking the same thing.

"We can share," I said. "It's big enough for all three of us."

"I like the sound of that," Michelle said with a grin that matched my own mischievous mood.

We rushed into the bathroom giggling like a bunch of teenagers who'd snuck out past curfew. The salt and sand clung to our skin, our hair tangled from the ocean breeze. Alison reached into the spacious walk-in shower and turned on the water, adjusting the temperature until steam began rising from the tiles.

"Perfect," she said, stepping under the spray first.

I followed, with Michelle close behind. The warm water felt incredible against my chilled skin, washing away the ocean's embrace. Michelle grabbed a bottle of expensive-looking body wash from the built-in shelf.

"This smells amazing," she said, squeezing the lavender-scented gel into her palm. "Turn around, Sky."

I faced away from her as her soapy hands began working across my shoulders and down my back. Her touch was familiar yet still sent little shivers through me. Alison watched us, her blonde hair darkening as the water soaked through it.

"My turn," Alison said, reaching for the bottle.

Soon all three of us were covered in slippery suds, hands roaming freely as we helped wash each other. Michelle's hands cupped my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples as she worked the soap into a rich lather. I gasped at the sensation, my hands finding Alison's curves, running my palms over the swell of her backside.

Alison turned in my arms, pressing her body against mine. Her breasts were fuller than mine, her large pink nipples peaked from arousal rather than just the temperature change. I traced circles around them with soapy fingers, watching her eyes flutter closed.

"God, you're beautiful," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

Michelle moved behind Alison, her hands sliding down to cup Alison's ass while I continued exploring her chest. The steam swirled around us as our touches became more intimate. I could see the neat triangle of delicate blonde hair between Alison's legs, so different from my own dark hair.

Alison's lips found mine, soft and eager. The kiss was hungry, desperate in a way that spoke to weeks of building tension. Michelle pressed against Alison's back, her own nipples brushing against pale skin as she kissed along Alison's neck.

I broke away from the kiss, breathing hard. "I've wanted to taste you ever since watching my husband go down on you."

The words tumbled out before I could second-guess them. Alison's eyes widened, pupils dilated with desire.

"Please," she whispered.

I pushed her gently against the tiled wall, the cool surface making her gasp. Dropping to my knees on the shower floor, I lifted one of her legs over my shoulder. She was already wet with more than just water, her arousal evident as I positioned myself between her thighs.

Michelle moved to stand beside Alison, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss while Michelle's hands found those perfect pink nipples, rolling them between her fingers. Alison moaned into Michelle's mouth as I began exploring her pussy with my tongue, tasting her for the first time.

Her flavor was unique, a little sweet, a little salty. I worked her clit slowly at first, learning what made her gasp and tremble. I began circling it with gentle pressure, her leg tightened around my shoulder.

"Oh god, yes," she breathed against Michelle's lips.

Michelle pinched Alison's nipples harder, as I increased my rhythm. Alison's hands tangled in my wet hair, holding me against her as her hips began moving in small circles.

I could feel her getting closer, her breathing becoming more ragged. When I slipped two fingers inside her while my tongue continued its work on her clit, she cried out sharply.

"I'm going to come," she gasped.

Her orgasm hit hard, her body shaking as she pressed against the wall for support. I kept my mouth on her until the tremors subsided, only pulling away when she gently pushed at my shoulders.

"My turn," she said, her voice determined to return the favor.

Before I could protest, she was on her knees in front of me, looking up with those beautiful blue eyes. I straddled her face, bracing myself against the shower wall as her tongue found my clit.

She was eager and skilled. Her hands gripped my ass cheeks as she worked, her tongue moving in patterns that had me gasping within moments.

Michelle seemed content to watch at first, her eyes full of arousal as she took in the scene. But as I felt myself getting close to the edge, she moved closer, her mouth finding my breast. When she bit down on my nipple, the sharp sensation combined with Alison's talented tongue pushed me over.

I came with a cry that echoed off the bathroom tiles, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Alison's grip on my thighs kept me steady as I rode out the orgasm.

When I could finally stand without trembling, I helped Alison to her feet. We were all breathing hard, the steam around us feeling almost secondary to the heat we'd generated ourselves.

"Now it's your turn," I said to Michelle, my voice still breathless from my own release.

We positioned ourselves on either side of her, creating a beautiful sandwich of feminine curves. I pressed against her left side while Alison moved to her right, our wet bodies sliding together as the warm water continued cascading over us.

I found her neck first, my lips trailing along the sensitive skin while Alison mirrored my movements on the other side. Michelle's head fell back against the shower wall, a soft sigh escaping her lips as we lavished attention on her.

My hand cupped her breast, fingers finding the hardened peak of her nipple while Alison's hand claimed the other. Michelle's breasts were perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame, her nipples a dusky rose color that darkened under our touch.

"You two are spoiling me," Michelle breathed, her hands reaching up to tangle in our hair.

I kissed my way down her collarbone, following the path of water droplets as they traced along her skin. When I reached her breast, I took her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak.

Michelle's breathing grew more rapid, her body responding to our dual attention. I could feel her pulse quickening as I worked my way lower, my mouth traveling down her toned stomach.

Dropping to my knees on the shower floor, I positioned myself between her legs. Michelle spread her thighs wide, giving me access to her glistening pussy lips. Unlike Alison's neat triangle, Michelle kept herself completely bare.

I started slowly, my tongue tracing gentle circles around her clit while my hands gripped her thighs for balance. She tasted familiar yet always exciting, that perfect sweetness that was uniquely Michelle.

"God, Sky," she moaned above me as I increased my pace, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her clit.

After a few minutes of working her with my mouth, I stood back up, replacing my tongue with my hand. My fingers found her clit, massaging it in the circular motion I knew she loved while I watched her face for signs of her approaching climax.

That's when I noticed Alison moving behind Michelle, her hands spreading Michelle's ass cheeks as she lowered herself to her knees. I watched in fascination as Alison extended her tongue and moved her head between Michelle's cheeks.

Michelle's eyes flew open wide, meeting mine with a look of surprise and intense pleasure.

"Oh my," she gasped, her voice higher than usual. "That feels great."

I was pretty sure Alison was licking Michelle's asshole, something I'd heard about but never experienced myself. A sharp pang of jealousy shot through me. I wanted to know what that felt like. The taboo nature of it sent a thrill through my body, even as I tried to push the thought away. I didn't want to be greedy, I told myself. Surely we'd have more opportunities to play during the week ahead. There would be time to explore new sensations and boundaries.

Instead, I focused on Michelle's face, watching as the dual stimulation of my fingers on her clit and Alison's tongue behind her drove her toward the edge. Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed with arousal and steam from the shower.

I could see she was close, that telltale tension building in her body that I'd learned to recognize over our months of friendship and intimacy. Her breathing became shallow, her hips moving slightly against my hand.

Michelle's eyes locked with mine, the intensity of her gaze almost overwhelming. There was something raw and vulnerable in her expression, a level of intimacy that caught me off guard.

"Kiss me, baby," she whispered.

The words sent a shiver through me. There was something so intimate about the request, the way she called me 'baby,' that it almost unnerved me. We'd kissed plenty of times before, but something about this moment felt different, more charged with emotion than pure lust.

But I didn't want to interrupt her building orgasm, didn't want to break the spell that Alison and I had woven around her. So I slipped my free hand around the back of her head, fingers tangling in her wet hair, and pulled her toward me.

Our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss that was unlike any we'd shared before. There was desperation in it, a hunger that went beyond physical desire. I could taste the lingering alcohol from dinner, could feel the tremor in her lips as Alison continued her work behind her.

Michelle moaned into my mouth as her orgasm hit, her body shaking against mine as waves of pleasure coursed through her. I kept kissing her through it, swallowing her cries of release while my fingers continued their gentle pressure on her clit.

When the tremors finally subsided, she broke away from the kiss, resting her forehead against mine as she caught her breath. Alison slowly stood behind her, a satisfied smile on her face as she witnessed what she'd helped create.

"That was incredible," Michelle breathed, her voice still shaky.

We stood there for a moment, the three of us pressed together under the spray of the shower, catching our breath and processing what had just happened. There was something beautiful about the intimacy we'd shared, the way we'd all given and received pleasure without reservation.

"We should probably get out before we get all pruny," I said, reaching to turn off the taps.

The sudden silence felt almost shocking after the constant sound of running water. We grabbed the fluffy white towels from the rack, wrapping ourselves in their warmth as we padded out of the steamy bathroom.

"The deck?" Michelle suggested, nodding toward the door that led outside.

"Perfect," Alison agreed.

We made our way out to the wooden deck, where a large porch swing faced the ocean. The night air was cool against our damp skin, but not uncomfortably so. The moon had risen higher while we were inside, casting a silver path across the water that stretched to the horizon.

I settled in the middle of the swing, with Michelle and Alison on either side of me. We pulled our towels tighter around ourselves and began a gentle swaying motion, the chains creaking softly in the salt-tinged breeze.

"This is perfect," I said, feeling satiated.

My body still hummed with the afterglow of our shared intimacy, but more than that, I felt deeply connected to these two women beside me. We'd crossed new boundaries tonight, explored new territories of pleasure and friendship.

"I can't believe we have a whole week of this ahead of us," Alison said, her voice full of anticipation.

Michelle chuckled softly. "The boys have no idea what they're missing."

"Their loss," I said, meaning it completely.


Chapter 4: Sisterhood Spa Day



The next morning, I woke later than usual. My body felt wonderfully relaxed, still carrying the pleasant afterglow from our intimate shower experience. The sound of voices drifted from the main room, accompanied by Billie Eilish's "Birds of a Feather" playing softly, and the rich aroma of coffee beckoned me from my bed.

I slipped on a lightweight robe and walked barefoot toward the kitchen, but nothing could have prepared me for what I saw when I rounded the corner.

The living room furniture had been pushed to the edges of the room, creating an open space in the center where Michelle and Alison were practicing yoga - completely nude. It was a breathtaking sight to behold. Their bodies moved through familiar poses that were now transformed into something provocative and mesmerizing by their state of undress.

Michelle flowed gracefully from downward dog into warrior pose, her toned muscles rippling under her sun-kissed skin. Beside her, Alison held a challenging balance pose, her generous breasts swaying slightly as she adjusted her position. The morning light cast them in an ethereal glow.

I fixed myself a cup of coffee and quietly dragged one of the wooden dining room chairs closer to get a better view of their impromptu yoga session.

Michelle turned her head to face me mid-pose, a smile spreading across her face.

"Sleeping beauty has finally awakened. Want to join us?"

I shook my head, settling deeper into my chair with my coffee. "No, I'm enjoying just watching."

Michelle's smile widened as she turned her back to me and leaned forward into a forward fold that gave me a perfect view of her womanhood. I could see a little glisten on her pussy lips, evidence that their morning routine was having the same effect on them as it was on me. The thought of picking up where we'd left off last night crossed my mind, but I had other plans brewing for the day.

My gaze shifted to Alison, who had moved into a similar pose with her magnificent breasts hanging down in front of her. Another thought flashed through my mind - the desire to lift them up and feel their true weight in my hands, to explore their fullness.

Stop this, Skylar, I told myself, forcing my attention back to my coffee.

As they rolled up their mats, I suggested breakfast. We hadn't stopped by the store the previous evening, so we had no food in the house beyond coffee and the bottle of wine we'd finished.

"We should walk up to the resort and eat there," I said.

I was correct in my assumption—they had a breakfast buffet with every delicacy one could imagine. Fresh fruit, made-to-order omelets, crispy bacon, fluffy pancakes, and pastries that looked like works of art. We loaded our plates and found a table on the terrace overlooking the ocean.

While we ate, Alison set down her fork and looked at me with curious eyes.

"I've been meaning to ask you about the night you shared yourself with all those men at Club Paradise," she said. "I mean, I consider myself adventurous sexually, but I've never had the nerve to let so many men use me at once. What was it like?"

I paused, considering how to describe the experience accurately. "It was definitely a unique experience, almost overwhelming. But what I loved was being the center of attention for so many men at once. Every touch, every look, every movement was focused entirely on me."

"And it didn't it hurt having so many men inside you?" she asked, her voice dropping to ensure our conversation remained private.

I shook my head. "Not really. I mean, if you think about it - having sex with one man penetrating you for an hour is no different than ten men taking turns. After all, you only have one in you at a time."

She nodded thoughtfully. "I never thought about it like that." She picked up a strawberry, twirling it between her fingers. "Were all the guys hot?"

"Most were, but a few were not," I admitted. "But that wasn't really the point. It wasn't about their attractiveness. It was about them being complete strangers, and there was something euphoric about being used by anyone who walked up."

Alison's eyebrows raised. "Okay, but what if they were all super old - like seventies and eighties?"

I thought about it for a second, surprised by my own response. "Actually, I think that would be hot. Imagine how happy they would be to be able to fuck me."

She nodded slowly. "Okay, that part I get."

She turned to Michelle. "Have you ever done anything like that?"

Michelle shook her head. "No, I've been involved in several orgies, so I've had sex with several men in one evening, but never by myself where I was the only woman."

"Would either of you ever try it?" I asked, genuinely curious about their thoughts.

They both exchanged glances before Alison spoke. "I'm curious, but I'm not sure I would actively seek it out."

"Same here," Michelle agreed. "The idea is intriguing, but it would have to be the right situation."

"Would you do it again?" Alison asked me.

I had to be honest. "I'd have to admit that I would. There's something addictive about that level of attention and desire."

After finishing our breakfast, we walked back through the lobby toward the concierge desk. The marble floors gleamed under crystal chandeliers, and the space buzzed with well-dressed guests planning their day's activities. Everyone at the resort was much older and better dressed than we were. Didn't these people know they were on vacation?

Behind the polished mahogany desk stood a thin man in his thirties wearing a crisp navy blazer with gold buttons. His nameplate read "Preston." He looked up at us with barely concealed disdain, his eyes scanning our casual beach attire with obvious disapproval.

"Good morning, ladies. How may I assist you today?" His tone suggested he'd rather be doing anything other than assisting us riffraff.

"We'd like to know what activities are available at the resort," I said pleasantly.

Preston's eyebrows arched. "Certainly. May I see your room keys?"

"We're staying in one of the beach cottages," Alison explained.

His expression shifted to one of mild annoyance. "Ah, I see. In that case, you'll need to pay our visitor rates, not the guest rates. The spa services start at two hundred dollars per treatment, the golf course green fees are three hundred for eighteen holes, and—"

"Excuse me," I interrupted, keeping my voice level. "Full access to all resort facilities was included in our cottage rental. We paid the premium rate specifically for that access."

Preston's lips pursed. "I'm afraid that's not how our system works. The beach cottages are considered separate accommodations."

Michelle stepped closer to the desk, and I could see her jaw tightening. I placed a gentle hand on her arm before speaking again.

"Could you please check your records? The reservation was made under Skylar Reyes, and I can show you the confirmation email that specifically mentions full guest access."

"I don't need to check anything," Preston replied curtly. "Policy is policy."

I pulled out my phone and showed him the email confirmation, pointing to the relevant line. "This clearly states that we receive full guest privileges."

Preston barely glanced at the screen. "That must be an error in your booking confirmation."

I maintained my calm demeanor despite feeling my patience wearing thin. "Then perhaps we should speak with your manager to clarify this error."

Preston's face flushed slightly. "The manager is quite busy—"

"Preston, what seems to be the issue here?" A woman's voice interrupted from behind us.

We turned to see an elegant woman in her forties approaching, wearing a navy suit with the resort's logo embroidered on her blazer. Her nameplate identified her as "Sarah Mitchell, Guest Services Manager."

"These ladies are claiming their cottage rental includes guest access," Preston explained, his tone suggesting we were being unreasonable.

Sarah smiled warmly at us. "If they purchased the premium upgrade, it does. All premium beach cottage guests receive full privileges this season. We explained this at last week's employee briefing." She turned to Preston with a stern look. "I believe you were running late that morning, Preston."

Preston's face went through several shades of red.

"Please prepare complimentary spa passes for these ladies, and make sure they're treated as our VIP guests," she continued.

"Yes, ma'am," Preston said, as he clicked away at his computer before handing us three gold-embossed touch cards.

"I sincerely apologize for the confusion," Sarah said. "Please enjoy everything our resort has to offer. The spa is actually not very crowded today."

As we walked away with our gold-embossed day passes, Michelle shook her head in amazement.

"How do you stay so calm during conflicts like that? I was about to reach across that desk and strangle him."

I laughed. "Getting angry rarely gets you what you want. Staying calm and persistent usually works better."

"I need to learn that from you," Michelle said. "My temper gets me in trouble sometimes."

The spa occupied an entire wing of the resort, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. The reception area smelled like eucalyptus and lavender, with soft instrumental music creating a tranquil atmosphere.

"Welcome to Serenity Spa," the receptionist greeted us warmly. "We have quite a few openings today. What treatments interest you?"

We decided to start with the sauna. The dry heat felt incredible against our skin as we relaxed on the smooth wooden benches, letting the stress of travel and Preston's attitude melt away.

"This is exactly what I needed," Alison sighed, removing her towel, exposing her voluptuous breasts. I was happy with my body, but Alison had such a classic hourglass figure that it was hard not to envy her just a little.

After twenty minutes of therapeutic heat, we moved on to massages. As luck would have it, they could accommodate all three of us simultaneously in adjoining rooms.

My masseur was a tall, athletic man named David with gentle hands and an impressive knowledge of pressure points. He worked out every knot in my shoulders and back, leaving me feeling like liquid gold.

When we reconvened afterward, Michelle had a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"My masseur was gorgeous," she whispered. "I was wondering if he offered any special facial treatments."

Alison laughed. "I'm pretty sure they offer facials here, but not that kind."

"Hey, you never know," Michelle replied with a grin. "Some spas have pretty weird treatments these days. I've heard of places using whale sperm or bird droppings or some other ridiculous nonsense. Why not offer some hot guy to jerk off onto your face?"

"Because this is a respectable establishment," I interrupted, giggling at her boldness.

Despite our conversation, we decided to try actual facials next, which turned out to be incredibly relaxing. The aesthetician used some sort of seaweed mask that made my skin feel impossibly soft and smooth. Michelle commented that her masseuse's cum would probably smell and feel better.

Our spa day concluded with mani-pedis in the salon's pedicure chairs that massaged our backs while technicians pampered our hands and feet. I chose a coral pink polish that complemented my tan, while Michelle went with classic red, and Alison selected a shimmery yellow shade.

"I feel like a completely new person," Alison declared as we admired our freshly polished nails.

By late afternoon, we returned to our cottage feeling thoroughly pampered and relaxed. The beach beckoned us with its pristine white sand and gentle waves, so we changed into our bikinis and spent an hour walking along the shoreline, collecting shells and enjoying the warm sun on our skin.

As evening approached, we realized we needed groceries for dinner. A quick trip to the local market yielded fresh seafood, vegetables, and a bottle of crisp white wine.

Back at the cottage, we worked together in the compact kitchen, preparing a feast of grilled shrimp, roasted vegetables, and a fresh salad.

The kitchen was small but perfectly functional, and working together felt surprisingly natural. Michelle took charge of seasoning the shrimp with garlic and pepper. I handled the vegetables, slicing bell peppers and zucchini into perfect strips, while Alison diced tomatoes and cucumbers for the salad.

"Hand me that olive oil," Michelle called out, and I passed it over without looking, our movements synchronized like we'd been cooking together for years.

"This is so weird," I said, pausing. "We're moving around each other like we've done this a thousand times."

Alison looked up from whisking the vinaigrette. "I was just thinking the same thing. It feels like we've been friends forever."

"But Michelle and I met less than a year ago," I continued, "and Alison, we only met in person yesterday."

Michelle nodded thoughtfully as she arranged the shrimp on the small grill pan. "It's crazy how much we've already shared. Emotionally and physically."

"Maybe some people are just meant to connect," Alison suggested, tossing the salad with her homemade dressing.

The shrimp sizzled as Michelle placed them on the stovetop, filling the small space with an incredible aroma. I finished arranging the vegetables on a baking sheet and slid them into the oven.

"Okay, ladies," Michelle announced, pulling a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from the refrigerator. "Time for a proper toast."

She poured three generous glasses of the crisp white wine, the condensation immediately forming on the outside of the glasses in the humid coastal air. We gathered around the small dining table, holding our drinks.

"To the start of beautiful friendships," Michelle began, raising her glass, "and to many years of adventures together."

We clinked glasses, but Michelle wasn't finished.

"And to our men, who wanted to go watch other men play with balls," she added with a grin, "which inspired this amazing trip in the first place."

We burst into laughter, nearly spilling our wine as we clinked again.

"To Chris and Nathan's golf obsession," I added, "and our freedom to explore."

The wine was perfectly chilled and complemented the ocean breeze drifting through the open windows. We savored both the drink and the moment, watching the last rays of sunlight fade.

As we plated our dinner and settled around the table, Michelle's expression shifted slightly. She took another sip of wine before speaking.

"While this trip has been absolutely lovely, and I'm thriving on all this girl time," she began, "I have to admit I'm kinda wanting some dick too."

Alison nearly choked on her shrimp, laughing. "Michelle!"

"What? I'm being honest," Michelle shrugged. "But so far this place seems to be crawling with just old rich people. Not exactly my type."

I set down my fork and looked at her seriously. "That's not really my purpose for this trip. I'm not looking for any 'experiences.' I just want to relax and enjoy my time with you two."

Alison thoughtfully considered this. "That's all fine and good, Skylar, but I'm actually with Michelle on this one. I wouldn't mind meeting some hot guys, too."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah," she nodded. "I mean, don't get me wrong, last night was incredible, and I love what we have together. But I didn't become celibate just because I'm on a girls' trip."

Michelle pointed her fork at Alison approvingly. "Exactly! A girl has needs."

I took a larger gulp of wine, processing their perspectives. "Well, tomorrow we could try The Beach Shack again. There were some guys there last night."

Michelle wrinkled her nose. "Maybe, but they were kinda rednecky."

"For me, that might be a welcome change," Alison said. "I'm so tired of the yuppie business types I deal with in New York. Give me a guy who works with his hands and doesn't spend more time on his hair than I do."

"You want a blue-collar man?" I asked, intrigued by this revelation.

"It might be nice," she admitted. "There's something appealing about a man who's genuinely masculine without trying so hard to prove it."

Michelle nodded enthusiastically. "I get that. A man with some dirt under his fingernails who will throw you down and take what he wants."

"Careful what you wish for," I warned playfully.

"I know, I know," Michelle laughed. "Consent is still important. But you know what I mean—someone who's naturally dominant without all the negotiation."

I refilled our wine glasses as we continued eating. The conversation had taken an interesting turn, and I found myself curious about their perspectives on men and relationships.

"So you're both really hoping to meet someone this week?" I asked.

"Not hoping," Alison clarified. "Planning on it."

"I agree," Michelle said. "I'm not desperate or anything, but definitely looking..."

While I wasn't looking for any romantic or sexual encounters beyond what we girls might share together, I could understand their perspective.

"I'll keep you company if you want to go back to The Beach Shack tomorrow night," I offered. "But I'm definitely not on the hunt."

"That's perfect," Alison said. "Wing-woman duty."


Chapter 5: Boys of Summer



We'd grown accustomed to having our little stretch of beach practically to ourselves. The nearly identical beach houses flanking ours had remained dark and empty, their decks bare of any signs of life. We'd speculated that maybe they were used more on the weekends for quick getaways.

That afternoon, as we lounged on our usual spot near the water's edge, movement caught my eye from the third cottage down. Three young men emerged onto the deck, carrying folding chairs and colorful beach towels.

Even from a distance, I could tell they were college-aged and undeniably attractive. The tallest was African American and had short, closely cropped hair, as well as considerable muscles that suggested he spent a lot of time in the gym. The second appeared slightly shorter but even more muscular, with boyish good looks and dark brown hair that fell over his forehead. The third was well-built, but not as muscular as the other two, with light skin and auburn hair.

They spotted us and waved enthusiastically. We waved back, and they began walking in our direction, their bare chests glistening in the afternoon sun.

"Mind if we join you ladies?" the tall one called out as they approached.

"Sure," Michelle replied, sitting up straighter and adjusting her bikini top. "We've been without male company for two days now."

All three broke into wide grins at this admission.

"Are you staying at that house?" Alison asked, pointing toward where they'd emerged.

"Yeah," the handsome African American answered. "I'm Jake, and these are my roommates, Connor and Kyle." He gestured to the brown headed one and the redhead, respectively. "My parents rented the place for a family vacation, but Dad had a business emergency at the last minute. Rather than waste the rental, I asked these guys to come along."

"Where do you go to school?" I asked.

"Georgia Southern," Kyle replied, setting up his chair. "We're all juniors."

I raised an eyebrow. "This doesn't seem like much of a party destination for college guys. Wouldn't you rather be in Panama City or Myrtle Beach?"

Connor, who seemed to be a little shy, shrugged. "We know it's not exactly spring break central, but free is free, you know?"

"I hear that," Michelle laughed, and I noticed how her voice took on a slightly breathier, seductive quality.

The attention from these young, attractive men was flattering. After days of female companionship, their masculine energy felt invigorating. But part of me wondered if we seemed appealing simply because we were the only women around for miles.

"Are there any decent bars around here?" Jake asked, settling into his chair.

"There's The Beach Shack about a quarter mile up the beach," Alison said. "Great seafood and strong drinks."

"Cool, maybe we'll check it out later," Kyle said.

Michelle stretched languidly, then reached for her bottle of suntan lotion. "Speaking of the sun, I'm starting to burn." She turned to Jake with a smile that could melt ice. "Would you mind putting some lotion on my back?"

"Absolutely," he said, practically jumping from his chair.

As Jake positioned himself behind Michelle, squirting lotion into his palms, she looked around at the empty beach stretching in both directions.

"You know, since there's nobody else out here, I was thinking of going topless. Would you boys mind?"

All three shook their heads so vigorously I thought they might give themselves whiplash.

Michelle reached behind her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall away. "Could you continue with the lotion?" she asked Jake, whose hands had frozen mid-application.

I rolled my eyes at Michelle's boldness, then glanced down at Jake's swim trunks. The fabric was definitely tenting as he worked the lotion across Michelle's exposed breasts with eagerness.

Not to be outdone, Alison lowered her own top and turned to Kyle. "Want to help me out, too?"

Kyle practically dove from his chair, eager to assist.

I felt the weight of expectation hanging in the air. If I kept my top on, I'd be the odd one out, potentially ruining the mood for everyone. Connor sat quietly in his chair, trying not to stare.

"What the hell," I said finally, reaching for my bikini strings. I looked at Connor, who was blushing. "Would you like to do the honors?"

He nodded meekly, unable to find his voice.

I sat up as he moved behind me, his hands trembling slightly as he applied lotion to my back and shoulders. When he reached around to my front, he paused.

"Is this okay?" he asked softly.

His sweetness was endearing. "Honey, you can if you want to."

"Thank you," he said so earnestly that I almost laughed.

He took his time - probably longer than necessary - carefully massaging the lotion into my skin. His touch was gentle but thorough. After what felt like an eternity, I finally said, "Okay, that's good."

He reluctantly returned to his chair as I lay back down on my towel.

We spent the next hour discussing their studies - Jake was majoring in sports science, Kyle in communications, and Connor in business. Throughout the conversation, I caught all three stealing glances at our exposed bodies. The bulges in their swim trunks remained prominent, creating an amusing but arousing tension.

"So what do you ladies do?" Kyle asked, clearly trying to maintain normal conversation despite the circumstances.

"I'm a yoga instructor," Michelle said. "Alison works in restaurant supplies, and Skylar here is a writer."

"What kind of writing?" Connor asked, genuine interest in his voice.

"Romance novels," I said simply, deciding not to elaborate on exactly how steamy my work could get.

His blush deepened, and I wondered if he was imagining the scenes I might write.

After another twenty minutes of increasingly strained small talk, Michelle suddenly sat up. "Well, gentlemen, it's been lovely, but we should probably head inside. Too much sun isn't good for anyone."

We gathered our things quickly, retying our bikini tops as the boys watched with obvious disappointment.

Once we were safely inside our cottage, I shook my head at Michelle. "That was almost cruel. Working them into such a state of arousal and then walking away."

Michelle grinned wickedly. "Don't worry about them. They're probably all headed to their rooms right now to jerk off."

She paused, her expression shifting to something more mischievous.

"At least I hope they are."
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That evening, Michelle announced she wanted to return to The Beach Shack for dinner. Alison and I exchanged knowing looks—clearly Michelle was hoping to run into our young admirers from the beach.

"The food was incredible the other night," I said diplomatically, though we all knew food wasn't Michelle's primary motivation.

"Exactly," Michelle said with feigned innocence.

We transformed ourselves from casual beachgoers into sirens. I applied smoky eye makeup and chose a mini-dress that hugged my curves in all the right places. Michelle opted for a crop top and high-waisted shorts that showcased her toned abs, while Alison selected a backless halter dress that made her blonde hair look luminous.

"Think we're overdressed for a dive bar?" I asked, checking my reflection one final time.

"Honey, there's no such thing as overdressed when you're trying to make an impression," Alison replied, applying one last coat of lip gloss.

We walked to the bar as the sun dipped below the horizon, our heels clicking against the weathered boardwalk. The salty breeze carried the promise of an interesting evening.

The Beach Shack was more crowded than it had been the other night, filled with a mix of locals and tourists. We claimed the same corner table from before, scanning the room hopefully, but no sign of Jake, Kyle, or Connor.

"Maybe they'll show up later," Michelle said, trying to mask her disappointment as she waved down our server.

"Let's start with a pitcher of margaritas," I suggested. "No point in pacing ourselves if we're walking home."

The drinks arrived quickly, and we dove into conversation about everything and nothing. The alcohol loosened our tongues and heightened our laughter. By the time we finished dinner, we were all pleasantly buzzed and encouraging each other to take shots.

"Tequila?" the bartender asked when Michelle approached the bar.

"Make it three," she declared.

We toasted to "girls' weekends and bad decisions" before downing the shots. The liquid fire burned pleasantly down my throat.

That's when I noticed the guy at the table next to us. Mid-twenties, decent looking in a way, but something about his demeanor rubbed me wrong. There was something sleazy about him. He kept staring at us with an arrogant smirk, whispering comments to his brunette girlfriend that made her look uncomfortable.

When she excused herself to the restroom, he immediately stood and sauntered over to our table with the swagger of someone who thought he was God's gift to women.

"Ladies," he said, leaning against our table uninvited. "Couldn't help but notice you're having a good time."

"We were," Alison replied coolly.

His eyes roamed her body with zero subtlety. "I bet you could have an even better time. What's your number, beautiful?"

Alison gestured toward his table. "Was that your girlfriend?"

He shrugged dismissively. "Yeah, but she's boring me tonight. I'm gonna drop her off at her place and come back. Hope you'll still be here."

His casual cruelty made my stomach turn. This wasn't just some guy shooting his shot—this was someone who clearly had no respect for anyone.

"Thanks, but I'll pass," Alison said firmly.

He lingered a moment longer, as if debating whether to push further, then returned to his table with a smug expression.

"What an absolute piece of shit," Alison hissed once he was out of earshot. "I know I like married men, so maybe I have no right to judge, but that guy is a real asshole."

"Completely different situation," Michelle said. "That guy's just a douchebag. To do that while you're out on a date."

When his girlfriend returned from the bathroom, Alison's eyes flashed with determination. The tequila had clearly loosened her inhibitions.

"I'm going to tell her," she announced, standing up.

"Alison, maybe you shouldn't—" I started, but she was already walking over.

We watched as she slid into the booth next to the unsuspecting girlfriend. The guy's face immediately tensed, his cocky demeanor evaporating.

Though we couldn't hear the exact words, Alison's animated gestures made it clear she was explaining what had transpired. The girlfriend's expression shifted from confusion to fury. She grabbed her drink and hurled the contents directly into her boyfriend's face before storming out of the bar.

The guy wiped sweet tea from his eyes, his face contorted with rage. He stood towering over Alison, who was still seated in the booth.

"You fucking bitch!" he snarled. "Mind your own goddamn business!"

He raised his hand, clearly intending to strike her. Alison threw her arms up to protect her face as Michelle and I leaped from our chairs.

But before we could reach them, a weathered hand shot out and grabbed the guy's wrist, stopping his swing mid-air.

"Young man," came a deep, gravelly voice with a thick Southern drawl, "you need to learn how to treat women before someone teaches you a thing or two."

The voice belonged to a man who'd been sitting quietly at the adjacent table. He stood at least five foot eleven with the kind of lean, muscular build that came from years of physical labor. Salt-and-pepper hair and sun-weathered skin suggested he was probably in his late forties, but he moved with the controlled power of someone much younger.

The punk tried to puff up his chest. "This ain't your business, old man."

The older man's grip tightened on the kid's wrist. "It became my business when you raised your hand to a lady. Now apologize and leave."

Something in the man's tone—calm but absolutely deadly serious—made the punk deflate like a punctured balloon.

"Sorry," he mumbled toward Alison before grabbing his jacket and practically running from the bar.

Alison stood on shaking legs and threw her arms around her rescuer, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Thank you," she sobbed against his chest. "I really thought he was going to hit me."

He patted her back gently. "No need to thank me, darlin'. I just did what any gentleman would do."

We returned to our table, all of us shaken by how quickly the situation had escalated. The adrenaline made the alcohol hit harder, and we huddled together like survivors of a shipwreck.

Ten minutes later, our hero stood and walked to the pool table near the entrance, fishing quarters from his pocket. He began racking balls for a solo game.

"Let's go join him," Alison said suddenly. "I can at least pay for his games."

The three of us approached the pool table where he was lining up his first shot.

"Mind if we join you?" Alison asked. "Drinks are on us."

He smiled, the expression transforming his rugged features. "Can't rightly say no to that offer, now can I?"

For the next hour, we played pool and learned about Captain Rex Beaumont, who owned and operated a shrimp boat called the Miss Savannah. His hands were calloused from years of hauling nets, and his stories painted vivid pictures of life at sea.

"Worst storm I ever saw came out of nowhere last August," he said, chalking his cue. "Thirty-foot swells and winds that could knock you flat. GPS went out, radio died, and I couldn't see two darn feet in any direction."

He sank the eight ball and straightened up. "Drifted for three days thinking I was gonna die out there. Finally spotted the lighthouse at Tybee Island through a break in the fog. Never been so happy to see anything in my life."

His voice carried the weight of someone who'd truly faced mortality and lived to tell about it.

Michelle leaned close to my ear. "I'm ready to head back. Looks like the boys aren't showing up."

I nodded.

"We're going to head home," I announced. "Early morning tomorrow."

Alison barely looked up from where she was learning proper cue grip from Rex. "Y'all go ahead. I want to stay a little longer."

She caught my eye and winked. "I might even let the Captain here navigate my ship tonight, if you know what I mean."


Chapter 6: Naked and Not Afraid



As we walked back toward our beach house, Michelle and I passed by the boys' place. All the lights were out—they must have gone somewhere else for the evening. Part of me felt a tiny pang of disappointment, though I wasn't sure why.

Back at our house, we settled onto the couch and flipped through channels until we landed on a rerun of The Bachelor. Michelle curled up next to me, her head on my shoulder, as we watched the drama unfold.

"These women are insane," she muttered during a particularly heated confrontation between contestants.

When the episode ended, Michelle stretched like a cat and stood up. "I want to go skinny dipping again."

I glanced at the clock on the cable box. "It's almost eleven. Isn't it a little late?"

"Come on," she wheedled, grabbing my hands and pulling me up from the couch. "I don't want to go alone. It's not safe by myself."

She had a point. The beach was pretty isolated at night.

"Fine," I sighed, unable to resist her pouty expression. "But just a quick dip."

We stripped off our clothes and wrapped ourselves in towels from the bathroom. As I started to close the front door behind us, Michelle stopped me.

"Leave it open to cool the house off," she suggested. "We'll just be down at the beach."

The sand was still warm under our bare feet as we made our way down to the water's edge. Michelle dropped her towel first, her body looking like a goddess statue in the moonlight. I'd never tire of seeing her naked form—the way the silvery light played across her curves, highlighting the swell of her breasts and the gentle curve of her hips.

I let my own towel fall and followed her into the surf. The water was cold, but not too bad. Michelle immediately became playful, splashing me and diving under the surface to grab my legs. I squealed and tried to escape, but she was too quick.

We swam around each other in circles, our hands finding each other underwater. Her fingers traced along my thigh, then up to my waist, pulling me closer. The feeling of our naked bodies moving together in the cool ocean was invigorating.

For about twenty minutes, we floated and played, stealing kisses whenever we drifted close together. The ocean rocked us gently, and I felt at peace.

Then we heard voices walking up the beach.

The sound of masculine laughter and conversation carried across the water, growing louder as whoever it was approached our section of beach. Suddenly, I became acutely aware that this wasn't a nude beach, and we were completely exposed.

Chris's joking words before we left echoed in my head: Don't get arrested.

"We need to get out and wrap up," I whispered urgently to Michelle.

"Agreed," she said, and we both started swimming quickly toward shore.

We hurried out of the water, saltwater streaming from our bodies, but our towels were nowhere to be seen.

"Crap, did someone take them?" I looked around frantically.

The voices were getting closer—I could make out at least two, maybe three men talking and laughing as they walked along the shoreline.

I looked at Michelle, panic rising in my chest. "Let's make a run for it."

Without another word, we took off sprinting toward our house, naked as the day we were born. Sand flew behind us as we ran up the beach, across the dunes, and up the wooden stairs to the deck. The door was still open just like we'd left it, and we were running at full speed when a little voice in my head said something that made my blood run cold.

But our door isn't red, it's yellow.

I tried to put my arm out to stop us, but our momentum was too great. We went careening through the open doorway and straight into the living room, where Jake, Kyle, and Connor were sitting on a couch in an exact copy of our beach house, all staring at us with expressions of complete shock.

"Oh shit!" I gasped, trying desperately to cover myself. I pressed one hand over my lower body and wrapped my other arm across my breasts, but there was no way to hide everything.

Michelle was doing the same awkward dance, trying to cover herself, while the three boys just stared.

After a moment that felt like an eternity, the boys burst out laughing. All except Connor, who immediately jumped up and grabbed two throw blankets from the back of the couch, wrapping one around each of us.

Kyle and Jake looked at him like he'd lost his mind.

"What the fuck, dude?" Kyle muttered.

"We're so sorry," I stammered, clutching the blanket around myself. "We'll leave you alone. This is so embarrassing."

"No, no," Jake said, still grinning. "You're not disturbing us at all. But we gotta know—how did this just happen?"

We explained about the late-night swim and the voices on the beach.

"Oh, I know what must've happened," Connor said. "It was probably the undertow while you were swimming. It pushed you down the beach in front of our house instead of yours."

"DUH," Michelle smacked her forehead. "That makes total sense."

"We should really go," I said, still mortified.

"No, stay," Kyle said quickly. "We just got back from a bar in town. It sucked, and we'd love the company."

"We should go home and get dressed, then maybe we'll come back," I suggested.

As we started toward the door, Jake called out, "Hold on. What if we got nude too? You know, to make you feel more comfortable."

I felt my face burn with embarrassment, but Michelle turned to look at me with that all too common glint in her eyes.

"I'm game if you are," she said with a grin.

I couldn't think of a good reason to say no. These boys had been nothing but sweet to us, and Connor had been such a gentleman. Plus, the situation was already so ridiculous that modesty seemed pointless. And they were all attractive, so seeing them naked would be hot. I couldn't help but wonder what their young cocks and firm asses would look like.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Jake immediately started pulling his t-shirt over his head, revealing the muscular, athletic torso we'd admired on the beach. His chest was smooth and defined, with just a hint of hair trailing down from his navel. Kyle followed suit, exposing his slightly leaner frame.

Connor hesitated, clearly more shy than his friends.

"Come on, Connor," Michelle encouraged gently. "We're all friends here."

With visible reluctance, he started unbuttoning his shirt. He had nothing to be shy about—his chest was broader, with even more definition than either of his friends.

Jake was already pushing down his shorts, and I was not shocked by the size of his penis based on how his swim shorts had tented earlier in the day. He was nicely proportioned, probably about seven inches, and already semi-hard from arousal from our unexpected entrance.

Kyle stepped out of his shorts next, and I could see that he was slightly smaller than Jake, maybe six and a half inches, but definitely thinner.

Connor was the last to drop his shorts, and when he did, my eyes widened. He was larger than both his friends—in length and girth. He had no reason to be shy. That kind of endowment was intimidating. I looked over to Michelle, who was staring intently at it.

All three boys stood there, their young bodies on display, and I felt that familiar warmth building between my legs. Michelle's hand found mine and squeezed. I felt like a cougar, for the very first time.

"Well," she said with a laugh, "this is turning into quite the evening."
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We all stood there in the living room, a strange tableau of six naked people not quite sure what came next. The silence stretched on, punctuated only by the sound of the breeze blowing in from the outside.

Finally, Michelle broke the tension.

"Jake, honey, could you grab us both a beer?" she asked, her voice casual as if we were all sitting around fully clothed at a barbecue.

"Oh, um, yeah, of course," Jake stammered, clearly grateful to have something to do. He hurried toward the kitchen.

"And bring back an empty bottle too!" Michelle called after him.

My eyebrows shot up. I knew exactly where this was going.

"Kyle, Connor," Michelle continued, turning to the other two boys who were still standing there looking shell-shocked. "Could you clear some space on the floor for us? Move that coffee table and those chairs."

The boys jumped into action, moving furniture with the eager efficiency of college-aged men trying to impress through feats of strength. Within moments, they had created a large open space on the hardwood floor.

"Perfect," Michelle said, settling herself down cross-legged on the floor. "Come on, everyone, let's sit in a circle."

I followed her lead, sitting down and arranging the blanket around myself. The boys positioned themselves across from us, still clearly nervous but unable to hide their excitement.

Jake returned with two cold beers and an empty Stella Artois bottle. Michelle accepted her beer and took a long, appreciative swig before placing the empty bottle in the center of our circle.

"I think we all know how this works," she said with a mischievous grin. "But I assume you boys aren't interested in each other, so if you land on another guy, we will go with whichever one of us ladies it points the closest to."

Kyle and Connor nodded quickly, while Jake just grinned.

"I'll start," Michelle announced, reaching for the bottle.

She gave it a good spin, and we all watched as it rotated, finally slowing and pointing directly at Kyle. Michelle didn't hesitate—she crawled across the circle on her hands and knees, her beautiful body moving with feline grace.

Kyle's eyes went wide as she approached. When she reached him, Michelle cupped his face in her hands and kissed him deeply, as her long hair draped across his stiffening cock.

When they separated, Kyle looked dazed. "Wow," he breathed.

"Your turn," Michelle said, settling back into her spot.

Kyle reached for the bottle with shaking hands and spun. It rotated several times before coming to rest pointing to Connor, which meant it was closer to me than to Michelle.

As Kyle began crawling toward me, I held up my hand to stop him.

"My husband and I have a rule," I explained. "We can't kiss members of the opposite sex. But you can kiss me on the cheek."

Kyle's face fell slightly, but he nodded without complaint. He leaned forward and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, his lips warm and gentle.

"Thank you," I said softly, appreciating his understanding.

Now it was my turn. I spun the bottle, watching it whirl before settling on Jake. I crawled over to him, my heart racing slightly. When I reached him, I placed my hands on his shoulders and leaned in, pressing my lips to his neck. I kissed him passionately there, letting my tongue trace along his skin. He let out a small groan of pleasure.

"That was nice," Jake said when I pulled back.

Jake spun next, and the bottle landed closest to Michelle. They came together in the center of the circle, kissing hungrily while the rest of us watched. Michelle's hands stroked his chest as they lost themselves in the moment.

When they separated, it was Michelle's turn again. She spun the bottle, and this time it pointed directly at me. The boys let out appreciative sounds—"Oh!" and "Damn!"—as Michelle and I met in the middle of the circle.

Our kiss was passionate and familiar, our bodies knowing each other so well. The sounds of appreciation coming from the boys added to my arousal. They watched in rapt attention as we explored each other's mouths.

I spun again, and the bottle landed on Connor. As I began crawling toward him, Michelle interrupted.

"Somewhere else this time," she suggested with a devious smile.

I looked back at her, immediately understanding what she meant. Connor's neck turned crimson as he realized, too.

I positioned myself between his legs and leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. He was so large I had to open wide to accommodate him, my jaw stretching to fit his girth. Connor let out a strangled moan as I worked him with my tongue, as I took him in and out of my mouth. Finally, kissing around the head of his prick.

When I pulled back, Connor was breathing heavily. With shaking hands, he reached for the bottle and spun. As luck would have it, it landed on me.

"Looks like it's your turn to return the favor," Michelle said with a grin.

Connor approached me cautiously as I leaned back and spread my legs. For such a young man, he certainly seemed to know what he was doing. His tongue was surprisingly skilled, finding the right spots almost immediately. When I reached out and put my hand on the back of his head, the other two boys groaned with jealousy.

"Damn, I bet she tastes great," said Jake.

"Oh, she does," replied Michelle.

The game continued for several more rounds. Kyle spun and got Michelle, who guided him to pleasure her the same way Connor had me. Jake got another turn with me, this time kissing and caressing my breasts while the others watched.

Michelle spun and got Connor, surprising everyone by taking him even deeper than I had managed. The poor boy looked like he might pass out from pleasure.

Connor reached for the bottle with trembling hands and spun again. The bottle rotated lazily before coming to rest, pointing directly at Michelle once more.

But this time, instead of lying back to receive him, Michelle turned around and positioned herself on her hands and knees, presenting her gorgeous backside to him.

"Put it in," she instructed, looking back at him over her shoulder.

The boys let out appreciative murmurs as Connor crawled toward her. Connor moved behind her, his impressive cock hard and ready, but he hesitated. His hands hovered uncertainly over her hips, clearly nervous about taking this next step.

"Let me help," I said softly, crawling over to them.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around Connor's thick shaft, feeling him pulse in my hand. He was so hard, so ready. Slowly, I guided him to Michelle's entrance, positioning him perfectly before giving him a gentle push forward.

Michelle let out a soft moan as Connor slowly entered her wet sheath. I watched, mesmerized, as his impressive length disappeared inch by inch into my best friend. The sight was incredibly erotic—two beautiful bodies joining together while I helped guide them.

Once Connor was fully seated inside her, I positioned myself in front of Michelle, spreading my legs and presenting my pussy to her. She immediately leaned down and began working me with her tongue. The vibrations of her moans as Connor moved inside her sent waves of delight through me.

"That's gotta be the hottest thing I've ever seen," Jake said.

I looked over at him and Kyle, both watching us with expressions of pure lust. I crooked my finger, beckoning them over. They didn't need to be asked twice—both boys hurried over and knelt on either side of me, their rock-hard cocks level with my face.

I reached out and wrapped a hand around each of them, stroking slowly while taking turns bringing them into my mouth. Jake first, then Kyle, then Jake again. Their hands found my breasts, fingers playing with my nipples as I worked them.

Kyle leaned forward and began kissing and licking around one of my nipples, his tongue warm and eager. When he gently bit down, I pulled Jake's cock from my mouth and gasped.

"Bite harder," I told him breathlessly.

He obliged, increasing the pressure until I cried out in pleasure. The combination of Michelle's tongue on my pussy, Connor's rhythmic thrusts sending vibrations through her, and Kyle's teeth on my sensitive nipple was overwhelming, and I had my first orgasm of the night.

After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, Michelle pulled away from me and flipped over onto her back, positioning herself next to me but in the opposite direction. Jake rushed to get between her legs.

Kyle moved between my legs, while Connor positioned himself next to my face. I looked up at Connor's flushed face as Kyle slowly entered me.

"Did you like how I sucked your cock earlier?" I asked Connor teasingly.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied earnestly.

The words hit me like a bucket of cold water. I reached out and slapped his cock, not hard enough to hurt but enough to get his attention.

"Ma'am? How old do you think I am?" I demanded.

Connor's face went white with terror, clearly thinking he'd ruined everything. "Oh God, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean—I was just being polite."

While he was stammering his apologies, I barely noticed that Kyle had fully entered me and was moving inside me with long, slow strokes. I reached out and took possession of Connor's cock again, guiding it into my mouth to show him all was forgiven.

"Oh fuck," Connor moaned, his head falling back in relief and pleasure.

Kyle began moving more confidently inside me, his young body zealous and enthusiastic. "You feel so good," he whispered. "Your pussy is the best I've ever felt."

The sweetness of his words made my heart flutter. Such enthusiasm, such genuine appreciation—there was something endearing about their youth and wonder.

Next to me, Michelle and Jake had switched positions. She was now on top of him in reverse cowgirl, bouncing up and down on his cock with reckless abandon. As she leaned forward, I caught a glimpse of her cute little butthole peeking out between her cheeks. Jake noticed too—I watched as he licked his index finger and slowly moved it to her tiny hole, then gently inserted it.

Michelle's moan of pleasure was immediate and intense as Jake's cock and finger worked in unison.

I was ready for a position change myself. I pulled away from both boys and got on my hands and knees.

"Connor, I want you to fuck me," I said, looking back at him.

He started to say "Yes ma'am" again, but caught himself mid-word, his mouth snapping shut. The near-miss made me laugh.

"Good boy," I said with a grin.

Connor moved behind me and mounted me like the hung stallion he was. His size stretched me deliciously as he filled me completely. Meanwhile, Michelle had crawled off Jake and announced it was Kyle's turn.

She mounted Kyle in forward-facing cowgirl position while Jake positioned himself in front of me. I lifted my head and opened my mouth wide, ready for him.

Jake immediately began fucking my face, and I could tell he liked things rougher. That was fine with me—while I appreciated how gentle Chris was, I also loved how roughly Nathan would dominate me physically.

As Jake put his hands on the back of my head and began thrusting harder into my mouth, I relaxed my throat and let him push all the way in. Saliva began flowing freely, running down my chin as he used my mouth.

Connor, picking up on this new dynamic, began thrusting harder into me from behind. He grabbed my hips and rode me with increasing intensity. The sound of his pelvis slamming against my ass cheeks filled the room, mixing with our collective moans and the wet sounds of our couplings.

The intensity was overwhelming. Jake's cock hitting the back of my throat, Connor's massive length stretching me, the sounds of Michelle's pleasure next to me—it all combined into a perfect storm of sensation.

I couldn't hold back anymore. The orgasm started deep in my core and exploded outward like lightning. I pulled my mouth away from Jake's cock and let out a scream of pure ecstasy before collapsing forward onto the floor. My muscles simply couldn't support me anymore.

I think my climax triggered Michelle's because she immediately cried out as well, her own orgasm ripping through her as she rode Kyle.

We crawled to each other in the aftermath, kissing deeply while the three boys surrounded us, still hard and desperate for release.

We got on our knees and motioned for them to come forward. I took Kyle into my mouth while working Connor with my hand, and Michelle took care of Jake.

Without warning, Kyle exploded in my mouth. The sudden flood of cum caught me completely off guard, and I pushed him away, gagging.

"Don't ever cum in a woman's mouth without warning her first," I scolded, looking up at his sheepish face.

"I'm sorry," he said quickly.

"It's okay," I assured him, then turned to Connor. "But you—don't come in my mouth. Pull out and come on my face."

"Yes, ma'am," Connor replied automatically.

I threw my hands up in exasperation. "What the hell... sure, I'm a ma'am now."

I heard Jake moan as he painted Michelle's face with his release. Connor was close behind, pulling out of my mouth just in time to spurt his load across my forehead and cheeks.

Michelle and I turned to each other, alternating between kissing and cleaning the cum off each other's faces with our tongues, putting on a final show for our young audience.

"Fucking hell, did that really just happen?" Kyle asked in disbelief.

"I've never experienced anything like it," Connor added, still breathing hard.

"Older women are the best," Jake declared with satisfaction.

We all collapsed onto the floor in a pile of sweaty, satisfied bodies, basking in the afterglow of our unexpected evening.


Chapter 7: Island Explorers



I was the first to wake, my body protesting every movement as I carefully extracted myself from my bed. My jaw ached from Jake's enthusiastic face-fucking, and there were finger-shaped bruises on my hips where Connor had gripped me while stretching me with his massive cock. Every muscle felt thoroughly used in the most delicious way possible. I smiled despite the discomfort—these were the kind of aches that came with memories worth keeping.

Michelle's door was shut, but Alison's was slightly ajar. She lay sprawled across the sheets, her blonde hair cascading over the pillow like spilled honey. Beside her, Captain Rex was on his back, his weathered chest rising and falling in deep sleep. My eyes widened at the sight of his veiny cock resting heavily against his stomach. Even though it was soft, it was not unimpressive. The contrast between Alison's polished beauty and his rugged masculinity was striking.

I pulled the door shut and continued to the kitchen.

After fixing a bowl of cereal, I headed to the front porch.

A little while later, Alison and Michelle joined me. Michelle carried a plate of fruit while Alison had grabbed a banana.

"Where's the Captain?" I asked.

"He's taking a shower," Alison replied with a satisfied smile.

"So, you let the captain take you out for a ride?" Michelle asked.

Alison's eyes sparkled with mischief as she peeled her banana. "Oh, the Captain definitely knew how to navigate my waters."

Michelle laughed. "Details, woman. We need details."

"Well," Alison began, settling back in her chair, "after you two left, we kept playing pool. Rex was surprisingly good—apparently, fishermen have steady hands." She took a bite of her banana, clearly enjoying keeping us in suspense. "The shots kept coming, and he kept getting funnier. Did you know he can do a perfect dolphin impression?"

"No way," I said.

"I'm serious. He had me cracking up. When the bar closed, he offered to walk me home like a proper gentleman." Alison's smile turned dreamy. "We were walking along the water, and he started telling me about constellations. Apparently, navigation is part of his job. When he pointed out Cassiopeia, I looked up and..."

"And?" Michelle prompted.

"He kissed me. Right there under the stars, with the tide lapping at our feet. It was like something out of a romance novel." Alison's cheeks flushed. "One thing led to another, and we ended up making love right there on the sand."

My eyebrows shot up. "On the beach? Wasn't that uncomfortable?"

"He laid out his jacket first," Alison said softly. "Very considerate. And honestly, I was so caught up in the moment, I didn't care about anything else. There's something so natural about being taken by the ocean."

Michelle fanned herself dramatically. "That sounds incredible."

"It was. But here's the thing—I've always dated very clean-cut, polished professional men. You know, guys in expensive suits who get manicures and drive BMWs." Alison gestured vaguely at me.

"Yeah, like my husband," I said.

Michelle laughed.

"Oh shit, I guess so… anyway, Rex is the complete opposite. His hands are rough from years of hauling nets, his face is weathered from sun and salt air. He's got these little scars all over his body from fishing accidents."

She paused, lost in thought.

"I never thought I'd be attracted to that kind of raw masculinity, but God, there was something so appealing about him. No pretense, no games. Just a man who knows exactly who he is."

"There's something to be said for that," I agreed.

"But what I loved most was his strength," Alison continued, her voice taking on a breathless quality. "On our way back to the house, I stepped on a piece of driftwood and twisted my ankle pretty good. Before I could even react, Rex just scooped me up like I weighed nothing and carried me the rest of the way."

Michelle sighed. "That's so romantic."

"It really was. I'm not a small woman, but he made me feel tiny and protected. There's just something so incredibly sexy about a man who can literally sweep you off your feet." Alison's eyes grew distant. "I kept my arms around his neck, feeling those solid shoulders, and I just melted."

"I totally get that," I said, thinking of times Chris had carried me. "There's something deeply feminine about being physically overwhelmed by masculine strength."

"Exactly!" Alison exclaimed. "And when we got back to the room, round two was even better. He took complete control, and I just surrendered to it."

Michelle grinned wickedly. "Sounds like the Captain really knew how to handle his vessel."

I rolled my eyes, and we all dissolved into giggles.

"So what do you ladies want to do today?" I asked, stretching my arms above my head.

Alison's face brightened. "Rex wants to show me his fishing boat and give me a tour around the island. You're both welcome to come, of course..."

Something in her voice told me she was hoping we'd decline. She clearly wanted time alone with the captain.

"That sounds amazing," I said, "but I think you should have some one-on-one time with your sailor."

Michelle nodded in agreement. "Besides, I signed up for a tennis lesson at the resort."

I raised an eyebrow. "Don't you get enough tennis at home? You traveled all this way just to take a lesson?"

Michelle shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. "You never know when you might find a good teacher with that piece of info that might help your game. You're getting too good, and I need an advantage." She paused meaningfully. "After that, I want to hang out at the pool. I'm tired of the ocean."

"In that case, I might do some shopping and get lunch," I said. "There's a shopping area called Pier Village. Then I might visit some of the historic sites."

Michelle made a gagging motion like she was sticking a finger down her throat. "Boring."

After finishing breakfast, I prepared for my solo adventure. I chose a cute, colorful sundress that swished around my thighs and showed off my tan from yesterday's beach time. A big floppy hat and oversized sunglasses completed the look—perfect for exploring.

I grabbed the keys to Chris's BMW and headed down the road, feeling oddly liberated to be on my own for the first time in days. The morning air was crisp, and I rolled the windows down to let the ocean breeze flow through my hair.

A few blocks from the house, I spotted a young man walking along the side of the road. As I got closer, my stomach did a little flip. It was Connor, looking impossibly cute in cargo shorts and a blue beach shirt that showcased his muscular build.

I slowed down and called out, "Where are you off walking to?"

He turned, and his face lit up when he saw me. "Hey! I'm walking up to the main road and from there I'm hitchhiking to the south side of the island."

I pulled over completely. "Isn't it dangerous to hitchhike?"

Connor laughed, his easy smile making my heart skip a beat. "Not on these islands. Everyone's pretty friendly. And if I can't get a ride, I can always call an Uber." He held up his phone as proof.

"What's on the south side?" I asked, genuinely curious.

"There's an old lighthouse you can walk to the top of, with a museum. The view is incredible."

"I'm headed to Pier Village," I said, and his eyes opened wide.

"That's right where the lighthouse is! Perfect timing."

Well, I guess there was no way to get out of this gracefully. "Want a ride?"

"That would be amazing, thank you."

He hopped into the passenger seat, bringing with him the scent of something distinctly masculine. I tried to ignore the way my pulse quickened, having him so close.

"Do you know much about the history of the island?" I asked as we drove, desperate for neutral conversation.

"Actually, I do. I'm a bit of a history buff—I read a lot." His enthusiasm was endearing. "I'm from Jekyll Island, which is very close by, so I've always been fascinated by the history of this area and Georgia history in general. Did you know that Georgia started out as a colony for British debtors?"

"I didn't," I admitted, glancing over at him. His profile was strong and clean-cut, and I found myself remembering how those lips had felt against my pussy last night.

"Yeah, James Oglethorpe founded it in 1733. He established Savannah as a place where people imprisoned for debt could get a fresh start. The idea was they'd work the land and become productive citizens instead of rotting in debtors' prison. Pretty progressive for the time, actually."

"That's fascinating," I said, and I meant it. "You could be a tour guide."

Connor turned to face me fully, his blue eyes sparkling. "I'd love to show you around."

Hmm. I wasn't sure how close I wanted to get to him after what we'd shared last night. I wasn't looking for romance, and something told me his feelings for me were more than just physical attraction. There was something in the way he looked at me—like I was more than just a fun vacation encounter.

"I'm heading to do some shopping," I said carefully.

"I could keep you company while you shop. After all, you'll need someone to carry your bags." His grin was infectious. "And then I could show you around the lighthouse and museum."

It really was a good idea. Shopping alone could be boring, and I was curious about the lighthouse. Plus, having a strong young man to carry my bags wasn't exactly a hardship.

"Alright," I said reluctantly. "But this isn't a date. We're just exploring the island together."

"Yes, ma'am," Connor said with boyish charm.

As we continued driving toward Pier Village, I couldn't help stealing glances at him. The morning sun streaming through the windshield highlighted his strong jaw and tousled hair sticking out from under his trucker hat, which featured an image of a vintage beach scene.

This was definitely going to be more complicated than I'd planned.
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Pier Village was everything I'd imagined a quaint coastal town should be. The main street stretched along the waterfront, lined with charming shops housed in weathered clapboard buildings painted in soft pastels—seafoam green, coral pink, and butter yellow. Spanish moss draped from ancient live oaks, providing pockets of shade along the sidewalk, and the air carried the mingled scents of saltwater, fried seafood, and something sweet from a nearby bakery.

Connor and I strolled leisurely from shop to shop, with him happily carrying my bags.

Of all the shops, the vintage clothing store had been the most fun.

"Look at this wall of hats," I'd said, gesturing to the impressive display that covered nearly an entire wall of the narrow shop.

Connor had touched the brim of his trucker hat protectively. "I like the one I have."

"Come on, just try a few on. For fun."

What followed was the most elaborate hat fashion show I'd ever witnessed. Connor tried on everything from a fedora to a cowboy hat to a ridiculous oversized sombrero that made me laugh until my sides hurt. He modeled each one with exaggerated poses, making me giggle like a teenager.

After what must have been twenty different hats, he suddenly stopped and put one on with a decisive nod. "This is it."

"Let me see it," I said, looking up from the vintage band t-shirts I'd been browsing.

He spun to face me with a triumphant grin, and I realized he was wearing his original trucker hat.

I hit him on the shoulder, laughing despite myself. "Okay, okay, you win. You can keep your hat. But at least let me get you some sunglasses."

Our last stop, before lunch, was a bathing suit shop, and I found myself genuinely enjoying his company. Connor was funny and charming without trying too hard, and there was something refreshing about his enthusiasm for life.

Inside the swimwear boutique, racks of colorful suits lined the walls. I picked through several one-pieces and bikinis, holding them up to myself in the mirror. The styles here were more daring than what I usually wore—lots of cutouts and bold patterns.

"What about this one?" Connor asked, approaching with a suit draped over his arm.

I took it from him and examined it. It was a deep emerald green that would complement my skin tone beautifully, with a plunging neckline and what appeared to be interesting strappy details on the sides.

"It's cute," I admitted. "I should try it."

The changing rooms were at the back of the store—small wooden stalls with louvered doors. I gathered the suits I wanted to try and headed back, Connor settling into a chair outside the fitting area.

I slipped into the first stall and hung the other suits on the hooks provided. Connor's choice went on first, and as I pulled it up my body, I realized why he'd been drawn to it. The front was stunning—the emerald fabric hugged my curves perfectly, and the plunging neckline was sexy without being vulgar.

But when I turned to check the back view in the small mirror, my eyes widened. What had appeared to be a modest one-piece from the front was essentially a G-string in the back. A thin strip of fabric disappeared between my cheeks, leaving my ass completely exposed.

"How does it look?" Connor called from outside.

"I'm too embarrassed to come out," I replied, turning this way and that, trying to convince myself it wasn't as revealing as it seemed.

I heard muffled conversation, then his voice closer to the door. "The saleswoman said I could come in."

Before I could process how I felt about that, the door opened and Connor slipped inside, sitting on the small bench built into the corner. The fitting room suddenly felt impossibly tiny with both of us in it.

He looked up at me as if he were worshiping at the foot of a goddess, his blue eyes wide with appreciation. Fuck, Skylar, what are you doing? I thought, but I couldn't bring myself to ask him to leave. Nor did I want to.

That boyish grin spread across his face. "Turn around."

Something in his voice made my pulse race. I slowly turned, showing him my bare backside. The mirror reflected his expression, pure male appreciation.

He whistled low. "Skylar, you look so hot."

I looked over my shoulder and caught him openly admiring my ass, his gaze hungry in a way that made heat pool low in my sex. I blushed.

"Maybe, but I could never go out in public like this," I said, trying to sound casual despite the way my heart was racing.

"Why not?"

"I just couldn't. Maybe Michelle or Alison would, but that's not me."

Before I could react, he reached out and touched my cheeks, palming them in each hand. His touch was gentle, and goosebumps erupted all over my body. The simple contact sent a jolt straight through me.

I turned around quickly, my face burning. "I need to try on the other suits."

He looked up at me with puppy dog eyes that were somehow both innocent and devious. "Can I stay?"

I knew what I should say. I knew I should send him out, try on the suits like a normal person, and maintain some semblance of appropriate boundaries. Instead, I found myself reaching for the straps of the bathing suit and slowly pushing them down my shoulders.

The emerald fabric pooled at my feet, and I stood there completely naked while his eyes examined every curve of my body. The intensity of his gaze made me feel both vulnerable and powerful at the same time.

"Hand me the blue one," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

What followed was the most erotic fitting session of my life. Connor commented on each suit, helping me adjust straps and offering his opinion on how they looked. His touches were respectful yet lingering, his fingertips brushing against my skin as he repositioned the fabric or smoothed a wayward strap.

When I tried on a red bikini with a complex clasp in the front, he stood to help me with it. As he reached around me, from behind, he pressed closer, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his erection against my lower back.

The knowledge that I was affecting him that way made my pussy desperately wet. This was dangerous territory—far more intimate than our group encounter the night before.

Finally, I settled on two suits: a classic black one-piece that made me feel confident and a navy bikini with gold hardware that Connor had particularly admired. As I put my clothes back on, I reached for my panties but couldn't find them anywhere.

I looked at Connor, who was holding them with a devilish expression, the white lace dangling from his fingers.

"Can I keep these?" he asked, bringing them to his nose and taking a deep breath.

The sight of him inhaling my scent made my knees weak. I should have been mortified, should have demanded them back. Instead, I heard myself say, "Sure."

I mean, I'd already gone this far.

Walking to the checkout counter without underwear made me hyperaware of every step, every brush of fabric against my skin. The sales clerk, a woman about my age, with sun-streaked hair, gave me a knowing look as I placed the suits on the counter.

It wasn't disgust or even sympathy. If anything, the expression on her face seemed to be one of admiration as she glanced between Connor and me. She looked at him with evident appreciation, actually licking her lips as she processed my payment.

"You two have a great day," she said with a smile.

Outside the shop, Connor was practically bouncing with energy, my panties presumably tucked safely in his pocket along with the memory of what had just happened.

"So," he said, slipping on his new sunglasses, "ready for lunch?"
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We found a cute cafe on the main street called The Pier View and snagged a table outside under a striped umbrella. I could smell the salt air mixing with the aroma of fresh bread and grilled seafood from the kitchen.

I ordered a grouper sandwich; the seafood was just so good down here. I ordered it blackened, with a tangy remoulade sauce and a garden salad. Connor studied the menu and ordered a burger with mushrooms, grilled onions, and Swiss cheese.

"A burger?" I raised an eyebrow. "How can you get a burger when you're down here with so much fresh seafood?"

He laughed, that easy sound I was starting to love. "Remember, I grew up down here. Fresh seafood isn't special to me - it's just Tuesday."

"That's right." I shook my head. "I keep forgetting you're from here. Sometimes you seem so..." I searched for the right word.

"Worldly?" he suggested with a grin.

"Something like that," I said. "So tell me about Georgia Southern. How do you like it?"

His expression shifted slightly, becoming more serious. "It's fine, I guess. Very conservative and old school southern. I'm actually considering transferring to UGA in Athens or Georgia State in Atlanta."

"Really? Why?"

"I want to be in a bigger city." He leaned back in his chair, his eyes distant. "I'm not sure if I'll like it, but the thinking around here is so narrow sometimes."

The waiter brought our drinks—a sweet tea for me and a Coke for Connor. I waited for him to continue.

"I really love art, music, and theater," he said, his voice gaining enthusiasm. "I've been to Atlanta a few times, and I always loved it. There's just so much culture, so many different perspectives."

I nodded, understanding completely. "Athens isn't much bigger than this, though."

"True, but it's close to Atlanta, and more progressive than here. And both have good business schools."

"And where are you from?" he asked.

"Alpharetta," I said. "It's a small town just north of Atlanta. I actually went to UGA and studied journalism, then moved back to Alpharetta after I graduated."

His eyes lit up. "No way! And what's your family like?"

"I have two younger brothers. The youngest is actually your age." I watched his face carefully. This admission did not seem to faze him at all.

"So, you're married, right?" Connor asked cautiously.

"I am," I smiled, twisting my wedding band. "His name is Chris. I met him when I was working for a local paper. He's in the restaurant business."

Connor's expression shifted instantly. The easy confidence in his face crumbled, replaced by apprehension.

"I've been curious about that," he said, his voice lower now. "I noticed your wedding ring yesterday, but after what happened..." He trailed off, eyes darting to my hand.

I took a deep breath. "We have an open marriage. We're both free to sleep with other people as long as we're honest about it."

Connor's brow furrowed as he processed this information. "I don't really understand that," he admitted. "But I guess I should be grateful for it." He leaned forward, his voice taking on an unexpected intensity. "I just know I could never share you if you were mine."

I raised my eyebrows. "If I was yours? Like if you owned me?"

He stiffened, his cheeks flushing red. "Oh my God, that did not come out right..." He ran a hand through his hair. "You know what I mean. How, when you're married, you kinda belong to each other."

I reached across the table and touched his hand. "Calm down. I know what you're talking about. Until recently, I would have thought the same thing." I gave his hand a gentle squeeze. "We were introduced to this lifestyle by Michelle and her husband. It's been eye-opening."

I decided against mentioning that I only knew Alison because she had also slept with my husband. That would have blown his mind completely.

Connor nodded, his embarrassment fading. "Things are kinda changing these days. I've heard of polyamorous relationships and open marriages before." He shrugged. "Honestly, I haven't put a lot of thought into it, so I probably shouldn't pass judgment."

"That's very mature of you," I said, genuinely impressed by his self-awareness.

Our food arrived, and I stared at my grouper sandwich, desperate to dig in.

"But there are difficulties, as with anything," I said, picking up a french fry. "It's supposed to be just about sex, you know? But here I am sitting with you, and..." I shook my head. "I probably shouldn't be here."

"Why not?" Connor asked, his blue eyes searching mine.

"Because this feels different," I admitted. "With the others, it's been purely physical. Even with Michelle, who I adore, there's a clear line. But talking with you like this, getting to know you..." I trailed off, not wanting to put my confused feelings into words.

I took a bite of my grouper sandwich. It was perfectly flaky and seasoned just right. Connor bit into his burger with obvious satisfaction.

"Since you like history," I said, changing the subject between bites, "have you been to the Georgia History Center in Atlanta?"

"Yes! Actually, that's one of the reasons I want to live in Atlanta. That place is incredible."

I was surprised by his passion. "Why are you studying business if you're so interested in history?"

He paused, setting down his burger. "I'm interested in both history and writing, actually. Business is practical—my dad insisted on it. But what I'd really like to do is write about southern history from the perspective of a southerner who doesn't celebrate the more negative aspects of our history."

"What do you mean?" I knew exactly what he meant, but wanted to hear him explain it.

"I want to look at our history and culture in a more honest way, without sentimentalization. Too many southerners completely romanticize our history." His voice gained intensity as he spoke. "I think there's room for honest examination that realistically looks at both the good and the bad."

I found myself leaning forward, genuinely engaged. "That sounds incredible. I've always hated how people from other parts of the country look down on us when I travel, thinking we're all ignorant or racist."

"Exactly!" He gestured with his burger. "I want to help break that stereotype. It embarrasses me that my dad flies a Confederate flag in front of our house."

I nearly choked on my sweet tea. "Really? He does?"

"Yeah. And when I try to talk to him about it, he just goes on and on about heritage and history. But I'm like, Dad, what heritage exactly are you celebrating?"

"I never understood why so many people want to celebrate a history so flawed morally," I said.

Connor nodded vigorously. "It's not like I hate where I come from. I love being southern, and there are so many things to celebrate and be proud of. But they always want to pick the worst things to obsess over and celebrate."

"I couldn't agree more."

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, both lost in thought. I found myself studying Connor's face as he concentrated on his food. There was something different about the way I was looking at him now—not just as the charming college boy with incredible stamina from last night, but as a thoughtful, intelligent young man who happened to have strong convictions about essential issues—who also happened to have a deliciously large cock.

Connor was the first to break our silence. "Can I ask you something?"

"Shoot."

"Last night was my first time with an older woman. I mean, not that you're old," he added quickly, "but you know what I mean."

I laughed. "I know what you mean."

"It was different than with girls my age. Better. Not just the physical stuff, but the way you and Michelle took charge, knew what you wanted. It was incredibly sexy."

Heat pooled in my stomach at his words. "Thank you."

"You know," I said, eating my last fry, "you're much more expressive and bold than I originally thought you'd be."

Connor tilted his head, curious. "What do you mean?"

"When I first met you yesterday on the beach, you seemed so shy and reserved. Quiet. I thought you might be the type who'd barely say two words."

He laughed. "I get that a lot, actually. People always think I'm this quiet, mysterious guy when they first meet me, but once I get to know someone and feel comfortable with them, you can't shut me up." He grinned sheepishly. "My friends back home always joke that I have two settings - silent or talking your ear off."

"Well," I said, reaching across the table to touch his hand again, "I've enjoyed getting to know both sides of you. The shy Connor and the bold Connor."

His fingers intertwined with mine, and I felt that familiar spark. "Which one do you prefer?"

"I like them both," I admitted. "The shy Connor is sweet and endearing. But this Connor—" I gestured to him with my free hand "—the one who isn't afraid to walk into my changing room? He's pretty incredible, too."

When the check came, Connor immediately reached for his wallet.

"I've got it," I said.

"No way. I asked you to lunch."

"Connor, you're a college student. I've got it."

He looked like he wanted to argue, but finally conceded. "Next time, it's on me."

"Next time?" I raised an eyebrow.

That grin returned. "I'm optimistic."

As we walked back toward the parking area, I found myself stealing glances at him. The sun had brought out the highlights in his hair, and his easy confidence made him seem older than his years. When he caught me looking, he didn't seem embarrassed or cocky, just pleased.


Chapter 8: A Seductive History



The lighthouse was a short walk from the cafe, so we decided to put my packages in the car first. As we strolled along the pier walkway, the salt air carried the sounds of seagulls and distant boat engines. Connor walked close beside me, and I felt his hand brush against mine. I thought it was just an accident—we were walking pretty close to one another—then it happened again, and this time he took hold of my hand.

I pulled it away immediately. "I'm sorry, but I can't do that."

He held up both hands, stepping away slightly. "No problem. I didn't want to make you uncomfortable."

I felt terrible. It was such a normal thing for him to want to do in this situation, but it felt too romantic. For God's sake, we were already going to a lighthouse that I was sure would be romantic enough on its own without adding hand-holding to the mix.

"It's not you," I said quickly. "It's just—"

"You don't have to explain," Connor said. "I get it. Boundaries."

The lighthouse complex consisted of the St. Simons Island Lighthouse and the adjoining Keeper's Dwelling, which housed the museum. When we reached the entrance, Connor insisted on paying the admission fee.

"I was going to pay for it anyway, even if I hadn't run into you," he said, pulling out his wallet before I could protest.

The museum was small but thorough, explaining the lighthouse's fascinating history. Built in 1872, it was actually the second lighthouse on this site—the original had been destroyed during the Civil War when Confederate forces retreated from the island. The current structure stood 104 feet tall and had guided ships safely through the treacherous waters off the Georgia coast for over 150 years. The Keeper's Dwelling had housed lighthouse keepers and their families until the lighthouse was automated in the 1950s.

"There's a guided tour to walk up to the top starting in thirty minutes," the clerk explained, "or you can choose to climb the 129 steps to the top on your own."

"Want to go up now?" Connor asked.

I nodded.

The narrow iron staircase wound upward through the tower's interior, with a few small windows offering glimpses of the view along the way. We were both a little winded by the time we reached the top, but it was well worth it. The view was absolutely breathtaking, offering panoramic vistas of the coast, including Jekyll Island, Brunswick, and the south end of St. Simons Island. The Atlantic stretched endlessly to the horizon, its surface sparkling like diamonds in the afternoon sun.

We walked all the way around the narrow observation deck, taking in everything. Connor pointed out various landmarks; his knowledge of the area was impressive. When we returned to the ocean side, I leaned against the railing, letting the ocean breeze cool my flushed cheeks.

Connor approached me from behind, and I felt that he was hard again as he pressed against my back. I heard an unzipping sound and reached back to find his cock out, thick and throbbing in my palm.

I felt his hands on my thighs as he began pulling my dress up inch by inch. I stroked him as he raised my dress higher, before he lowered himself, positioning his cock at my needful entrance. He moved slowly, sliding his head around my pussy lips, lubricating himself with my wetness.

As he began to slide slowly inside me, I turned my head as far as possible. "People can see us."

"From up here, it just looks like we're enjoying the view," he whispered against my ear. "I'll move slowly. Point at things, so it looks like we're commenting on the scenery."

I did as he said, trying to point at distant boats and landmarks, but losing concentration as he slid in and out of me with extra slow, deliberate strokes. I knew I shouldn't, but I bent deeper at the waist to allow him deeper penetration. If someone had been watching with binoculars, they probably would have figured out what we were up to.

"I can't believe this is okay, but we can't hold hands," Conner said.

"I know. It's confusing, but this is physical, not emotional," I said.

"Are you sure about that?" He asked.

He was right about that, of course. "Stop talking and fuck me," I said, trying not to think about the implication of his question.

The mixture of his cock inside me and the public nature of our display made me come faster than usual. The thrill of potentially being caught, combined with the steady rhythm of his thrusts, sent waves of pleasure through my body. My orgasm built quickly, and when it hit, my body shook and then tensed. I could feel my pussy lips tightening around his cock, gripping him as I tried to muffle my moans.

I knew he was close—his breathing had become ragged, and his grip on my hips tightened—but then we heard voices echoing up the spiral staircase. He pulled out quickly, tucking himself away as I flattened out my dress and tried to compose myself.

A group of tourists burst through the door to the observation deck, chattering excitedly about the climb. We must have looked flushed and sweaty because the man in the group grinned at us.

"Looks like the climb up here wore you two out as well," he said.

His wife, however, seemed to notice the difference in our appearances—the guilty expressions on our faces—and just smiled knowingly.

We returned to the car, both of us still catching our breath. As I started the engine, Connor checked his phone.

"There's still enough time to see Fort Frederica if you want to," he said. "It's just seventeen minutes north."

"Sure," I said, pulling out of the parking space. "I love your style of being a tour guide."

We put the destination into the GPS, and as I drove along the coastal road, Connor began giving me a history lesson about Fort Frederica. But I had other ideas.

"Pull it out," I said casually.

"What?" His voice cracked slightly.

"You heard me. Pull out your cock."

Connor glanced around nervously, but complied, unzipping his shorts and freeing himself. I reached over and wrapped my fingers around his length, stroking him.

"Keep telling me about that fort," I demanded.

"So, uh, Fort Frederica was built in the 1730s by—" His breath caught as I ran my thumb over the head of his cock. "By James Oglethorpe to defend the Georgia colony from Spanish attacks." He paused.

"Go on," I said, varying my rhythm, sometimes quick strokes, sometimes slow and deliberate.

"The fort was… Jesus, Skylar… the fort was named after Frederick, Prince of Wales, and it housed about 650 soldiers… oh my god, that feels so good… and their families."

I could feel him throbbing in my hand, his hips shifting in the seat. "What happened to it?"

"It was abandoned in 1758 when the Spanish threat diminished," he managed, his voice strained. "Now it's just ruins, but you can walk through the old foundations… shit, I'm close… and imagine what life was like for the soldiers and settlers."

"Sounds fascinating," I murmured, increasing my pace slightly. Connor gripped the door handle, trying to maintain his composure as I brought him closer to the edge.

"Almost there," he said, and I wasn't sure if he meant the fort or something else entirely.

"Don't cum yet," I said firmly, tightening my grip around his base.

"I can't stop it," he cried out, his voice desperate. "It's about to come out. I can't hold it any more."

I glanced around quickly, spotting a small pull-off area ahead where the road widened near a cluster of old oak trees. Without hesitation, I swerved the car into the space, threw it in park, and unleashed my seatbelt all in one swift movement. I threw myself across the seat and took him in my mouth right as the first stream shot out, hitting the back of my throat.

His flow continued, stronger than I expected, and I struggled to take it all in as I swallowed with my lips still securely around his throbbing cock. The taste was salty and warm, and I worked to keep up with each pulse.

His body tensed beneath me, his hands gripping the seat as he kept repeating, "Oh my God, oh my God..."

I kept my mouth around him, each lick and gentle suck causing his body to shudder. I could feel the aftershocks of his climax rippling through him. Finally, he placed a trembling hand on my shoulder.

"It's too sensitive, stop… please," he whispered.

I pulled away slowly, a little of his semen still glistening on my lips. The urge to lean in and kiss him overwhelmed me—to share this intimate moment completely—but I caught myself just as I started to move forward. The boundaries I'd established earlier echoed in my mind.

I think he noticed my hesitation, because a satisfied smile crossed his lips. He now knew I wanted to kiss him, and that knowledge seemed to please him immensely.

"Sorry about that," he said, tucking himself back into his shorts. "I tried to stop, but..."

"It's fine," I said, grabbing a tissue from my purse to clean my lips. "Actually, it was exciting."

I straightened myself back into the driver's seat, adjusting my hair in the rearview mirror. Connor was still catching his breath, a dazed expression on his face.

"Ready to continue our educational tour?" I asked, moving the gear shift to drive.

He laughed, shaking his head. "You're incredible, you know that?"

We pulled back onto the road, and as the historic site came into view, I glanced over at him. "You're going to have to repeat everything you said about the history of this place."

"What do you mean?"

"Honestly, I wasn't listening earlier," I admitted with a grin. "I was a little distracted."


Chapter 9: Youthful Infatuations



I woke up feeling conflicted, the events of yesterday replaying in my mind like scenes from a movie I wasn't sure I should have watched. Connor and I had such an amazing time together—the shopping, the lighthouse, our easy conversation over lunch. But beneath the surface of that perfect day lurked so many complications I couldn't ignore.

Connor was developing real feelings for me, and if I was being honest with myself, I was developing feelings for him too. He wasn't just some college kid good for a quick hookup anymore. He was sweet, intelligent, thoughtful—everything that made this situation so much more dangerous than it should be.

I couldn't let this continue. For both our sakes, I needed to create some distance between us. He deserved someone who could give him a real relationship, not a married woman on vacation who would be gone in a few days.

In the kitchen, I found Alison already up, cradling a steaming mug.

"Morning, sunshine," she said, gesturing toward the coffee maker. "Want some? I made it strong."

"God, yes," I said, pouring myself a generous cup. "Thanks."

"So how was your day yesterday?"

"I found Connor walking into town, so I offered him a ride," I said, settling onto a barstool. "We just did some shopping in the village and visited the lighthouse. Nothing too exciting." The lie came easily, but guilt twisted in my stomach. Alison had been so open and honest with me about everything, and here I was holding back the truth about my growing attachment to Connor.

"Sounds nice… and innocent," she said, not buying my bullshit.

"What about you? How was your day with Captain Rex?" I asked.

Alison's face lit up. "Amazing. He took me to see his boat—it's this gorgeous old shrimp trawler called Miss Savannah. It was incredible, except for the smell. Fish and diesel fuel don't exactly create a romantic atmosphere."

"But did you have a good time?"

"Absolutely, it was a wonderful day. We took it out for a ride, and he showed me this secluded little cove. Very private." Her cheeks flushed pink. "We did some exploring of our own, if you know what I mean."

"Where's he now?"

"In the shower. He always starts his day with one."

I fixed a bowl of cereal and walked out onto the porch. As I opened the door, I saw a sheet of paper taped to it with "To Skylar" written in careful handwriting. I opened it to find a short poem:

Last night beneath the Georgia moon,

You showed me paradise too soon.

Your beauty burns within my mind,

A treasure I was blessed to find.

Though morning came and night has passed,

I'll hold these memories unsurpassed.

With gratitude and fond desire,

You set my very soul on fire.

—Connor

Not bad, I thought. It was all very sweet, but now I had solid evidence that he had taken yesterday far too seriously. I stuffed it into the pocket of my robe and decided to tell him we couldn't see each other for the rest of the trip.

Alison and Michelle joined me on the porch, Michelle looking particularly groggy with her hair sticking up at odd angles.

"You look like you wrestled with your pillow and lost," I said.

Michelle collapsed into one of the wicker chairs. "That tennis lesson was a disaster. The instructor was this woman who kept correcting my form every two seconds. Total bitch. And don't even get me started on the pool scene—nothing but old guys with beer guts and gold chains."

"Sounds awful," Alison said, settling down beside me on the porch swing.

"At least I didn't pay for a single drink all afternoon. Those old farts kept sending them over, one by one." Michelle stretched her arms above her head. "But I did run into this cute golf pro on my way back. Maybe I'll take a lesson with him before we leave."

"Another twenty-something?" I asked.

"Of course. But hopefully he knows how to handle his equipment."

Alison and I rolled our eyes.

"So what's the plan for today?" Alison asked.

Michelle shrugged. "Beach?"

"We could play tennis," I suggested.

"Or we could go hunting for guys at another resort," Michelle countered.

Rex appeared in the doorway, fully dressed and carrying a coffee mug. His salt-and-pepper hair was still damp from the shower.

"Morning, ladies," he said with that gravelly voice, his steel-blue eyes twinkling with amusement. "Hope I'm not interrupting anything important."

Alison gave Rex a lingering kiss, her hand resting on his weathered chest. "We were just trying to decide what to do today."

Rex's eyes lit up with an idea. "Well, I might have a suggestion for you ladies." He took a sip of his coffee and leaned against the porch railing. "When I'm not out on my own boat fishing, I've got a side gig taking care of rich folks' yachts around here. Part of the deal is I can use them whenever I like."

He gestured toward the marina visible in the distance. "In fact, I don't really have a permanent home. I move around from boat to boat when they're not being used. Been living that way for about three years now."

"That sounds like the most romantic lifestyle ever," Alison said dreamily.

"It has its perks," Rex chuckled. "Anyway, there's a beautiful seventy-footer down at the marina that's just sitting there waiting. The owner is in Europe for the next month. I could take you ladies out for the day if you're interested."

"Count me in," Alison said, squeezing Rex's arm.

"Oh my god, yes!" Michelle exclaimed.

"Absolutely," I agreed, already imagining myself lounging on a yacht deck with a drink in hand.

"Perfect. Why don't you ladies pack whatever you need for the day, and we can walk down to the marina. It's just past The Beach Shack."

We all scattered to gather our things. I threw some sunscreen, my sunglasses, and a few other essentials into my beach bag, along with a bikini. The prospect of spending the day on a yacht excited me.

Twenty minutes later, we were walking along the beach path toward the marina, Rex leading the way with confident strides. The morning sun was already warming the sand, and I could smell the salt air mixed with the faint aroma of coffee from the restaurant.

As we passed the boys' house, I noticed Connor sitting on the front porch with a cup of coffee, looking somewhat forlorn. I didn't wave at him, planning to keep walking, but he immediately hopped up and jogged down to meet us.

"Good morning, ladies," he said with that boyish grin.

"Good morning," I replied, trying to keep my tone friendly but not encouraging.

"Where's Jake and Kyle?" Michelle asked.

"They went to visit a friend of Kyle's that lives nearby," he said.

"And they left you here all alone," I asked.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied, and I immediately frowned at him.

He caught my expression and smiled, adding a deliberate wink. "What're y'all up to today?"

"We're going out on a yacht," Alison said.

Connor's eyes widened with interest. "Well, that sure does sound like fun."

I felt a pang of sympathy but tried to get us moving again. "Well, I hope you have a good day," I said, starting to walk away.

But Michelle, ever the inclusive one, piped up. "Captain Rex, would it be okay if Connor joined us? I hate the thought of him sitting here all alone."

Rex shrugged good-naturedly. "Sure, the more the merrier. I don't mind."

Fuck, I thought to myself. Now I'm going to have a lovesick puppy following me around all day. He'd probably write another poem about it. But honestly, worse things could happen than having a super cute college boy infatuated with you. At least the view would be nice.

Connor looked directly at me, as if asking for my personal permission. There was something almost vulnerable in his expression that tugged at my heart despite my reservations.

"Well, grab your stuff and let's go," I said with a resigned sigh. "But if you call me ma'am one more time, so help me God..."

He burst into laughter, his whole face lighting up. "Yes, ma'am, I'll be right back!"

Before I could react to his deliberate defiance, he was already sprinting toward the house, leaving me shaking my head but fighting back a smile. The kid had spirit, I'd give him that.

"He's smitten," Alison observed with amusement.

"Completely gone," Michelle agreed. "It's actually kind of sweet."

Rex just chuckled. "Youthful infatuations. I remember those days."

I watched Connor disappear into the house and emerge moments later with a small duffel bag, bounding back to us with the enthusiasm of a golden retriever.

"Ready!" he announced breathlessly. "Skylar, you want me to carry your bag for you?"

"No, I've got it. Thanks," I said.

As we continued toward the marina, I caught him stealing glances at me every few steps. This was definitely going to be an interesting day.


Chapter 10: Open Waters, Open Legs



The yacht was absolutely stunning—a sleek seventy-foot beauty with pristine white fiberglass and polished chrome fittings that gleamed in the morning sun. Rex moved around the boat checking gauges, starting the engines, and preparing lines. The twin diesel engines rumbled to life with a deep, satisfying purr.

"Connor, grab that stern line there," Rex called out, pointing to the thick rope securing the back of the boat to the dock. "Just untie it and coil it up nice and neat."

Connor eagerly followed instructions, his movements clumsy but enthusiastic as he freed the boat from its mooring. Rex handled the bow line himself, then guided us smoothly away from the dock with gentle touches to the wheel and throttle.

As we cleared the marina, the boat began to rise and fall with the ocean swells, and I breathed in deeply. The air smelled of salt and seaweed, with hints of diesel exhaust that somehow added to the maritime atmosphere. The rhythmic sound of the hull cutting through the water was hypnotic, and I found myself relaxing as the shoreline gradually receded behind us.

Rex opened up the throttles, and we picked up speed, the bow lifting slightly as we headed toward the horizon. The wind whipped through my hair, and I could taste the ocean spray on my lips. This was precisely what I'd needed—open water and fresh air.

When we could barely see land anymore, Rex pulled back on the throttles and the boat settled into a gentle drift. The sudden quiet was almost startling after the engine noise.

"Perfect spot," he announced. "Deep water, minimal current, and plenty of privacy."

We all made our way to the spacious deck area, where comfortable, cushioned seating was arranged in a horseshoe shape. The sun was already getting warm, and I could feel it on my shoulders through my cotton cover-up.

"Excuse me, I need to go change into my bikini," I said, starting to head toward what I assumed was a changing area below deck.

"Oh dear god, seriously, Skylar," Michelle said with exasperated amusement. "We're in the middle of nowhere."

Without another word, she began stripping off her clothes right there on the deck. Alison wasted no time joining her, pulling her sundress over her head and tossing it aside.

Oh, for fuck's sake, I thought, looking around at the empty ocean surrounding us. They were right—there wasn't another soul for miles. I sighed and pulled my cover-up over my head before dropping my shorts and removing my top.

"Captain Rex, would you mind oiling me up?" Alison asked, holding up a bottle of sunscreen.

He smiled and took the bottle from her, beginning to work the lotion across her back and shoulders. Meanwhile, Michelle started applying sunscreen to herself, but paused to look at me with a mischievous grin.

"Connor, it looks like Skylar could use some help," she said sweetly.

Seriously? I shot her a look that could have melted steel, but Connor was already hopping to his feet with eager enthusiasm. He moved so quickly toward me that he nearly tripped over his own feet, catching himself at the last second.

I reluctantly handed him the bottle of lotion.

As usual, Connor proved to be very thorough in his application. His hands worked the sunscreen into my skin with careful attention, and I had to admit it felt good. But when his hands began traveling up my inner thighs, clearly heading toward more intimate territory, I quickly intervened.

"You can do my feet," I said, taking the bottle back to apply lotion to my own private area. "I've got the rest."

Connor obediently moved to my feet, his disappointed expression almost comical. When he finished, I stretched out on one of the deck chairs with a book I'd brought, hoping to relax and enjoy the sun.

But I couldn't concentrate on the pages. I kept feeling like there were constantly eyes on me, that prickling sensation of being watched. Each time I glanced toward Connor, though, he would quickly turn his head away, pretending to be fascinated by the horizon.

The sun was getting higher, and the gentle rocking of the boat was making me drowsy, but Connor's persistent staring was keeping me on edge.

"Captain Rex," I called out, deciding a conversation might help redirect some attention. "What's your story? How did you become a fisherman?"

"Well now, that's a long tale," he said, wiping his hands on a rag. "You sure you want to hear it?"

"We've got nothing but time out here," I replied, gesturing at the endless blue water surrounding us. "And who knows, you might end up a character in one of my books."

He settled onto the bench across from where Alison was sunbathing, his steel-blue eyes taking on a distant look.

"I was born and raised right here on the Georgia coast," he began, his deep voice carrying that thick Southern drawl that seemed to make everything sound more interesting. "Third-generation fisherman, actually. My grandfather started with a little skiff back in the thirties, worked his way up to a proper shrimp boat by the time my dad was old enough to help."

Rex paused to take a swig from his beer bottle before continuing.

"Dad taught me everything about reading the water, understanding the tides, knowing when the weather was fixin'a turn bad. He started takin' me out when I was maybe eight. I wasn't much bigger than a minnow, but I could mend the nets and sort the catch good as anybody."

"That sounds like a hard life for a kid," Michelle observed, looking up from where she was applying more sunscreen.

"Hard, maybe, but honest," Rex replied with a shrug. "Learnt the value of working for what ya got."

"Is it dangerous?" Connor asked.

"Yep, and I got the scars to prove it." He pulled off his shirt to show a deep scar across his side. Connor looked at it with respect. "But the weather, she's the real danger. Dad always said the ocean don't care bout you or your problems—you always respect her, or she'll teach you… the hard way."

He shifted his position, getting more comfortable as he warmed to his story.

"When I turned eighteen, had a choice to make. Could stay on the boat with my Dad, or try something different. Well, I was young and stupid, thought I knew better. Figured the military might show me the world."

"Navy?" I guessed.

"Four long years," he confirmed. "Saw plenty of the world, all right. But turns out, no matter where I went, I kept missing home. Missing the feeling of a wooden deck under my feet."

Connor had finally stopped staring at me and was listening intently to Rex's story. He seemed fascinated by this glimpse into a completely different kind of life.

"So I came back home after my service," Rex continued. "Dad was gettin' older, needed the help. We worked together for about five years, building up the business. Then we got caught in a storm in 2004."

His expression darkened slightly at the memory.

"That storm was a monster, and came outta nowhere."

"You lost the boat?" Alison asked softly.

"Yep," Rex said simply. "The boat was damaged beyond repair and the insurance didn't cover near what we needed to start over. Dad was heartbroken - that boat represented three generations of work."

We rocked gently in the swells as Rex collected his thoughts.

"Spent the next few years working for other captains, saving every penny I could. Dad passed in 2008—think losing that boat broke something in him he never got back. But before he died, he made me promise I wouldn't give up on the water."

"So you rebuilt," Michelle said.

"Took me six more years to save enough for a down payment on my own boat," Rex nodded. "The Miss Savanna. She's a forty-two-foot trawler, not the prettiest thing you ever saw, but she's solid and reliable. Been working her for going on ten years now."

He took another pull from his beer, his gaze drifting across the water.

"Course, it ain't just shrimpin' anymore. Seasons are gettin' shorter, regulations gettin' tighter. Got to diversify to make a living. So I do charter fishin' and boat maintenance for folks with more money than sense."

"Like this yacht?" I asked.

"Exactly… like this yacht," he confirmed with a slight smile. "Owner's some rich lawyer from Atlanta, only uses her maybe six times a year. Pays me good money to keep her running and take care of any maintenance. Sometimes he lets me use her for special occasions."

"Is that what this is?" Alison asked with a teasing smile. "A special occasion?"

Rex's eyes met hers directly. "I'd say so."

"What about family?" Michelle asked. "Ever married?"

Rex's expression grew more guarded. "Was married for eight years. Sweet girl named Missy. Met 'er at a bar in Brunswick. But the fishing life is hard on a marriage—long hours, unpredictable income, weeks away during shrimp season. We tried ta make it work, but eventually she couldn't take the uncertainty anymore."

"Any kids?" I found myself asking.

"One daughter, Emma. She's eighteen now, just started at Georgia Southern." His face brightened when he mentioned her. "Smart as a damn whip, that girl. Wants ta be a marine biologist. Figure she got the love of the ocean from me, but she got 'er brains from 'er mom. She can study the ocean instead of workin' it."

"You must be proud," I said.

"Proud as I can be," he confirmed. "She's the best thing I ever did. Missy might not have been able to handle the fishing life, but she gave me Emma, and I'll always be grateful for that."

"I go to Georgia Southern," Connor said. "I'll have to be on the lookout for her."

Captain Rex got very serious, "Boy, you better not git within ten feet of my daughter."

"Why? I'm not a bad guy," he said, defending himself.

"I'm just fucking with you. You seem like a good kid… just a bit slow, that's all."

"Hey, I'm not slow."

I laughed and said, "Connor, he's fucking with you, again."

Alison spoke up, trying to change the topic. "Don't you get lonely out here by yourself?"

Rex considered the question seriously. "Sometimes," he admitted. "But there's a peace to it. When it's just you and the water and the sky, you learn things 'bout yourself you might not of discovered otherwise. Learn to be comfortable with your own company."

He looked around at all of us sprawled on the deck.

"Course, sometimes it's nice to have good company too."

"Captain Rex, can we swim in the ocean?" I asked.

"Of course," he replied with a grin. "That's what it's there for."

We made our way to the back of the boat, where a large wooden platform extended just slightly over the waterline. The ocean looked inviting, a deep blue-green that seemed to go on forever.

Without hesitation, I dove off the back of the boat, the shock of the cold water taking my breath away for a moment. But my body quickly adjusted to the temperature, and I surfaced with a gasp of exhilaration. Alison and Michelle followed immediately, both shrieking at the initial cold before laughing with delight.

Captain Rex and Connor remained on the wooden platform, watching us treading water.

"Come on, boys, get in!" Alison called out.

"And lose those swim trunks," Michelle added with a wicked grin.

Connor pulled his off first, diving in with youthful abandon. Captain Rex was more hesitant—maybe it wasn't proper form for a captain to leave his boat unattended, or maybe he was self-conscious about being the oldest among us. But after a moment's consideration, he finally pulled his trunks down and dove in after us, his entry much more graceful than Connor's enthusiastic belly flop.

I floated on my back, letting the gentle swells carry me away from the others. The sun felt warm on my face, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation of being completely weightless in the vast ocean. The sounds of laughter and splashing grew more distant as I drifted further from the boat.

After a few minutes of peaceful floating, I heard the steady rhythm of someone swimming toward me. I opened my eyes to see Connor's head bobbing in the water as he approached with determined strokes.

"Hey," he said softly when he reached me, treading water a few feet away. "You okay?"

I righted myself, treading water as well. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just wanted to float for a bit."

He nodded, but his expression was more serious than usual. The playful, eager energy he'd been radiating all morning seemed subdued.

"Did you... Did you get my poem?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

My heart sank a little. I'd been hoping to avoid this conversation, at least for today. "I did."

"And you didn't like it," he said, not really asking. His shoulders slumped slightly in the water.

"Connor—"

"I know, I know," he interrupted, his words coming out in a rush. "Yesterday was just for fun. It didn't mean anything to you."

The dejection in his voice made my chest tighten. This sweet kid was hurting, and I was the cause of it.

"That's not true," I said gently. "It was incredible for me too, but I think you're feeling something I'm not able to return."

He looked up at me with those earnest brown eyes, waiting for me to continue.

"I'm married, Connor. I love my husband very much." I paused, knowing how confusing this must sound to him. "I can see where that could seem weird, but Chris and I love one another. We're open about these kinds of experiences, but part of that agreement is no emotional attachments."

Connor was quiet for a moment, processing what I'd said. A small wave lifted us both, and we bobbed gently in the water.

"I understand," he said finally. "I mean, I think I do. I'm not a stalker, so don't worry about that. I just... I have feelings for you, and I knew it was probably silly, but I wanted to express them. That's why I wrote the poem."

The maturity in his response surprised me. Despite his youth, he was handling this conversation with more grace than some men twice his age might have.

"The poem was beautiful, Connor. Really. You have talent." I meant it—the verses had been surprisingly sophisticated for someone his age. "You should think about taking some creative writing classes."

His face brightened considerably at the compliment. "Really? You think so?"

"Absolutely. You said you were interested in writing about history, but maybe you should consider creative writing as well?"

"You really think so?" He asked, his enthusiasm returning. "But it's probably hard to make money at that, right?"

I smiled at his practical concern. "It can be challenging, yes. But it doesn't have to be either-or. You could pursue both writing and business. Maybe minor in writing while you get your business degree, or take workshops on the side. There are lots of ways to keep your creative side alive while still being practical about your career."

Connor's entire demeanor changed; his body language grew more animated, even as we treaded water. "See, this is why I like you so much. You actually seem to care about me."

The earnestness in his voice touched something in my chest. "I do care about you, Connor. You're a really smart, super sweet kid. But I'm not in love with you, you understand? Let's say... I'm in lust with you."

A slow smile spread across his face, transforming his features from dejected to delighted. "I like that. You're in lust with me. That sounds... cool."

"It's honest," I confirmed. "Physical attraction and chemistry are real things, and they're nothing to be ashamed of. But they're different from love or romantic feelings."

"So when we were together the other night, and yesterday..."

"It was incredible," I said, and I meant it. "You're a fantastic lover, and you made me feel amazing. But it was physical pleasure, not emotional connection in the romantic sense," I lied.

He nodded thoughtfully. "Like how I might be attracted to a beautiful painting in a museum. I can appreciate it and enjoy looking at it, but I don't want to take it home and marry it."

I laughed at his analogy. "Close enough. Although you're a bit more interactive than a painting."

"Definitely more interactive," he grinned. "And way more fun."

A larger wave rolled under us, and we both had to adjust our treading to stay afloat. In the distance, I could hear Alison's laughter carrying across the water.

"So we're good?" I asked. "You understand where I'm coming from?"

"We're good," he confirmed. "And thanks for being honest with me instead of just avoiding the conversation. That means a lot."

"You deserve honesty. And Connor? Don't let anyone tell you that poetry isn't worth pursuing. The world needs more people who can express themselves with beauty and truth."

"Maybe I'll write about this weekend," he said with a mischievous glint in his eye. "Though I'm not sure I could capture it properly in verse."

"I'm sure you'd find a way. Just maybe keep the more explicit details between us, yeah?"

He laughed. "Deal."

I felt a sense of relief that we'd had that conversation. Connor seemed lighter now, like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. And I felt better knowing I'd been honest with him without crushing his spirit.

We started swimming back toward the boat, where the others were still playing in the water near the platform. Michelle had apparently challenged Captain Rex to a swimming contest, and they were racing back and forth between the boat and an imaginary finish line.
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When we climbed back onto the yacht, towels in hand, something had shifted in the group dynamic. Maybe it was the honest conversation Connor and I had shared, or perhaps the combination of sun, salt air, and freedom, but none of us reached for our discarded clothes. We simply dried off and continued exploring the boat in our natural state.

Rex showed us around, pointing out features of the yacht he maintained. The main cabin boasted polished wood and brass fittings, while the galley kitchen sparkled with stainless steel appliances. A small hot tub sat invitingly on the back deck.

"This is incredible," Michelle said, running her hand along the smooth railing. "Do you get to use boats like this often?"

"Sometimes I'll take her out for a test run," Rex admitted with a grin. "Gotta make sure everything's working properly."

We settled into the hot tub first, the warm water a delicious contrast to the ocean swim. Steam rose around us as we sank into the bubbling jets. Connor positioned himself across from me, trying to be subtle about his glances but failing. Alison had claimed the spot next to Rex.

After we'd soaked long enough to turn pleasantly pink, we moved to the main deck, where Rex produced a deck of cards. We played a few rounds of poker, using plastic cocktail picks as chips. Michelle proved surprisingly skilled at bluffing, while Connor's tells were embarrassingly obvious.

"You need to work on your poker face," I teased as he fidgeted with his cards.

"Hard to concentrate," he mumbled, his eyes drifting down my body before snapping back up to my face.

As the afternoon wore on, we grew hungry. Rex and Alison took charge in the galley, working together to prepare a surprisingly elaborate early dinner. She chopped vegetables while he seasoned fresh fish he'd purchased at the marina. The smell of garlic and herbs filled the air.

We arranged ourselves around the large table that pulled out from the deck, creating a perfect dining space with ocean views on all sides. Connor maneuvered himself between Michelle and me on one side, while Rex and Alison sat across from us. The conversation flowed as freely as the wine Rex had produced from somewhere in the yacht's depths.

For dessert, Rex surprised us with individual bowls of vanilla ice cream topped with fresh berries. As I savored the cold sweetness, I noticed Connor shifting restlessly beside me. A glance downward revealed the source of his distraction - he was growing visibly aroused.

I looked over at Michelle, who wore a knowing smile. Following her arm down, I could see her hand had disappeared beneath the table. Her fingers were wrapped around Connor's balls, stroking and teasing them. Under her touch, he continued to swell until I could see him approaching the edge of the table.

The moment his tip crested the tabletop, Alison's eyes went wide with surprise. Rex's expression shifted to shock - clearly, he wasn't accustomed to our group's casual attitude towards sex.

But Alison was quick to distract him. Her own hand slipped beneath the table, and his expression of shock melted into one of pleasure as she found her target.

Unable to resist, I put a small dab of ice cream on the tip of his cock and leaned forward to lick it off. He sat up very straight. The taste of him, mixed with the lingering sweetness on my tongue, created a pleasing combination.

Michelle's hand continued its work on his balls while I focused my attention higher up. Across the table, I could hear Rex's breathing grow heavier as Alison worked her own magic.

"Maybe we should move somewhere more comfortable," Michelle suggested, her voice full of desire.

We abandoned our dessert bowls and moved as a group to the plush seating area. Rex seemed to shed his earlier hesitation, his hands roaming freely over Alison's curves as they kissed deeply. Michelle pulled Connor down beside her, their mouths meeting in a passionate kiss.

I positioned myself between Michelle's legs as Connor moved above her, taking him into her mouth. The soft cushions of the yacht's seating area cradled us as I began exploring Michelle with my tongue, tasting the salt from our earlier swim mixed with her natural sweetness.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Alison kneel before Rex, her blonde hair cascading over his sun-kissed thighs as she took him in her mouth. His weathered hands gripped the cushions, his steel-blue eyes fixed on our trio with an expression of pure fascination.

Sometimes, during these experiences, I feel myself leave my body and float above the scene, making mental notes of everything that's happening. Maybe it's the writer in me, but I begin to analyze everything. On this occasion, it hit me just how decadent and transgressive my life had become. The vast majority of people go through life having only a handful of sexual partners, and almost always one at a time. Some cheat, but that's usually done in secret with hopes of no one ever finding out about it.

Here I was, going down on my best friend who was pleasuring a college boy, who was infatuated with me, while watching another friend, who had recently been intimate with my husband, sucking the cock of a man she'd just met. All on a luxury yacht in the middle of the ocean.

Ok, Skylar, you can think about all of this later, I told myself. Get back into the moment.

During a position adjustment, Michelle stood up and walked over to where Alison and Rex were positioned. I watched them as Connor eagerly moved between my legs, his tongue finding my center with surprising skill for someone so young. Rex's entire body stiffened as Michelle approached, his eyes darting to Alison with obvious uncertainty.

Alison caught his questioning look and smiled reassuringly. "It's okay," she said, her hand still wrapped around his shaft. "We share everything."

To demonstrate her point, Alison guided Rex's cock toward Michelle, offering it to her like a gift. Michelle crawled over Rex, positioning herself above him before slowly lowering herself onto him. The expression that crossed his face as Michelle enveloped him was pure bliss - like he thought he'd died and gone to heaven.

Alison demonstrated her signature move, positioning herself to lick Michelle's ass from behind while she straddled Rex. Not wanting to be left out, I lifted my legs and shifted forward, bringing my asshole into Connor's view.

"Lick it," I commanded.

He hesitated, which was a perfectly normal response. His eyes met mine with an expression that asked if I was serious.

"I want you to lick my ass," I said clearly, leaving no room for misinterpretation.

Connor cautiously extended his tongue, placing it against my delicate opening. He began making small circles, his tongue flicking at its sensitive ridges. I could feel it involuntarily contract and expand under his attention. It must not have been too unpleasant because he grew more enthusiastic as my moans of pleasure encouraged him. His tongue explored deeper as I began rubbing my clit.

The combination of his inexperienced but eager attention and my own fingers brought me rapidly toward the edge. Across from us, I could hear Michelle's breathing become ragged as Rex thrust beneath her while Alison worked her magic.

"Oh god, I'm coming," Michelle cried out, her voice echoing across the open water.

Her announcement triggered my own release. We climaxed in unison, our screams of pleasure carrying across the empty ocean. Why not be loud? There wasn't another soul for miles to hear us.

As we caught our breath, I watched Alison and Michelle trade places. Rex's eyes were glazed with disbelief at his incredible fortune. I pulled Connor up toward me, taking him into my mouth to taste the saltiness of his pre-cum.

His hands held my head as I worked him with my lips and tongue, determined to give him an experience he'd remember long after this magical afternoon ended. The yacht rocked gently beneath us, the sound of waves lapping against the hull creating a rhythm that matched our movements.

Michelle stood and moved to the railing at the back of the boat, pressing her hands against the smooth metal and leaning forward, staring out at the sea. The invitation was clear.

"Ladies, what do you think? Want to join me?" she called over her shoulder with a wicked grin.

Alison and I needed no further encouragement. We joined her at the railing, the three of us lined up like offerings to the sea gods. The men approached from behind, Rex's weathered hands finding my hips while Connor positioned himself behind Alison.

The sensation of being taken from behind while the ocean spread endlessly before me was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Rex's strength and experience showed in every movement, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my core. Beside me, Michelle cried out as Connor moved behind her, while his hand played with Alison's clit.

Rex's calloused hands gripped my waist as he drove deeper, his breath hot against my ear. "You're incredible," he growled, his Southern drawl thick with desire.

Michelle reached out to grasp our hands, all three of us intertwining our fingers as we rode the waves of ecstasy together.

Connor's youth served him well as he moved between us, his stamina impressive for someone so inexperienced. Rex's years of physical labor had given him strength and endurance that left us all breathless.

After some shifting and repositioning, Rex ended up behind Alison while Connor moved behind me. Michelle turned to face them, her hands stroking both men's chests as they moved within us. The contrast was striking - Rex's weathered, muscular torso scarred from years of hauling nets, and Connor's smooth, youthful skin still unmarked by life's hardships.

I could feel Connor's grip tighten on my thighs, his fingers digging into my flesh with increasing urgency. His rhythm became erratic, his breathing shallow and desperate. The telltale tension in his body told me he was approaching his limit.

"I'm gonna come," he whispered against my ear, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Do it," I breathed back, pushing against him.

With a final, deep thrust, Connor buried himself completely inside me and held still, his entire body rigid as he released. I felt the warmth of his cum filling me, then the slow trickle as it began to escape down my inner thigh. He stayed motionless for several long moments, his forehead pressed against my shoulder blades as he caught his breath.

I leaned back into him, turning my head to kiss his neck and chest, tasting the salt of his sweat mixed with ocean spray. His young body trembled slightly with the aftershocks of his climax.

Beside us, Rex was still driving into Alison with powerful, rhythmic thrusts. Both were moaning and moving with increasing wildness, their bodies glistening with perspiration. Alison's hands gripped the railing so tightly her knuckles had turned white.

"Yes, yes, don't stop," Alison cried out, her voice carried away by the ocean breeze.

Rex's movements became more urgent, more primal. Finally, with a deep groan that seemed to come from his very soul, he pulled out abruptly. His release erupted across Alison's back in thick, white streams - an impressive display of masculine power.

Without hesitation, Michelle and I leaned forward, our tongues finding the warm trails on Alison's skin. I was always curious about how different men tasted, and Rex's essence was uniquely his own - extra salty with an almost seaweed flavor that made perfect sense given his life on the water. The taste of the sea itself seemed to linger on my tongue.

Michelle caught my eye and grinned as we cleaned Alison's back together, our tongues occasionally meeting as we worked. Rex watched in fascination, clearly unused to such thorough appreciation of his efforts.

"Well," he said finally, his voice still rough with exertion, "that was something else entirely."

We collapsed together on the deck cushions, a tangle of satisfied limbs and racing hearts. The yacht rocked gently beneath us as we caught our breath, the afternoon sun beginning to fade.

"Well," Rex said finally, his voice rough with satisfaction, "I'm definitely not putting that in the maintenance report."


Chapter 11: Sunset Reflections



During the walk back from the marina, Connor walked beside me, excited about his writing aspirations and sharing his favorite authors with me.

When he asked for my number, I hesitated for a moment. It probably wasn't the smartest move, but his passion for writing reminded me of myself at his age. I figured I could help him with his craft, maybe edit some of his work. What harm could come from encouraging a budding writer?

"Just promise me you'll actually write something," I said as I entered my contact information into his phone. "And not just poetry about married women you barely know."

He laughed, that easy boyish grin spreading across his face. "Deal. Though I can't promise the married woman thing won't make it into my work."

At our beach house, Captain Rex said his goodbyes to Alison with surprising tenderness. His weathered hands cupped her face as he spoke in low tones about possibly visiting New York, about wanting to see her world the way she'd seen his.

"I've got a charter tomorrow," he told her, "but I'd like to see you before you leave if you're willing."

Alison's face lit up. "I'd love that."

After Rex headed back to his boat and Connor reluctantly returned to the boys' house, the three of us grabbed drinks from our well-stocked refrigerator and made our way down to the beach. The ground was still warm as we settled into the sand, our legs stretched out toward the gentle water.

For a while, we just sat in companionable silence, watching the last traces of daylight fade from the horizon. But as the stars began to appear, our conversation took a more serious turn.

"You know," Alison said, swirling her wine in its plastic cup, "this week has made me think about some things."

Michelle and I turned to her expectantly.

"I've been questioning this whole pattern I have," she continued. "Always going for married men, never committing to anything real. Maybe it's time I took relationships more seriously. I need to find a man like the two of you have, committed but understanding about my need for freedom."

"What about Rex?" Michelle asked gently. "He seems pretty taken with you."

Alison smiled, but there was something wistful in it. "I do like him. If he visits New York, I'd definitely be open to exploring that. But he's so committed to his life here, to fishing. It's in his blood." She paused, taking a sip of wine. "I could maybe see myself in Atlanta, but here? It would be career suicide. I've worked too hard to build what I have."

Michelle nodded thoughtfully, then let out a long sigh. "Speaking of getting older... this week was amazing, but it also scared me a little."

"Scared you how?" I asked.

"I loved commanding the attention of those college boys," she admitted. "Feeling desired by men so young. But how much longer will that last? At some point, they're going to start looking at me and thinking I'm old and gross."

I nearly choked on my drink. "Michelle, are you kidding me? You're nowhere near that point. You're still a total MILF, and when you do get older, you'll just transition into being a GILF."

"What the fuck is a GILF?" she asked.

"A Grandmother I'd Like to Fuck," I said matter-of-factly. "Trust me, you've got decades of being irresistible ahead of you. Besides, I'm the one they keep calling 'ma'am'."

That got both of them laughing, but I could tell Michelle was still processing her fears about aging and desirability.

"My turn for confessions," I said, surprising myself with the words. "I'm worried about how this lifestyle might affect my marriage long-term."

Both women looked at me with concern.

"I'm only a year into this," I continued, "and I've already faced some serious challenges. That whole thing with Nathan. And here I am again, breaking some sweet kid's heart because I can't help myself."

"Sky, you're being melodramatic," Michelle said firmly. "That Nathan situation was just part of a learning curve. Everyone goes through growing pains in this lifestyle. Chris forgave you completely, and your relationship is stronger than ever."

"And Connor will be over it by next week," Alison added. "Trust me, college boys bounce back fast. He'll probably write a beautiful short story about his mysterious older woman and then move on to crushing on his creative writing professor."

I wanted to believe them, but the worry lingered. "Sometimes I wonder if we're playing with fire. If we're risking something beautiful for the sake of adventure."

"Every relationship involves risk," Michelle said softly. "The question is whether the growth and experiences are worth it. From what I've seen, you and Chris are doing great."

We sat with that for a moment, the sound of water filling the silence.

"Whatever happens," Alison said, "I want us to promise to stay in touch. Really stay in touch. Not just social media likes, but actual support."

"Agreed," Michelle responded. "And we should do this once or twice a year. Girls' weekends somewhere amazing."

"And we promise to always be there for each other," I added. "No matter what."

Without discussion, we all extended our pinkies toward the center of our circle. The gesture felt both silly and profound as we linked our fingers.

"Pinky swear," we said in unison, then dissolved into giggles at our own ridiculousness.

"I can't believe we only have two more nights," Michelle said as we unlinked.

"Maybe we need to take it easy," I suggested, though part of me didn't mean it. "I'm not sure my body can handle much more of this insanity."

Alison laughed. "I can hang with you two tomorrow. Rex has that charter, but I definitely want to see him Sunday night."

"Fine, tomorrow night will be our last hurrah," Michelle said with a grin.

As we gathered our empty cups and headed back toward the house, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for these women. Whatever complications lay ahead, whatever challenges we'd face, I knew I'd find support in their friendship. The house glowed warmly as we approached, and I could imagine us years from now, gray-haired and still scandalizing beach towns somewhere.


Chapter 12: Fore Play



The next morning started with Michelle leading us through yoga poses on the beach as the sun climbed higher over the ocean. The familiar movements felt grounding after all the excitement of the past few days.

"I can't believe we only have one more day after this," Alison said as we finished our cool-down stretches.

"Let's make it count," Michelle replied, rolling up her mat. "Resort activities today?"

An idea had struck me: if the boys were stuck watching golf all week without getting to play, we could make them a little jealous by actually hitting some balls ourselves.

"Why aren't you packing your clubs?" I had asked as we loaded up the cars.

"The club we're visiting is super exclusive," Chris had explained. "Reserved just for players during the tournament. We can only spectate all week, which is going to be frustrating. I always get inspired watching others play, but then I want to grab a club myself."

At the resort's pro shop, we rented clubs and bought a bucket of balls. Michelle and I had both taken lessons over the years and played regularly enough to feel somewhat confident. Alison, however, had already warned us about her athletic abilities… or lack thereof.

"I'm not kidding when I say I'm not athletic," she reminded us as we approached the tees. "This might be a disaster."

"It's not that hard," Michelle said encouragingly. "Just keep your eye on the ball and swing through."

It turned out to be much harder than we had anticipated. Alison's first swing missed the ball entirely, nearly spinning her around. Her second attempt made contact with the ground about six inches behind the ball. The third swing somehow managed to hit the ball sideways, sending it rolling into the next tee box.

"Okay, let's try adjusting your stance," I offered, moving behind her to guide her swing.

Ten minutes and zero successful hits later, I was starting to feel bad for her.

"This is hopeless," Alison groaned after another wild swing. "I can't even hit a stationary ball."

"You know what? Let's call over one of the pros," Michelle suggested, flagging down a young instructor who'd been watching our struggles with barely concealed amusement.

The golf pro approached with an easy smile. He looked to be in his early twenties, with sun-bleached hair and the kind of tan that came from spending every day outdoors. His name tag read "JAKE" - apparently a popular name around here.

"Having some trouble?" he asked politely, though his eyes sparkled with humor.

"That's putting it mildly," Alison said. "I think the ball is actively avoiding my club."

Jake laughed and positioned himself behind Alison, adjusting her grip and stance. "The key is to keep your head still and follow through."

With his guidance, Alison finally made contact, sending the ball about thirty yards in a relatively straight line. We all cheered like she'd just won the Masters.

"There you go!" Jake said encouragingly. "Now try it on your own."

Alison's next swing missed completely. The one after that made contact but sent the ball flying sideways again. Then, in what had to be the most spectacular failure I'd ever witnessed, she swung and missed, but as she brought the club back down, she somehow managed to hit the ball backwards, nearly hitting Jake's ankles.

Jake put his face in his hands and shook his head while I doubled over laughing.

"I'm so sorry," Alison said, mortified.

"It's fine," Jake said, though he looked like he was questioning his career choices. "Maybe we should take a break."

That's when inspiration struck. "Jake, is there somewhere more private we could practice? Maybe a fairway with lots of trees or something? We want to take some fun pictures for our husbands."

Jake raised an eyebrow. "Fun pictures?"

"You know... risque ones," I said with a meaningful look.

His cheeks reddened slightly as understanding dawned on him. "Well, there's a new course being landscaped. Today's the workmen's day off, so nobody would be there. No security cameras set up yet either." He paused, looking conflicted. "But I could get in serious trouble if I showed it to guests. It's off-limits."

I stepped closer and slipped my arm around his shoulders, discreetly sliding a hundred-dollar bill into his front shirt pocket. "And we'll need someone to take the pictures."

Jake coughed and grinned. "What the fuck. How can I say no to that? Meet me out front - I'll get a cart."

Twenty minutes later, Jake was driving us through the resort in a golf cart at what felt like dangerous speeds. I gripped the side as we bounced over small hills and wound past the main course.

"Slow down!" Michelle laughed as we hit a particularly rough patch. "We want to arrive in one piece!"

Jake finally pulled up to a locked gate, producing a key from his pocket. "The third fairway will be perfect," he said as we drove through. "Trees on three sides, completely private."

He was right - it was even better than I'd imagined. The fairway stretched out like a green carpet, bordered by tall, Longleaf pines that would block any view from outside.

"This is perfect," I said, handing Jake my phone. "Ready to be a photographer?"

I grabbed a driver and walked to what would be the tee area, then pulled my shirt over my head. "Get me mid-swing," I called out, positioning myself with the club raised.

Jake's hands were slightly shaky as he took several shots of me topless, then more as I stripped down to just my panties. Feeling bold and caught up in the moment, I removed everything and struck various poses while Michelle and Alison called out suggestions.

"Turn sideways... now look back over your shoulder... lick the handle of the club… perfect!"

After checking the photos and seeing that Jake had a surprisingly good eye for composition, Michelle took her turn, followed by Alison. Each session grew more playful and adventurous.

"You know what we haven't done?" I said as Alison finished her solo shots. "Group shots!"

Jake's enthusiasm was evident as we arranged ourselves in various formations - lined up with clubs raised, me cupping Alison's breasts as she took a swing, Alison's head between Michelle's legs as she lined up to hit an imaginary ball. We even took some truly scandalous shots involving the club handles.

Throughout the entire shoot, Jake remained completely professional, never making crude comments or inappropriate suggestions, though the bulge in his pants was impossible to hide.

As we finished and started gathering our clothes, I felt a bit guilty about his obvious arousal.

"Jake," I said gently, "would you like to... take care of that before we head back?"

His eyes widened. "That would be incredible. If you don't mind."

We arranged ourselves in front of him as he pulled his cock from his shorts. Michelle, Alison, and I struck various poses and offered encouraging words as he stroked himself.

"Just like that," Michelle purred. "Stroke that cock."

"Cum for us, Jake," Alison added with a sultry smile.

Within minutes, Jake reached his climax, spilling onto the freshly planted grass with a satisfied groan.

On the ride back to the main resort, I scrolled through the photos, selecting the best ones to share. By the time we reached the driving range, I'd sent a carefully curated selection to Chris and Nathan.

My phone buzzed almost immediately with Chris's response: "You never cease to amaze me. I've never encountered such an amazing vision while playing golf. Looks like you all are having more fun than Nathan and me."

I replied with a heart emoji followed by an eggplant.

"I think we successfully made them jealous," I said, showing Michelle the message.

"Mission accomplished," Alison laughed.


Chapter 13: New Toys



Later that evening, Michelle said, "I want to go back to The Beach Shack. I can't stop thinking about those fried Georgia shrimp."

"I'm in," Alison said immediately. "Plus, I need to redeem myself at the pool table. You two laughed way too hard at my golf swing today. Pool is actually a sport I'm good at."

"Really?" I raised an eyebrow. "Because I seem to remember beating you the other night."

"That was different. I was distracted by Captain Rex." Alison grinned. "Tonight, I'm focused."

We freshened up and walked the familiar path to The Beach Shack as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The restaurant was busy, with several families occupying the larger tables and a group of college-aged kids playing cornhole to the side of the deck. They made me think of Connor.

My phone buzzed, and speak of the devil, it was Connor: "Hey, want to get together tonight?"

I showed the message to Michelle and Alison. "What do you think?"

"Tell him it's girls' night," Alison said firmly.

I typed back: "Thanks, but it's girls' night tonight. Maybe tomorrow?"

His response came quickly: "We're going deep-sea fishing tomorrow and won't be back until late."

I typed back: "Text me when you get back."

Michelle ordered her beloved fried shrimp again, while Alison went for the seafood platter, and I chose the grilled lime shrimp. We claimed a high-top table near the pool table and ordered a pitcher of margaritas.

"This is exactly what I needed," Michelle said, savoring her first shrimp. "There's something about the breading here - it's got a kick to it."

"Old Bay seasoning," our server mentioned as she refilled our water glasses. "Chef's secret weapon. You can get it at any Kroger."

"Well, fuck me standing," Michelle said.

"Maybe we should've invited the boys," I said.

After we finished eating, Alison cracked her knuckles dramatically. "Alright, ladies. Time for your education in billiards."

She wasn't kidding. Alison ran the table on Michelle in the first game, then beat me soundly in the second. Her form was flawless - smooth, confident strokes and strategic thinking that made our earlier games look like child's play.

"Where did this come from?" I demanded as she sank the eight ball for her third consecutive victory.

"Spent a lot of time in pool halls during college," she said with a satisfied smile. "Turns out I have a natural eye for angles."

"But you played like shit the other night," I said.

"Yeah, I learned a long time ago you don't want to beat guys you want to fuck. It intimidates them," she said.

"Fuck that," said Michelle. "Trust me, they'll fuck you either way."

"I can't believe we're leaving the day after tomorrow," I said. "This has been the best girls' trip ever."

"Until next time," Michelle said, as we lifted our glasses for a toast.

On the walk home, Alison said she had a surprise for us back at the house. We tried to get her to tell us what it was, but she would only say that it involved something Chris liked and she had bought them to try with him. That is, if I approved.

"Come on, just give us a hint," Michelle pleaded, walking backwards in front of Alison. "Is it edible? Wearable? Battery operated?"

Alison just grinned mysteriously. "You'll see soon enough."

I could not for the life of me think of what she was talking about. Chris liked a lot of things, but what could Alison have possibly bought that related to him?

When we arrived back at the beach house, she told us to wait in the living room.

"What could it be?" Michelle mused, looking at me.

I shrugged. "I have no fucking idea."

Alison returned holding something behind her back. She looked nervous but excited, practically bouncing on her toes. "Okay, so you remember our video call? What was the secret thing you told me Chris liked?"

Realization hit me, but I still didn't know what she had. Heat crept up my neck as I remembered that intimate conversation. "Oh, I told you he liked a finger up his ass."

"Exactly," she said, her smile widening. "And when I put two fingers in, he seemed to like it even more. So, I thought when we all get back from our trips, we could use these on him."

She brought her arms from behind her back to reveal a box for us to open.

As we lifted the top, we saw it contained two strap-ons.

"Holy shit," I said, my eyes widening. The harnesses were made of black leather with adjustable straps, and the attached dildos were a realistic flesh tone, approximately seven inches long and about one and a half to two inches in diameter. "I don't know if he will go for that or not. But I love it."

Michelle made a pouting face. "What? I don't get one?"

"I'm sorry," Alison laughed. "We can get you one if you want, but tonight we can share." She examined the harnesses with obvious curiosity. "I've never used one before, but I thought we could practice before bringing it up to Chris. Have either of you used one?"

We both said no, but Michelle perked up with her usual fountain of knowledge. "I know that it's called pegging when a woman uses a strap-on to fuck a guy."

Alison looked skeptical. "I thought that was just a generic term for using a strap-on."

"No, pegging specifically refers to—"

"Oh my god, here we go again," I interrupted, laughing. Their debates had become legendary over the past few days. "Who gives a fuck? Seriously? Give me one."

Alison handed me one, and I tried to put it on, but it was confusing. The harness had multiple straps and buckles, and I couldn't figure out which leg went through which loop. Alison and Michelle tried to help, but between the three of us, we struggled to get my legs into the right holes.

"Wait, this strap goes around your waist," Michelle said, holding up what I thought was a leg loop.

"No, that's definitely for the thigh," Alison countered.

"You're both wrong," I muttered, stepping out of the tangle we'd created.

As we worked, I noticed that the dildo part had two components - a larger dildo that protruded from the front of the harness and a smaller one underneath that would clearly go into the wearer's pussy. The dual design was ingenious, ensuring pleasure for both partners.

Finally, we got it on and tightened the straps. The leather felt snug against my hips and thighs, supportive but not restrictive.

Michelle stepped back and gasped. "Oh my god, Skylar, you won't believe how those straps make your ass look. You have a gorgeous ass already, but the straps pull your cheeks in and up and frame it perfectly."

Curious, I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. "Oh shit," I said, turning to see the back view. "You're right."

The harness transformed my body, accentuating curves I didn't even know I had. The straps created this intricate pattern across my hips and ass that was undeniably sexy. The dildo jutted out proudly from my pelvis, and I had to admit - I looked powerful. Dominant.

As I walked back into the living room, it was strange having this appendage swinging in front of me. My gait automatically adjusted to accommodate the new addition.

"You look so cute wearing that," Alison said, her eyes bright with excitement.

I put my hand around the shaft, surprised by how realistic it felt. The silicone was soft but firm, with detailed veining and a pronounced head. "This is a perfect size for my pussy," I said, considering the dimensions, "but I think it might be big for Chris's virgin ass."

Alison nodded enthusiastically. "I thought of that. These are the dildos for us." She reached into her bag and pulled out two smaller packages. "I got two smaller, thinner ones for him."

The backup dildos were noticeably more modest - maybe six inches long and much slimmer. They looked far more manageable for someone new to anal play.

"Maybe he'll go for it," I mused, still getting used to the weight of the harness. "I've been spanking him and exploring cock and ball torture with him." I paused, remembering how turned on he got when I spanked his ass black and blue. "We'll just have to see. But I can't wait to see what it feels like to fuck someone."

The words surprised me as they came out of my mouth. I imagined there was something exciting about the power dynamic shift, about being the one doing the penetrating.

Alison looked at Michelle. "You want to wear the other one or for me to? You want to give or receive?"

Michelle didn't hesitate. "I want to give."

While Alison helped her put on the other strap-on, I couldn't help but play with my new appendage. I pulled at it, fascinated by how it moved with my body. I made it bounce by moving my hips in and out, then swung my hips around, twirling it in a circle, which amused both Michelle and Alison.

"You're like a kid with a new toy," Alison laughed.

"This is incredible," I said, continuing my experimentation. "I mean, I can see why men are so obsessed with their dicks. There's something really satisfying about having this... extension of yourself."

Michelle was having her own moment of discovery as Alison tightened her straps. "God, this feels amazing," she said, looking down. "I feel so... powerful."

"Right?" I said, understanding what she meant. There was something psychological about wearing the harness that went beyond the physical sensation. It was transformative.

Alison stepped back to admire our handiwork. "You both look incredible… even dangerous."

Without a word, Alison dropped to her knees in front of us.

"This should be interesting," she said, reaching for both of our silicon cocks.

Michelle and I stood side by side as Alison began stroking us, then we started slapping her face gently with the dildos. She opened her mouth and took mine between her lips, then switched to Michelle's, going back and forth between us.

But in less than a minute, we realized this wasn't working.

"This is pointless," I said, stepping back. "I can't feel anything."

"Yeah, watching her suck on silicon is doing nothing for me," Michelle agreed.

Alison released us and sat back on her heels. "Well, that was anticlimactic."

I had a different idea brewing. "You know what I do want to feel though? I want you to lick my ass like you did Michelle's the other night."

Michelle's eyes lit up. "Oh god, yes. I want that again, too."

"Connor did it to me on the yacht," I continued, "but something tells me you're better at it."

Alison's face broke into a grin. "Now that's something I can work with."

Michelle and I positioned ourselves behind the couch, bending forward and spreading our cheeks. The strap-ons hung down between our legs as we waited in anticipation.

Alison moved behind me first, her hands gently gripping my ass as her tongue made contact. The sensation was warm and incredibly intimate. She traced circles around my tight opening before pressing her tongue flat against it.

"Fuck," I breathed, my knuckles white as I gripped the couch cushions.

She alternated between long, broad strokes and pointed flicks, building the sensation until I was practically shaking. Then she moved to Michelle, who let out a low moan as Alison's tongue found its target.

"God, you're amazing at this," Michelle gasped.

Alison went back and forth between us, taking her time with each of us, driving us both to the edge with just her tongue. The forbidden nature of the act, combined with its pleasurable sensation, was overwhelming.

"I want to try licking your ass," I said, my voice full with curiosity and desire.

Alison looked surprised but pleased. "Really?"

We switched positions, and I found myself kneeling behind Alison as she bent over the couch. Her ass was perfect - round and firm, with the cutest little pink opening. I hesitated for just a moment, then leaned forward.

The first touch of my tongue against her was strange—the texture was different from what I expected, the taste subtle but distinctly intimate. But as I continued, something clicked. There was something incredibly erotic about this most taboo of acts.

I experimented with different techniques, watching her body respond to each movement of my tongue. When I pressed firmly and traced circles, she pushed back against me. When I flicked quickly, she gasped and gripped the couch cushions.

"Oh my god, Skylar," she moaned. "That feels incredible."

Encouraged, I continued my exploration, fascinated by how responsive she was to every flick and touch. There was something about it that made me feel powerful and giving at the same time.

Finally, I stood up, my knees sore from kneeling on the hardwood floor. I positioned myself behind Alison, the dildo jutting out from my hips. "Ready for this?"

She nodded eagerly, and I pressed the head of the dildo against her opening. As I pushed forward, I immediately understood the purpose of the dual design. The internal portion of the dildo pressed against my own pussy and clit as I thrust, creating stimulation for me too.

But what I really loved was the visual - watching the silicon cock disappear into her pussy, the way her body accepted it, the power I felt being the one doing the penetrating.

I gripped her hips firmly and began a steady rhythm. "How do you like getting fucked by me?"

"I love your cock in my pussy," she gasped, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Fuck me hard, Skylar."

The physical exertion hit me faster than I expected. Within a few minutes, I was breathing hard, a light sheen of sweat forming across my forehead.

"Jesus," I panted, slowing my pace. "I didn't know how much work this was. I have so much more respect for guys now. We lie there most of the time, but they're really having to work hard. Look at me, I'm sweating."

Michelle laughed. "I wanna try."

"Good," I said, pulling out of Alison. "Because I'm literally fucking exhausted."

I gladly stepped aside. "Be my guest."

Michelle took my position behind Alison and began fucking her much harder than I had. I could see the way Michelle's body moved, how she relished the control, the dominance. This was clearly in line with her natural personality.

Watching them, I felt my own desire building again. "Fuck me like that," I said, taking off my harness and bending over the couch.

"Hey," Alison protested weakly, but I didn't care.

Michelle pulled out of Alison and positioned herself behind me, mounting me with the same intensity she'd shown Alison. The dildo pressed against all the right spots as she thrust into me, and I lost myself in the sensation.

Once she had tired herself out, I looked at Alison. "I want you to fuck my ass. Could you get the smaller dildo and try it on me?"

Alison's eyes widened. "Really? You want me to fuck your ass?"

I nodded, feeling a thrill of nervous excitement.

She looked in her bag and pulled out one of the smaller dildos - maybe six inches long and less than an inch in diameter. She swapped it with the larger one in the harness and pulled out a bottle of lube.

"This is going to feel weird at first," she warned, coating her fingers with lube. "But we'll go really slow."

I bent back over the couch as she began massaging the lube around my tight opening. As she inserted one finger, I tensed.

"Relax," she said softly.

She worked her finger in and out gently, then added a second. There was pressure and a slight burning sensation, but it wasn't horrible.

After a few minutes of preparation, she lubed up the strap-on and positioned it at my entrance. "Ready?"

I nodded, then felt the head of the dildo pressing against me. As she pushed forward, I clenched my teeth.

"Hold on a second," I gasped. "It burns."

"That's normal," Michelle said from beside us. "Just give your ass a second to adjust."

The burning subsided slightly, and I nodded for her to continue. She pressed all the way in, then began thrusting slowly in and out. It still burned, but it was manageable.

"God, it's been so long since I did this," I said. "Why do guys like this?"

"You just have to get used to it," Michelle explained. "It'll feel better. But also remember, men have a prostate that it hits against. So, it feels better to them."

Alison continued her gentle thrusts. "For me, being fucked in the ass is about transgression, about being naughty. And the pain is part of that. It's like you're being fucked and punished at the same time. But not everyone enjoys that."

Michelle grinned. "Skylar, just keep telling yourself that you're a bad girl getting fucked up the ass."

I laughed, but I actually thought about it—and it did make it better. There was something deliciously naughty about it.

"Let's try something else," Michelle said after a few minutes.

Alison pulled out of my ass, and the burning came back with a vengeance. I gasped out loud, "Fucking hell!"

"Oh yeah," Alison said apologetically. "Funny how having it pulled out can hurt more than going in."

Michelle lay down on her back and motioned for me to climb on top of her. I positioned myself above her and started to lower my ass onto her strap-on when she said, "No, put it in your pussy. Alison's going to fuck your ass."

"Oh," I said, understanding dawning. "So you want me to take both at the same time?"

Michelle grinned her all-too-common grin. "Yep."

I lowered my pussy onto her cock and bent forward to kiss her while Alison positioned herself behind me again. When she pressed the dildo back into my ass, I felt so full, having both my holes filled.

"Oh my god," I gasped against Michelle's lips. "This is incredible."

They found a rhythm, one pulling out while the other pushed in, creating an incredible sensation of constant fullness and stimulation. Michelle reached between my legs and began rubbing my clit at the same time.

The dual penetration caused every nerve ending to fire at once as they moved in and out of me. I felt stretched and filled, in the most naughty way imaginable.

"You're so tight. I can feel it as I pull in and out," Alison breathed from behind me, her hands gripping my hips as she maintained her steady thrusts.

Michelle's fingers worked my clit expertly while her strap-on filled my pussy. I knew the leather harness was pressing against her clit with each of my movements, and I could see the pleasure building in her eyes.

"I can't... this is too much," I panted, but I didn't want them to stop.

The combination was overwhelming. The burning in my ass had transformed into something deeper, more intense. Combined with the fullness in my pussy and Michelle's skilled fingers on my clit, I was rapidly approaching a climax.

"Come for us," Michelle whispered, increasing the pressure on my clit.

Alison's thrusts became more urgent behind me. "Let go, Skylar."

Within moments, I was coming hard, yelling both their names as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My whole body convulsed between them, every muscle tensing as the orgasm ripped through me. I could feel myself clenching around both dildos as the sensation peaked and then slowly began to ebb.

They held me steady as I shook, neither moving until I finally collapsed forward onto Michelle's chest, completely spent.

As they pulled out, I felt sore, but also delighted. There was an emptiness now that felt strange after being filled so completely. I rolled off Michelle and lay on my back on the floor, staring at the ceiling as I tried to catch my breath.

"That was... fuck," I said, unable to form complete sentences.

"You okay?" Alison asked, her hand gentle on my thigh.

I nodded weakly. "More than okay. That was amazing."

"These things are getting uncomfortable," Michelle said, tugging at her harness straps.

"Yeah," Alison agreed, reaching for the buckles. "Let's get these off."

I helped them out of the leather contraptions, our fingers fumbling with the straps as we laughed and untangled ourselves. Without the strap-ons, our bodies felt smaller, lighter, more natural.

"Come here," Alison said, pulling me close. Her lips found mine as her hands roamed my body, and I melted into her touch. Michelle pressed against my back, her fingers trailing down my spine.

Soon we were a tangle of limbs on the living room rug, hands and mouths everywhere. Michelle's fingers slipped between my legs while I kissed Alison's neck. Alison's mouth found Michelle's breast while her hand worked between my thighs.

"I want to taste you both," I whispered, and we rearranged ourselves.

I buried my face between Alison's legs while Michelle positioned herself between mine. The taste of Alison on my tongue was becoming familiar now. Above me, I could hear Alison's soft moans as Michelle's tongue worked its magic on me.

We shifted again, forming a hedonistic sapphic circle while we lay on our sides. I found myself with my head between Michelle's thighs while Alison's face was buried in my pussy, and Michelle completed the circle with her mouth on Alison.

It was exhilarating, giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously. Michelle's taste flooded my senses while Alison's tongue worked expertly between my legs. I could hear the wet sounds of all three of us, the soft moans and gasps creating a symphony of desire.

Our movements became synchronized, each of us responding to the pleasure we were receiving by giving more intensely to our partner. The rhythm built steadily, all three of us climbing toward release together.

When the first orgasm hit, I think it was Alison, it triggered a chain reaction. Michelle's thighs clenched around my head as she came, her cries muffled against Alison's pussy. The vibrations of her moans against me sent me over the edge, and I came hard against Alison's mouth.

We collapsed in a satisfied heap, our bodies still intertwined, breathing heavily as the waves of pleasure subsided. The perfect circle we'd formed felt symbolic in some way.


Chapter 14: Final Temptations



Michelle was curled up beside me, her blonde hair fanned across a throw pillow, while Alison had somehow migrated to the couch during the night.

"Morning, my lovelies," Alison mumbled from above us, one arm dangling over the edge of the sofa.

"Is it really?" I asked, not wanting to check the time. I hated the last days of vacation.

Michelle stirred beside me. "Beach yoga?"

I nodded, though I felt something heavy in my chest. That familiar ache that came with endings, with having to pack up happiness and drive away from it.

Twenty minutes later, we were on the sand in our bikinis, moving through sun salutations as the gentle breeze coming off the ocean provided our soundtrack. The morning air was crisp, and seagulls called overhead as we flowed from warrior pose to downward dog. Michelle led us through the practice, her voice calm and centered.

But I couldn't focus. My mind kept drifting to childhood summers, to that last day of vacation when my parents would start packing the car and I'd know school was waiting. Not that I'd hated school—I'd actually loved learning, loved the challenge of it all. But I'd hated losing that sense of absolute freedom. Those summer mornings when I could wake up and decide to spend the entire day reading or swimming or doing nothing at all.

"You're somewhere else," Michelle observed as we moved into child's pose.

"Just thinking about going home," I admitted.

Freedom. That's what I cherished. Chris had created a life where I could wake up each morning with nothing but possibilities ahead of me. Write if I wanted to. Don't write if I didn't feel like it. He never expected dinner on the table or a spotless house. Hell, he'd probably hire a maid tomorrow if I asked.

The thought should have filled me with gratitude. And it did. Chris had made my life better in ways I was still discovering, which made the guilt sitting heavy in my stomach that much worse.

Because instead of looking forward to seeing my husband tomorrow, I was thinking about Connor.

We finished our practice in silence, then headed to the resort for breakfast. The dining room was bustling with families checking out, kids arguing over syrup, and parents looking frazzled. We found a quiet table by the windows overlooking the golf course.

"Last breakfast," Alison said dramatically, raising her mimosa.

"Don't be so morbid," Michelle laughed, but I could see the same sadness in her eyes.

I picked at my eggs Benedict, my appetite gone. The hollandaise sauce that had seemed so decadent yesterday now felt too rich, too heavy. Everything felt wrong suddenly.

"Tennis?" Michelle suggested after we'd finished.

We'd booked a lesson with the resort pro, and despite my mood, I found myself getting into the rhythm of it. There was something satisfying about the crack of the ball against the strings, the burn in my legs as I ran to make shots. For an hour, I could focus on nothing but the next point.

Afterward, we treated ourselves to massages at the spa. I lay face down on the table, letting the masseuse work the knots from my shoulders, trying to empty my mind. But even with skilled hands easing the tension from my body, I couldn't shake the melancholy that had settled over me.

"You seem tense," the massage therapist observed, working a particularly stubborn knot.

"Just sad to be leaving tomorrow," I murmured into the face cradle.

It should have been a perfect day. And it was, objectively. Yoga with my closest friends, a delicious breakfast, tennis, and a massage that left me feeling like jelly. The kind of day that would typically have me floating with contentment. I should be overjoyed. I lived a truly privileged life.

But all I could think about was Connor.

God, what was wrong with me? This was exactly the kind of thinking that had gotten me in trouble with Nathan—letting physical attraction cloud my judgment. But this felt different somehow. More dangerous.

Because fucking was one thing. What we'd done this week, what we'd always done, was about pleasure and exploration and pushing boundaries. It was physical. It was fun. But it was contained.

This didn't feel contained.

I wasn't questioning my love for Chris—that was real, unshakeable, the foundation on which everything else was built. But the idea of leaving tomorrow and never seeing Connor again brought actual tears to my eyes. And that scared the hell out of me.

For fuck's sake, Connor was the same age as my youngest brother.

We returned to the beach house as the afternoon stretched long and golden. The boys had gone out on a deep-sea fishing charter. If they came back early enough to see us before we left, I'd have to say no to spending time with him. I didn't trust myself around him anymore.

I sat on the deck with a glass of wine, watching the tide roll in, when an image popped into my head unbidden. Tomorrow morning, Michelle, Alison, and I will be driving away, our luggage packed in the back of Chris's BMW. And suddenly, Connor was there, standing in the middle of the road with flowers in his hands, blocking our path.

In my imagination, I got out of the car and ran to him. He dropped the flowers and pulled me into his arms, and we kissed like lovers in some ridiculous romantic movie. I could practically feel his hands in my hair, could taste his lips, could hear him whispering that he couldn't let me go.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I muttered, shaking my head violently. "Stop it, Skylar."

"Stop what?" Michelle asked, appearing beside me with her own wine.

"Nothing. Just... thinking too much."

She settled into the chair next to mine. "About going home?"

I nodded, not trusting myself to say more. How could I explain that I was sitting here in a place my husband had paid for, drinking wine he'd bought, wearing clothes he'd provided for, and all I could think about was a twenty-one-year-old college student who wrote me poetry?

The guilt was eating me alive. Chris deserved better than this. He deserved a wife who missed him when they were apart, who looked forward to coming home to him. Not someone who was dreading the end of her little vacation romance.

"You know what your problem is?" Michelle said, settling back in her chair.

"What?"

"You overthink everything. It's been an amazing week. We've had incredible experiences. That's all it has to be."

I just had to make it through the day without doing something stupid.
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The evening passed quietly, almost anticlimactically, after the events of the week. We fixed a simple salad and grilled some fresh fish we'd picked up at the marina, eating on the deck. It should have been peaceful, but I felt restless, like I was waiting for something I couldn't name.

Alison kept checking her phone, waiting anxiously for Captain Rex to call once his charter got in. When it finally rang at nine, her face lit up like a Christmas tree.

"Rex! How was the fishing?" she answered, her voice full of excitement.

I watched her face change as she listened, nodding and making little sounds of agreement. When she hung up, she was beaming.

"He wants me to come visit for a little while."

"That's wonderful," I said, and meant it. Despite my own complicated feelings about Connor, I was genuinely happy for Alison. Rex seemed like exactly what she needed—authentic, grounded, no games.

She disappeared to freshen up, leaving Michelle and me curled up on the couch watching House Hunters. It was mindless comfort television, exactly what I needed. Young couples debating granite countertops and open floor plans, their biggest worry being whether they could afford the house in the better school district.

Around ten, my phone buzzed. Connor's name appeared on the screen, and my stomach immediately clenched.

We're headed back to the house. I'd like to see you and the boys would like to see Michelle one last time before you leave tomorrow. Please?

I showed the text to Michelle, expecting her to be as conflicted as I was. Instead, she barely glanced at it.

"You can if you want, but I'm not interested," she said, eyes still on the TV. "I want to pack and get to bed early."

That wasn't like her at all. Michelle was usually the one pushing for more adventure, more experiences. But I didn't question it. Maybe she was as drained as I was.

I texted back: We're tired and need to pack and turn in early. Thanks, though.

His response was immediate: I could come help you pack.

Oh God. He wasn't going to go down without a fight. My fingers hesitated over the keyboard. Part of me wanted to say yes, wanted one more chance to see him, to talk to him. But I knew it was a terrible idea.

Thanks, but I think it's better if we say goodbye like this. I think it might hurt too much in person. It's been lovely meeting you. We can email.

The response that came back was just a sad emoji, and it absolutely crushed my heart. Such a simple thing—a yellow circle with downturned eyes—but it felt like a punch to the gut.

"I'm going to pack and head to bed," Michelle announced, stretching and standing up.

"That's a good idea," I agreed. "But I want one more walk on the beach first."

"Want me to come with?"

"No, I should be safe."

She kissed my cheek and headed to her room. I slipped on my sandals and walked out into the night. The air was soft and warm, carrying the sound of the breeze and the distant music from The Beach Shack. I told myself I was just going for a peaceful last walk, but deep down I knew exactly what I was doing.

As I passed the boys' house, I slowed my steps, half-hoping Connor would be on the porch. But the porch was empty. I could see the flicker of a TV through the front window and hear the muffled sound of voices. My heart sank with disappointment and relief, in equal measure.

I continued to The Beach Shack, where I ordered a shot and then started back home. Just one more chance, I told myself. If he was there, it was meant to be. Stupid, I know, but sometimes we make silly bargains with the universe when we're desperate.

But, once again, no Connor waiting for me on the porch.

I put my head down and kept walking, the sand cool beneath my feet. The beach was nearly deserted. I had only encountered one couple walking hand in hand during my walk.

Suddenly, I saw a pair of feet in the sand in front of me. When I looked up, Connor was standing there like he'd materialized out of thin air.

"Hey," he said softly.

"Were you stalking my house?" I asked, trying to keep my tone light.

He looked guilty. "I went out walking."

How could I be angry? As that was exactly what I'd just done.

"I saw a guy standing in front of your house. He was just standing there staring, so I waited to make sure he wasn't some creep. Then Michelle opened the door and they walked towards the resort."

"Can you describe the guy?"

"Tall, brown hair, athletic. Had on a shirt with a golf club on it."

"Jake," I finished. "The golf pro."

That bitch! She'd said she was going to bed, but instead she'd gone out with Jake. Whatever. She was free to do what she wanted. But the deception stung a little.

We stood there staring at each other, the sound of the ocean filling the silence between us. The moon was bright enough that I could see his face clearly, and I could see the longing in his eyes, which probably matched my own.

Then he stepped forward and leaned in to kiss me.

Alarm bells went off in my head. Pull away, pull away, I told myself. This was exactly what I'd been afraid of, exactly why I shouldn't have come out here alone. For a moment, I froze, caught between what I wanted and what I knew was right.

I came to my senses and bypassed his face, giving him a deep hug and breathing in his scent one last time before kissing his cheek.

"Goodbye, Connor," I whispered. "I won't forget you."

"I won't forget you either," he said, with tears in his eyes.

Then I kept walking, forcing myself not to look back even though I could feel his eyes on me. I knew if I turned around, I'd see him standing there watching me go, and I couldn't handle that. My resolve was hanging by a thread.

The short walk back to the beach house felt like the longest of my life.
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I got back to the house and knocked on Michelle's door. I needed to talk to her about what had just happened, about the feelings churning inside me like a storm I couldn't calm.

"Michelle?" I called softly, then pushed the door open.

The room was empty, the bed still made. I knew it would be after what Connor had told me about seeing her leave with Jake, the golf pro, but I had to check anyway. Some desperate part of me had hoped he'd been mistaken.

I pulled out my phone, staring at the screen without really seeing it. My thumb hovered over Chris's contact. I should call him. Hearing his voice might shut these feelings down.

But what would I say? Hey, honey, how was the tournament? By the way, I'm desperately attracted to a twenty-one-year-old college student and almost kissed him on the beach tonight.

Yeah, that would go over well.

I decided to send a text message instead. I typed out a message and pressed send.

Less than a minute later, there was a knock at the door. My heart stopped. I knew who it was.

I opened the door, and Connor rushed in saying, "I got your text." Without a word, I grabbed his hand and dragged him toward my bedroom, my rational mind screaming warnings I refused to hear.

I threw him down on the bed and crawled on top of him, straddling his hips. For a moment, we just stared at each other, both breathing hard, both knowing we were about to cross a line.

Then I leaned in and kissed him.

The moment our lips touched, it was like a shock ran through my entire body. His mouth was so soft and eager, moving against mine with a hunger that matched my own. When his tongue tentatively touched mine, I thought I might come undone right there. It had been so long since I'd kissed someone new, someone other than Chris. The unfamiliarity of it, the different taste and texture, sent my senses reeling.

Fuck, what was I doing? This was breaking the primary rule we had—no kissing other men. But even as the thought crossed my mind, I told myself: who would know? This was a vacation, not real life. Connor lived more than five hours away, not someone I could see casually. This wasn't going to complicate my life back home.

I stood up and began taking off my clothes, my hands shaking with adrenaline. Connor fumbled with his shirt buttons, taking forever while I was already nude and desperate for him. I wanted that cock of his, and I wanted it, NOW!

Impatience won out. I grabbed his loose-fitting shorts and pulled them off in one swift move, taking his boxers with them. He was already hard, his cock standing at full attention, and the sight of it made my mouth water.

I climbed back on top of him and turned around, putting my pussy in his face while taking his cock in mine. I started by licking the precum off the tip, savoring the salty taste, then kissed up and down the outside of his shaft. I gave special attention to the head and the sensitive folds where it met his shaft, feeling him tremble beneath me.

Then I dove in headfirst, taking him completely into my mouth. He moaned with utter delight, the sound vibrating through both our bodies.

He parted my pussy lips and found my clit with his tongue. I was so turned on by the drama of it all, by the forbidden nature of what we were doing, that I came almost immediately. I leaned back, smothering him with my ass cheeks as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I climbed off him and stood, staring at his young, athletic body spread out before me like an offering. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his cock glistening with my saliva.

"Do you want to fuck me now?" I asked.

"Yes," he breathed.

"Yes, what?" I prompted, feeling a thrilling sense of dominance coursing through me.

He looked confused for a moment, then understanding dawned in his eyes.

"Yes... Ma'am," he said.

The rush of adrenaline that shot through me made me feel invincible. This was how I could justify my actions—this was role play, the older woman seducing the younger man. Not too far from the truth, really.

"You've been a bad boy," I told him, letting authority creep into my voice. "You've gotten me all hot and bothered, and now you need to satisfy me."

"I can do that," he said eagerly.

"How?" I challenged. "What do you have that could possibly satisfy me?"

He smiled and grabbed his cock, pointing it toward me with confidence that impressed me. "I've got this. Will it do?"

He was good at this game.

"Yes," I said slowly, "it looks like it could do quite well... as long as you know how to use it properly."

"Well, let me show you," he said.

With that, he pulled me onto the bed and flipped me onto my back in one smooth motion. He stood up and pulled me to the edge of the bed, putting my legs over his shoulders. He slid into my soaking pussy in one long, slow stroke.

I was so wet and slick that there was almost none of the usual discomfort from his size. He fucked me with surprising ferocity, and I was impressed by how hard he went at it. After my experiments with the strap-on the night before, I would have already tapped out from that level of intensity. But Connor seemed like he was just getting started.

I looked up at him and found him staring right into my eyes, his gaze focused.

"Ma'am, is this good enough for you?" he asked, never breaking rhythm.

"It's good," I admitted, "but I think you could do a little better."

He grinned and started slamming into me even harder. The sound of our bodies coming together reverberated off the walls, filling the room with the raw music of sex. He leaned down and kissed me again.

I knew I should stop him, should pull away, but it felt too late for rules now. I'd already broken the most important one, so what good would it do to stop now? The damage was done.

I considered how funny it was that this young man with his cock eight inches deep in my pussy was somehow less of a threat to my marriage than our lips touching. It seemed like a silly distinction. What Chris didn't know wouldn't hurt him, and I wasn't going to risk everything by confessing this time. Some secrets were meant to be kept.

Connor couldn't fuck me any harder or deeper, so he tried something new. He started pulling completely out, then ramming back in with force that made the bed shake.

"Fuck yeah," I gasped. "You're such a good boy. You know how to fuck me so good."

I knew it was corny, but in the moment, it worked. He groaned and increased his pace even more, driven by my praise and encouragement.

He pulled out and flipped me over in one fluid motion, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned me on all fours. The new angle sent a thrill through me as he slid back inside, deeper than before. I could see our reflection in the mirror beside my bed - his young, muscular body glistening with sweat as he moved behind me, every thrust intentional and powerful.

The humidity from the ocean air, combined with his exertion, had left him completely soaked. Beads of sweat dripped from his face onto my ass, the warm droplets making me shiver despite the heat building between us. His chest heaved as he maintained his rhythm, muscles rippling with each movement.

I watched him in the mirror, fascinated by the purposefulness of his focus. His eyes were locked on my ass, completely absorbed in the sight of his cock disappearing into me over and over again.

"Do you like what you see?" I asked, my voice catching from the pounding he was giving me.

He looked up and met my eyes in the mirror's reflection. "Yes, Ma'am," he said without hesitation.

The formal address sent another wave of arousal through me. I decided to push things further, to see how far this young man was willing to go.

"Do you want to put a finger in my ass while you fuck me?"

His eyes widened in the mirror, pupils dilated with surprise. "Really?" he asked.

"If you want to," I said, trying to keep my tone casual despite my racing heart.

He nodded eagerly, and I felt a rush of power at his enthusiasm.

"Lick your finger first," I instructed. "Make sure it's good and wet."

I watched in the mirror as he brought his index finger to his mouth, coating it thoroughly with saliva. When he pulled it out, it glistened with moisture. He pressed the wet fingertip against my tiny hole.

"Just a little harder," I encouraged.

He applied more pressure, and I felt the moment his finger crossed the threshold, my muscles instinctively clenching around the intrusion.

"It's so tight," he breathed, wonder in his voice.

"Push a little harder," I said, wanting more.

He did as I asked, and I felt his finger slide deeper inside. The dual sensation of his cock in my pussy and his finger in my ass made me take in a deep breath. He began moving his finger in and out, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

I reached between my legs and found my clit, circling it with my fingers as he continued his assault on both my holes. The pleasure built rapidly. My second peak was approaching fast, and I could feel myself starting to lose control.

As I began to moan, my body tensing with its approaching climax, I felt him tense up behind me. His rhythm became more erratic, and I could tell he was close too. I cried out as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

As my orgasm subsided, I pulled away from him, turning around to face him. His cock stood proud and glistening, desperately close to release.

"I want you to cum in my mouth," I said, surprising myself with the words.

It wasn't something I did often—barely ever, really—but something about this moment, about him, made me want to push this experience to its absolute limit.

I wrapped my lips around him, and he immediately started fucking my face, his hands finding the back of my head. The taste of myself on his cock was delicious, adding another layer to the illicit nature of what we were doing.

As he thrust into my mouth, I slipped my finger into my pussy, coating it with my natural lubrication. I reached around behind him, spreading his cheeks with my free hand and finding his hole with my lubed finger.

I felt him tense up when I started massaging the tight ring of muscle, but he didn't say anything or try to stop me. Taking that as encouragement, I pressed my finger inside, feeling his body resist, then yield.

I had to stretch my arm around awkwardly to get the angle right, pushing deeper until I was about two knuckles in. That's when I felt it—a walnut-sized, rubbery ball of tissue. Was that his prostate? I wasn't totally sure, but based on his reaction when I started massaging it with the tip of my finger, I was pretty confident I'd found the right spot.

The effect was immediate and dramatic. His whole body went rigid, and about thirty seconds later, he grabbed the back of my head and held it still as he shot his load into my mouth. The sudden flood of cum caught me off guard, and I started to panic as it filled my throat. He pulled out and continued shooting, coating my face and breasts with rope after rope of his release.

I swallowed what I could and slowly withdrew my finger from his ass. He winced as it pulled out, his legs shaking slightly from the intensity of his orgasm.

"How was that?" I asked, wiping my chin with the back of my hand.

He just smiled, his chest still heaving as he tried to catch his breath. "I've never cum like that. It was fucking amazing. How did you know to do that?"

I grinned, feeling proud of myself for giving him such an intense experience. "Oh, I know things."

The confidence in my voice seemed to thrill him even more. Here I was, this older, experienced woman who had just blown his mind. I could see the awe and admiration in his eyes as he looked at me.

He collapsed onto the bed beside me, and I turned onto my side. Without hesitation, he spooned me from behind, his arm draping over my waist. His skin was still damp with sweat, and I could feel his heart beating against my back as it slowly returned to a normal rhythm.

The guilt I'd expected to feel was notably absent. Instead, I felt a deep sense of satisfaction and euphoria. I'd given this young man an experience he'd never forget, and in return, he'd made me feel desired and alive.

As I lay there with Connor's arm around me, I found myself thinking about the complexity of desire and relationships. Here I was, married to a man I loved deeply, yet I'd just had incredible sex with someone else. It didn't diminish my feelings for Chris, but it had awakened something in me that I wasn't sure I was ready to examine too closely.

Connor's breathing had already settled into the deep, even rhythm of sleep. Youth had its advantages. He could go from intense physical exertion to complete relaxation in minutes. I envied that ability as my mind continued to race despite my physical exhaustion.

As sleep finally began to claim me, I made a mental decision. This would stay between Connor and me. There was no reason to complicate my life. This was one moment in time. One experience in a lifetime of experiences. And it would end tomorrow, when I drove away from this place.


Chapter 15: Hard Goodbyes



The awareness of a hand stroking my naked thigh pulled me slowly from sleep. As consciousness returned, I remembered the night before—falling asleep in Connor's arms after one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life. I glanced over my shoulder and found him looking down at my body, his eyes taking in every curve in the early morning light.

"Good morning," I whispered, my voice still thick with sleep.

"Good morning, Ma'am," he replied softly, and I couldn't help but smile at the formal address that somehow made everything feel both more intimate and relaxed at the same time.

I started to tell him he needed to go. The last thing I wanted was for Michelle and Alison to see him leaving my room. That would lead to questions I wasn't prepared to answer, conversations I didn't want to have. But before I could form the words, I felt his hand move around my thigh and slip between my legs, his fingers gently spreading my lips, which were already wet from dreams I couldn't quite remember.

I could feel his arousal growing against my back. Part of me knew I should stop this, should send him away before we complicated things even more. But when I glanced at the clock and saw it was only seven in the morning, I doubted the girls were up yet. Michelle didn't usually get up until eight, and Alison was probably exhausted from her adventures with Captain Rex. I relaxed into the moment, allowing myself this stolen time.

Connor scooted down just a few inches, and I felt the tip of his cock trying to push between my legs. I leaned forward slightly, making it easier for him enter me. I felt him slip inside, oh so gently, his entry slow and caring. This was completely different from our enthusiastic and primal sex the previous night. Where before we had been desperate and hungry, now he moved in me with purpose, like he was savoring every second, every sensation.

His hands reached around me and gently played with my breasts as he kissed my neck, his lips soft against my skin. The tenderness of his touch was almost too much to bear. This wasn't the eager fumbling of youth I'd experienced before with him, but something more mature, more considered. He seemed to understand that this was our last time together, and he was making it count.

After only a few minutes, his body began to tense, and I felt my own fire flowing through me, building from somewhere deep inside. I stretched my head around and arched my back so that he could keep thrusting while my lips found his. We kissed passionately as we both came, our bodies moving together in perfect synchronization, as if we'd been lovers for years instead of days.

The orgasm was different from the night before—softer, tinged with bittersweetness. As he pulled out of me, I felt tears well up at the corners of my eyes, though I wasn't entirely sure why.

"I'll be right back," I whispered, slipping out of his arms and padding naked to the bathroom.

After relieving myself and washing my hands, I stared at myself in the mirror. How was I going to say goodbye to him? What could I possibly say that would encompass everything that had happened between us? How would I find the words to explain that this had been beautiful and meaningful, but that it also had to end here, on this island, in this moment?

My reflection stared back at me, offering no answers. My hair was tousled from sleep and sex, my lips still swollen from kissing, and there was something different in my eyes—a knowledge that hadn't been there before. I looked like a woman who had just discovered something about herself, though I wasn't sure what that something was.

I shuffled back to the bedroom and shut the door behind me, steeling myself for what I knew would be a difficult conversation. But when I turned around, the bed was empty and the window was open, the white curtains billowing gently in the morning breeze.

He must not have known what to say either, and tears ran down my cheeks as I realized he'd saved us both from the awkwardness of a goodbye that neither of us would have known how to navigate. The empty room felt suddenly cold, and I wrapped my arms around myself, missing his warmth.

I took a long, hot shower, letting the water wash away the evidence of our last night together. Within an hour, I was completely packed, my suitcase zipped and ready by the door. The efficiency of it felt wrong somehow, as if the intensity of what had happened deserved more ceremony than simply folding clothes and zipping bags.

Michelle and Alison were stirring when I emerged from my room, both looking disheveled and slightly hungover. We moved through our morning routine with quiet efficiency. Coffee. Cereal. A final check of the rooms.

We packed the car methodically, each of us lost in our own thoughts about the week. The BMW's cargo area held our bags and souvenirs, but it couldn't contain the memories we were taking with us. As we were about to leave, I suddenly remembered my silk robe hanging behind the door of my room.

"Hold on," I said to the others, "I forgot something."

I ran back into the house and grabbed the robe from its hook. As I pulled it free, Connor's poem fell out of the pocket and fluttered to the floor. I picked it up and re-read it; his words hit me with fresh impact.

"Though morning came and night has passed, I'll hold these memories unsurpassed…"

I started to stuff it into my pocket, a keepsake of this strange and wonderful interlude. But something made me stop. Perhaps it was the realization that holding onto it would be clinging to something that was meant to be temporary. Maybe it was the understanding that some experiences are diminished by trying to preserve them.

Whatever the reason, I found myself dropping the poem into the bedroom trash can, watching as it settled to the bottom. Connor would write other poems, probably better ones. And I would carry the memory of this week—all of it—without needing physical reminders.

As I walked back to the car, I felt lighter somehow, as if I'd left more than just a piece of paper behind. The guilt I'd expected to feel was still notably absent, replaced instead by a deep sense of gratitude for the unexpected gift of this experience.

"Ready?" Michelle asked as I climbed into the driver's seat.

"Ready," I confirmed, though I wasn't sure if I was talking about the drive home or something larger.
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The drive back felt like we were all wrapped in our own little bubbles of contemplation. I gripped the steering wheel, watching the Georgia countryside roll past in a blur of pine trees and farmland. But with each mile forward, the pull of what lay behind lessened.

Alison sat in the passenger seat, her phone clutched in her lap, checking it periodically. She'd been quieter than usual since we'd left the island, and I could tell she was thinking of Rex.

Michelle seemed the most at peace with everything, humming softly to herself in the backseat and occasionally pointing out interesting roadside attractions. I envied her ability to compartmentalize these experiences, to enjoy them fully without letting them complicate her life.

"You know," Alison said, breaking the quiet as we passed a sign saying we were approaching Dublin, GA, "I'm excited to see my sister. It's been too long."

"Where does she live?" Michelle asked.

"Roswell."

"Oh, that's super close to us," I said. "We could easily hang out during the week while she's at work. It's only about twenty minutes from Alpharetta. "

"Yeah, I really want to see your writing studio and Michelle's yoga studio," she said.

Alison laughed. "What I'm really excited about is seeing if Chris will actually let us use our new toys on him."

I felt my cheeks flush. "I'm still not convinced he'll go for it."

"Oh, he will," Michelle said with complete confidence. "Trust me."

"How can you be so sure?" I asked, genuinely curious about Michelle's confidence.

Michelle shook her head firmly. "You're selling Chris short, Sky. Out of all of us, he's the one who really pushes beyond his comfort level and societal norms."

I knew she was right, but I wanted to hear her reasoning.

"Think about it," she said, leaning forward between our seats. "He's very dominant and manly in his professional life and even in his relationship with you. He provides financially for you both. He doesn't want you to work, at least not outside the home. He's the manly provider. But on the other hand, he's apparently comfortable being a cuckold and watching other men have sex with you. He even gets off on it. That's not very 'manly' - it's almost submissive. He's a contradiction."

Alison chimed in with a laugh. "And we already know he likes fingers up his ass, so what's so different about this?"

"It's true that he's complicated," I said.

My mind drifted to his birthday night. "I told you guys about the foursome we had with Tyler and David and how Chris had let Tyler jerk him off."

"You see!" Michelle exclaimed, throwing her hands up. "How many guys would be okay with that? I'm telling you, Sky, you've got one complicated man there. And that's a good thing. Nathan is straightforward. He just wants to fuck hot chicks... and hard."

"And he's damn good at that," I said, laughing.

Alison perked up immediately. "Oh, really? He likes it rough?"

"Oh yeah, and he's very strong. He'll throw you around like you're a rag doll," I answered.

The conversation delved into Alison and Michelle discussing possible plans for her to meet Nathan during her visit. They were already plotting logistics and timing.

But my mind contemplated what we'd just discussed about my husband. I had always thought of him as just going along for the ride, but what he was doing was really quite transgressive, especially considering his machismo upbringing. His father and brothers were all alpha-males—traditional men who'd be horrified by our lifestyle. But Chris was more sensitive. He was the mama's boy of the family.

I suddenly felt an overwhelming desire to see him and be back in his arms. The ache was physical. Chris was a man who could keep me interested for a lifetime, not just a few days like the boys we'd left behind on the island.

"You okay up there?" Michelle asked, apparently noticing my silence.

"Yeah," I said, gripping the steering wheel tighter. "Just needing some caffeine. I think I'll stop at the next coffee shop."

"God, that sounds great," Alison groaned.

We pulled into the parking lot of the Starbucks. The barista was probably eighteen, with green hair and multiple piercings, and I wondered what she'd think if she knew what the three well-dressed women in front of her had been up to the last week.

As I buckled my seatbelt, Michelle leaned forward from the backseat. "Have you heard from the boys?"

I checked my phone. "Not since Thursday night, actually. That's weird, right? Usually, Chris texts me constantly when we're apart."

"Nathan, too. What time did they say they'd be getting home?"

"I don't think they did." I tried calling him, but it went straight to voicemail. "That's odd."

Michelle tried Nathan with the same result. "Seriously? Those two can't even be trusted to keep their damn phones charged. What would they do without us?"

We laughed about it, but as we got back on the highway, a tiny knot of worry began forming in my stomach. It wasn't like Chris to be completely unreachable. He was usually good about keeping his phone charged, especially when we were apart.

About thirty minutes later, as we were discussing plans for the week ahead, my phone rang with a Georgia number I didn't recognize.

"Probably spam," Michelle said, glancing at my screen. "Just ignore it."

But something made me answer. "Hello?"

There was a long delay, filled with strange crackling sounds, and then a mechanical voice came on the line: "This is a collect call from the Augusta-Richmond County Jail. If you accept these charges, please press one."

My heart stopped. "What the hell?" I exclaimed out loud as I pressed one.

More crackling, and then Chris's voice came through, sounding tired and slightly panicked: "Sky, honey? We're in jail. We need you to come bail us out."

To be continued…
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