
        
            
                
            
        

    
When Friends Share

A Couple Discover So Much More To Their New Friendship

Scarlett Duffy


Copyright © 2025 Scarlett Duffy

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Welcome to the Neighborhood

Loading Up

Smell the Bacon

Rounding the Point of No Return

Next Step

Floating in Bliss

Taking Control

Unable to Resist

One Year Later

Books By This Author


Welcome to the Neighborhood

Mark and Kelly had moved in two doors down about six months earlier, but after we’d exchanged the usual neighbour gestures—an awkward wave while their moving truck blocked the street, a quick hello the first time we saw them at the mailbox, they might as well have lived in another zip code. Our schedules never lined up. I was usually on a plane, Beth buried in her home office or running errands, and Mark and Kelly seemed to disappear at sunrise and reappear long after dark. Most weekends they vanished entirely. By Monday morning they always showed up looking bronzed like they’d spent forty-eight hours on some private beach.

So when Mark and Lisa—the couple who lived between us—sent out invitations for their annual start-of-summer BBQ and pool party, Beth and I figured it would finally be the chance to have an actual conversation with the mysterious neighbours rather than a wave from across the street.

We walked over a little after four, the heat already sitting on the neighbourhood like a hot iron. Mark was manning the grill in his ridiculous “Kiss the Cook or Starve” apron, Lisa was making margaritas that tasted like jet fuel, the kids were launching themselves off the diving board, and someone’s classic-rock playlist shook the patio furniture.

We’d barely filled our plates when Lisa appeared with Mark and Kelly behind her.

“Chris, Beth—your elusive neighbours,” she announced. “Meet them now before they disappear back to the lake and we don’t see them again till Labor Day.”

Mark laughed and shook my hand—a firm, confident grip, the kind you get from years in gyms and boardrooms. He looked late-forties, broad shoulders, and that easy smile athletic men seem born with. And he was wearing a bright yellow Speedo under an open Hawaiian shirt, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. I caught Beth’s eyes flick toward it for the briefest second before she pretended to focus on the salsa.

Kelly was something else entirely. Tall, mid-forties, warm caramel skin that looked sun-kissed year-round, long dark hair still dripping from a swim, and a black bikini that made half the party glance twice. We learned later her father was Cuban; I didn’t need an ancestry chart to guess she got her looks from him. She hugged Beth like they’d known each other for years and kissed us both on the cheek, leaving behind a soft, expensive perfume.

The margaritas loosened everyone up fast. Mark worked in corporate sales, constantly on the road. Kelly ran a boutique interior-design business from home. They told us they’d bought a forty-two-foot cruiser a couple of years earlier and spent every warm weekend living on it.

“Best decision of my life,” Mark said, raising his beer. “Seventy miles north, quiet marina, cold drinks, nobody asking for anything. By Sunday night I barely remember what an inbox is.”

Beth—my pale, freckled wife who burns if she stands too close to a window—looked mesmerised by Kelly’s deep bronze. “You must live on that boat.”

“Pretty much,” Kelly said with a laugh. “There’s this little cove we anchor in on Saturdays. No cell service. Just water, sun, and silence.”

We drifted from the food table to the pool deck and eventually into the shallow end, standing waist-deep in warm water with drinks balanced on the ledge. The four of us talked for hours, long after the kids were inside and the playlist had softened into background noise. Mark described midnight cruises under a full moon; Kelly painted slow, dreamy scenes of grilling steaks on an empty beach as the sky went black and full of stars.

Beth—my quiet, modest, strawberry-blonde wife who still wore the same navy one-piece she’d bought on clearance years ago—looked completely enchanted.

“You have to try it,” Kelly said, slipping a hand lightly over Beth’s arm. “The second you leave the breakwater, the whole week just melts off you.”

Mark nodded. “Sleeps four real comfortably. Air-conditioning, two heads, full galley. We usually head up Friday after work.”

I figured that was as far as it would go. Nice afternoon. Good story material. Maybe we’d wave a little more enthusiastically next time.

But as people started grabbing towels and corralling kids, Kelly leaned toward Beth again.

“We’re heading up next weekend—just the two of us, nothing big—but it’s always more fun with friends. You two should come. We’ve got the guest berth open. Plenty of room.”

Beth’s eyes went wide, the kind of look she gets when she’s already mentally packing a bag.

I opened my mouth to say something noncommittal, but she beat me to it.

“We’re free,” she said instantly, glowing. “We’d love to.”

Mark lifted his plastic cup toward us. “Perfect. We’ll swing by Friday after work. Pack light. Swimsuits, shorts, sunscreen. The rest is covered.”

Just like that, six months of polite waves turned into a full weekend on the water with the two best-looking people on the block.

Beth practically floated back home.

“Did you see Kelly’s tan?” she breathed as soon as we stepped into the kitchen, already scrolling through imaginary packing lists. “And that boat sounds unreal.”

I pulled her in, laughing. “I saw Mark’s Speedo too. Hard to miss.”

She swatted my chest, cheeks warming. “You’re impossible. We’re going to have a great time.”

I kissed the top of her head, wondering how one lazy neighbourhood BBQ had turned into an invitation for a weekend with neighbours we’d known for all of four hours.

I had no idea what kind of “fun” was actually waiting for us.

Mark offered to swing by the next Friday afternoon so we could all pile into one vehicle. “Our SUV’s got more than enough room,” he said. “And you won’t need much. Dock’s casual. Shorts, T-shirt, flip-flops. We keep the boat stocked with food and plenty of adult refreshments. Beth, bring sunscreen. Lots of it. The lake sun isn’t forgiving.”

I told him we’d still bring snacks and some extra beer, and he lit up like that was exactly what he was hoping I’d say. Beth chimed in right behind me. “I make a mean guacamole,” she said, already sounding half-packed in her head. “I’ll whip up a batch and grab chips.”

Her excitement was unmistakable.

A couple of nights later, while we were getting ready for bed, Beth circled back to the trip as if she’d been rehearsing the thought all day. “I think I’ll go shopping tomorrow,” she said casually. “Maybe pick up a couple new swimsuits.” She paused, eyes sliding toward me. “Maybe even try a two-piece.”

I could tell she wasn’t talking about practicality—she wanted to know what I thought about her showing a little more skin around Mark and Kelly.

“That sounds perfect,” I said, leaning on the bathroom doorway. “Kelly looked incredible in hers. And you shouldn’t be the only one out there looking like you came from a church retreat.”

Beth snorted, trying not to smile. “I haven’t worn a two-piece in years. Do you think I’d look okay?”

“Honey, you’d look amazing in a potato sack,” I said. “And you saw how Mark and the other guys looked at you the other day—and that was in your modest one-piece. Honestly? It was kind of hot. Maybe you should let yourself show off a little. No one up at the marina knows us except Mark and Kelly, and even they barely do.”

She tried to play it cool, but I could see the spark behind her eyes—part flattered, part curious. I didn’t push it. I didn’t have to.

She went shopping the next day but kept her bags zipped up tight. “You’ll see everything at the lake,” she teased, tapping the bag once like it held state secrets. “Don’t worry. I’m pretty sure you’ll approve.”

“Pretty sure Mark will too,” I joked.

She didn’t blush—she just smiled like she knew exactly what she was doing.

I got home late Thursday night, suitcase wheels still rattling across the garage floor when Beth met me at the door. She didn’t say hello. She just took the handle from my hand, set the bag aside, and kissed me like she’d been saving it up for days. By the time we broke apart her pupils were huge.

“Shower. Now.”

She pulled me down the hallway, flicking lights off behind us. The bathroom door shut with a soft click and she was on me again, fingers working my belt while I dragged her sundress over her head. It hit the tile in a heap. No bra. Just a scrap of black lace panties already clinging damply to her. She looked like trouble wrapped in steam.

The shower was already running, glass fogged, water drumming hard against the stone floor. She shoved my shirt off my shoulders, raked her nails down my chest, then sank to her knees right there on the bathmat and took me into her mouth before I’d even caught my breath. One slow, wet slide all the way to the root, her tongue curling under me, humming like she’d been starving for the taste. My hands went to her hair on pure instinct.

I let her play for a minute, maybe two, head falling back against the wall, water pounding on my shoulders while she worked me with that perfect, greedy rhythm she has when she’s really turned on. But I could feel how ready she was; every time her free hand slipped between her own thighs she whimpered around me.

I hauled her up by the arms, spun her, and peeled those soaked panties down her legs. She stepped out of them and I dropped to my knees in the shower spray, water sluicing over both of us. I pushed her back against the tile, hooked one of her legs over my shoulder, and opened her with my thumbs.

She was flushed pink from the heat, slick and swollen, glistening under the water. I started slow, long, deliberate licks from her entrance to her clit, savoring the way she jerked every time my tongue flicked over that spot. Then I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, gentle at first, then harder, fluttering my tongue in tight circles while she made these broken little sounds that echoed off the glass.

“Chris… please… inside…”

I slid two fingers into her, curled them up, stroked that spot that always makes her lose her mind. Her hips rolled forward, chasing my mouth. I added a third finger, stretched her open, pumped slow and deep while I kept that steady suction on her clit. She was trembling now, thighs shaking, water streaming down her breasts, nipples tight and begging. I could feel her getting close; every muscle tightening, breath coming in sharp gasps.

I pulled my fingers almost all the way out, then drove them back in hard, twisting, at the exact moment I grazed my teeth lightly over her clit.

She came undone. A sharp cry tore out of her, hips bucking against my face, inner walls clamping down on my fingers in hard pulses. I didn’t stop until she sagged against the wall, panting, eyes half-lidded and dazed.

Before she could catch her breath she dropped to her knees again, water streaming down her back, and took me deep in one smooth motion. No teasing this time. She set a relentless pace: hand twisted around the base, mouth working the head, cheeks hollowed, eyes locked on mine. The sight of her like that, water beading on her lashes, lips stretched around me, sent me over in under a minute. I tried to warn her, but she just hummed and took everything, swallowing, licking, until I was shaking and spent.

We stumbled out, barely toweled off, and collapsed naked into bed. I was asleep in seconds.

Sometime after midnight I surfaced slowly, drifting in that heavy, warm dark, and realized a soft hand was wrapped around my cock, stroking me awake with slow, deliberate pulls. Beth’s breath was warm against my neck.

“Couldn’t sleep,” she whispered, voice thick with want.

She didn’t ask. She just kept stroking until I was fully hard, then pushed the sheet down, climbed over me, and sank onto me in one slick, perfect glide. She was still swollen and wet from earlier; the heat of her was almost too much. She braced her hands on my chest and started riding me slow, rolling her hips in that lazy, grinding rhythm that drives me insane.

Moonlight striped across her body; her breasts swaying with every downward slide, nipples brushing my chest, head tipped back, lips parted. I gripped her hips and let her set the pace, watching her take exactly what she needed. When she leaned forward, hair falling around us like a curtain, I caught a nipple in my mouth and sucked hard. She gasped, ground down harder, clit rubbing against me with every roll.

I slipped a hand between us, thumb finding her clit, circling fast. Her rhythm faltered; she started moving faster, chasing it. I thrust up to meet her, hard, once, twice. She shattered again, inner muscles milking me in long, tight waves, a low, throaty moan muffled against my shoulder.

That was all I could take. I flipped us, still inside her, pinned her wrists above her head, and drove deep three, four more times before I came with a groan, pulsing hard inside her, every muscle locked.

We stayed like that, breathing ragged, sweat and water and sex cooling on our skin. After a long minute she kissed my jaw, sleepy and sated.

“Just wait till this weekend,” she murmured again, lips curving against my neck.

I pulled her closer and smiled into her hair.

Yeah. I couldn’t fucking wait.

I went into the office Friday morning and plowed through the urgent stuff, but after lunch my focus evaporated. Every spreadsheet turned into a daydream about the lake, the boat, and the four of us crammed into that floating summer house. Eventually I gave up pretending to work and headed home, figuring a couple of hours in the pool would clear my head.

The house was silent when I came in from the garage. No TV, no music, just the hum of the AC. I glanced through the kitchen window and did a double-take when I spotted Beth stretched out on one of the deck loungers.

I tossed my briefcase onto the sofa, kicked off my shoes, and peeled out of my clothes. If she was already outside, I figured I had time for a quick dip—maybe even a naked one—before Mark and Kelly showed up later. By the time I slid out of my underwear, I’d already decided to enjoy the quiet while it lasted.

I stepped onto the deck and moved toward Beth’s chair as quietly as I could. She was lying on her back, completely bare, the bottle of lotion next to her hand and her straw hat tilted over her face. My wife almost never sunbathed nude; she usually kept a swimsuit on even around me, so seeing her stretched out like that felt like stumbling into a fantasy.

“Hi, beautiful,” I murmured, leaning a hand on the lounger.

She jolted, the hat flying off as she gasped. “Oh my god, you scared me!”

“Stay put,” I said, gently pressing her shoulder so she didn’t sit up. “I’m enjoying the view. I’m just going to cool off, then I’ll come keep you company.”

I slipped into the water and floated for a few minutes, letting the sun warm my face while the rest of me drifted in the cool pool. When I climbed back out, Beth had rolled onto her stomach, giving me an unfiltered view of her soft, pale curves—her ass glistening faintly from the lotion she’d rubbed in.

I sat on the lounger next to hers and patted her backside, my palm gliding over the slick sheen on her skin. “Getting a head start on the weekend?” I asked.

She sighed into her arms. “I’ll still be ghost-white by the time we get there. But I figured I should at least remind my skin what the sun feels like before we spend two days on that boat. I didn’t think you’d be home this early.”

“I couldn’t focus at work,” I admitted. “Figured I’d rather waste the afternoon here. And now I’m glad I did—you look amazing sprawled out like that.”

Beth twisted her head enough to grin at me. “Uh-huh. I’m sure you say that to all the girls lying naked by your pool.” She shook her head. “Let’s be real, Chris—there’s no universe where I look anything like Kelly. She’s a walking bronzed goddess. And I saw you checking her out last weekend.”

I chuckled. “I may have glanced once or twice. But I saw you sneaking a look at Mark in that ridiculous Speedo too.”

Beth eased herself onto her back again, stretching out like she’d forgotten I was even there. Her breasts lifted with her breath, and for a moment I just stood there, struck by how effortlessly sexy she looked in the afternoon sun. Then I noticed something else—her strawberry-blonde curls were trimmed much shorter than usual, neat and deliberate in a way she never bothered with unless we were going somewhere special. I didn’t mention it, but the thought settled warmly, curiously, in the back of my mind.

We drifted between the loungers and the pool for another hour, the kind of lazy summertime silence where nothing needs to be said. Eventually Beth glanced at the sky and pushed herself upright.

“We should probably get moving. Mark and Kelly will be here soon, and I don’t want to be scrambling when they pull up.”

As much as I hated to abandon the sun and her naked body, I gathered our towels and followed her inside. We headed straight for the shower, crowding into the hot spray, bumping hips and laughing as we tried—and failed—to keep it strictly practical. Beth slid her hands between my legs, soaping my balls with a slow, teasing pressure that made me hard almost instantly. Her fingers curled around my shaft, giving one playful pull.

She felt me twitch and pulled away with a quick rinse. “Nope,” she said, tapping my stomach with a wet fingertip. “We don’t have time for that, mister.”

She stepped out to grab a towel, leaving me half-hard and rinsing shampoo out of my hair while trying not to groan.

“I really hope there’s some privacy on that boat,” I said as I shut off the water. “Because after that little tease, you definitely owe me.”

She wrapped her towel around her waist, looked over her shoulder, and dropped her voice to a soft purr. “I’m sure we’ll find enough space for whatever you’re thinking about,” she said. “I’ll just have to be quiet so we don’t disturb our hosts.”

The wink she gave me was sly, wicked, and far more promising than anything I’d expected.


Loading Up

I packed my things into a canvas bag while Beth carefully folded hers into a separate gym bag, humming under her breath in that bright, excited way she gets when she’s looking forward to something. We brought everything to the kitchen, arranging snacks, beer, her guacamole, chips, and a few extras into the cooler. Just as Beth snapped the lid shut, a horn sounded outside—two quick honks that made her grin.

Mark and I carried the bags out to the SUV while Beth gave Kelly a quick look around the house before locking up. Kelly lingered on the threshold a second longer than necessary, smiling at me over her shoulder as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. It wasn’t overt, but the air between us shifted—warm, playful, a little charged.

The four of us piled into the SUV, Beth and Kelly in the backseat, chatting about swimsuits and sunscreen routines. Mark drove with one hand resting casually on the console, his voice rolling through one story after another about weekend trips and late-night marina parties. Every now and then he shot me a grin, the kind men share when their wives are laughing in the backseat and everything feels easy.

Halfway through the drive, Kelly leaned forward between the seats. Her perfume drifted over my shoulder—soft, warm, familiar from the pool party.

“You two are going to love it up there,” she said, tapping my arm lightly as she spoke. “There’s something about getting out on the water that makes everyone… loosen up.”

Beth laughed, but the little pause before she did told me she wasn’t sure whether Kelly meant the sunscreen or something else entirely. I wasn’t sure either.

The SUV hummed along the winding road, and before long my mind drifted. I pictured Beth on the bow of the yacht, sunlight on her back, her hair whipping in the wind while I took her from behind—her hands gripping the rail, her moans swallowed by the open water. The image sharpened, deepened, became something hotter than I expected.

And then my imagination wandered even further.

In the daydream, I glanced over my shoulder—just once—and saw Kelly down on her knees on the deck behind us, her lips wrapped around Mark’s thick cock, her eyes half-lidded, her hands on his hips as she took him deeper. The easy laughter from the backseat suddenly felt different, heavier, like the start of something none of us had acknowledged out loud yet.

I blinked, snapped myself back to reality, and shifted in my seat before my body betrayed what my mind had just conjured. Outside the window, the lake opened up in the distance, glittering beneath the sun.

Just over an hour after leaving home, we were unloading bags at the marina, the wooden planks of the dock warm beneath our feet. Couples called out greetings to Mark and Kelly as we made our way down the slip—friendly waves, inside jokes, promises of drinks later.

Beth leaned close to me. “Everyone’s so welcoming,” she said, sounding pleasantly surprised.

“That’s the crowd up here,” Kelly said, looping her arm lightly through Beth’s for a moment. “We see each other every weekend. Share food, share stories, unwind. It’s like a little floating neighborhood. You two will fit right in.”

When we reached their slip, I finally saw her—Unrestrained Outdoors.

The boat looked even larger up close. Sleek, spotless, gleaming in the afternoon sun. The open deck stretched out in polished white and chrome, inviting and impossibly clean.

Mark thumped a hand on the rail with a proud grin. “We named her Unrestrained Outdoors for a reason. Whenever we’re here, real life stays tied up at the dock. Out on the water, we’re free as the wind. And whatever happens here?” He gave a playful shrug. “Stays here.”

Beth let out a small breath beside me—half wonder, half anticipation.

I understood the feeling.

I caught the innuendo, though Beth didn’t seem to notice. She and Kelly were too busy below-deck, unpacking bags and talking a mile a minute like they’d known each other for years.

Mark fired up the air conditioner, cooling the cabin in minutes. Cold beers appeared in his hands like magic, and the two of us ended up on the dock with our feet stretched out, watching the afternoon sun glint off rows of polished boats. Unrestrained Outdoors wasn’t the largest vessel at the marina, but she held her own—sleek lines, immaculate deck, a presence that suggested Mark was a man who enjoyed doing things right.

“This is the life,” I said, leaning back with a long sip of beer.

Mark nodded. “We live for these w weekends. Up here, we’re surrounded by friends. And once we’re anchored out…” He chuckled, lowering his voice just enough. “Let’s just say Kelly loosens up in all the right ways.”

His grin made his meaning obvious. I smirked, pretending not to read too far into it.

A moment later, movement on the deck drew my attention. The girls had changed while stowing the bags, and Kelly stepped out first. She walked across the dock in a tiny yellow string bikini that barely held her curves in place. Her nipples pressed boldly through the fabric, shameless and perfect. When she eased into the chair across from me and cracked open her beer, my cock pulsed so sharply it almost hurt.

“God, it feels good to be back,” she sighed after her first sip, relaxing like she was sliding into her natural habitat.

Then Beth emerged.

She stepped onto the dock with a shy but determined confidence, barefoot, her new swimsuit hugging her in ways that made my breath catch. The bright green top was small enough that half her 36C breasts curved into view—round, soft, almost spilling from the triangles of fabric. The matching bottoms were hidden under a thin white sarong tied low at her hips, but even covered, she looked incredible.

I actually gasped—audibly. She gave me a quick, nervous glance as she crossed to the only empty chair.

Mark didn’t notice her at first; his back was to the cabin. But when she sat down, he turned—and froze for half a heartbeat.

“Want a beer?” I managed, finally remembering how to speak.

“Thanks, honey,” she said, smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “I’d love one.”

I went to fetch it from the cooler. When I came back, Mark was openly appreciating the view—eyes raking over her top, the faint lines of her body beneath the sarong, the soft blush warming her cheeks.

“Ah, Beth,” he said with an easy grin, “green happens to be one of my favorite colors. You look fantastic today.”

Beth flushed red to the ears and tugged halfheartedly at the edges of her top, as if she could coax it into covering more of her breasts. It didn’t help. If anything, the motion made her nipples stiffen visibly through the fabric.

She shot me an embarrassed look. I handed her the beer and smiled. “You look amazing.”

Kelly leaned back in her chair, grinning. “That suit’s brand new,” she announced to Mark. “She bought it just for this weekend. Wouldn’t even let Chris see it until now.” She gave Beth a playful wink. “And she fills it very, very nicely.”

Mark whistled low. “I can’t wait to see the bottom half,” he said. “If it’s anything like the top, I may have to borrow her sarong just to hide the evidence.”

“I think I’ll make some margaritas,” Kelly announced, pushing herself up from her chair and heading toward the cabin’s little galley. As she bent to open a lower cabinet, the thin scrap of her bikini bottom slid neatly between her cheeks, riding up until it was basically a thong. She didn’t bother adjusting it. My eyes drifted before I could stop them—she had absolutely no tan lines.

She pulled out a heavy bottle of tequila and set it on the counter with a thud, then bent again to grab the blender. The bikini stayed exactly where it had climbed, leaving her half-bare as she scooped ice from the freezer. She didn't seem to notice—or she simply didn’t care.

From the corner of my eye I saw Mark watching her, smiling to himself. And as he glanced back at Beth—at her curves in that tiny green top—he let his eyes linger in a way that sent a strange jolt through me. Not quite jealousy… but something hot and unsettling, something that made my pulse beat harder. Knowing another man found my wife irresistible stirred something deep in my chest—dangerous, thrilling, impossible to label.

Kelly returned with four margaritas, then ducked below-deck again and reappeared with a bag of tortilla chips and Beth’s big container of guacamole.

“This should hold us till dinner,” she said, setting everything out like she owned the dock.

We wandered the marina after that, strolling from slip to slip while the sky went orange, then violet. Mark introduced us to nearly everyone. Drinks kept appearing—margaritas, rum punches, whatever each boat’s crew insisted we “had to try.” Beth was glowing, loose and giggly, her hand brushing mine one moment, then holding Kelly’s arm the next as they laughed at something private.

By the time we made it back to the Unrestrained Outdoors, the world seemed softened at the edges. We ate a late dinner, the four of us talking over each other, passing plates, finishing the last of the drinks. Beth was leaning against my shoulder, warm and flushed, her laughter drifting into little snorts she’d deny later.

Mark stood, stretching. “We should probably turn in soon,” he said. “I want to get an early start in the morning. There’s this great little cove up the lake—we’ll anchor out and spend the whole day there. No crowds, no noise. Just the four of us.”

“We call it our hang out,” Kelly said, wiggling her eyebrows. “Because when we’re there, we can let it all hang out.”

Beth burst into drunken laughter. “Gotta see this hang out,” she slurred, pointing vaguely toward the dark water.

I looked over at Mark. As Beth giggled into her drink, Mark caught my eye and gave a small, knowing wink—quick, subtle, full of promise.

And something inside me tightened in response.

Mark and Kelly disappeared toward their aft cabin, their laughter fading behind the sliding door. Their berth was enormous—king-size bed, private bath, more space than some hotel rooms. Beth and I made our way to the bow, where our own smaller berth waited. It still felt cozy and inviting, the queen-size mattress tucked behind a privacy curtain, the second bathroom just a few feet away.

We wished them good night and pulled the curtain closed. The boat rocked gently beneath us, the low hum of the marina settling around the cabin like a lullaby.

When Beth loosened the knot of her sarong and let it slip to the floor, my breath locked in my throat.

Her swimsuit bottom was a tiny thong—thin green strings at her hips, barely a suggestion of fabric in the back. The top clung to her breasts like it had been painted on. She stood there barefoot on the deck’s narrow carpet, swaying slightly with the motion of the boat, her skin warm from the evening, her tits rising and falling with her breath.

And for a split second, my mind betrayed me.

I pictured her stepping out onto the deck like that tomorrow—no sarong, nothing to soften the impact—and Mark turning to see her exactly as she was now. His eyes dragging over her ass, the exposed curve of her pussy framed by those tiny strings, the perfect spill of her tits in that barely-there top.

The image hit me like a punch of heat. I should’ve felt jealous. Possessive. Protective.

Instead, my cock throbbed so hard it almost hurt.

“Jesus… that is one hell of a suit,” I said, trying to sound normal. “It shows off your ass—and that top barely covers half your tits.”

Beth turned to me with wide, uncertain eyes, her voice soft and slurred from the drinks. “If it’s too much… if you don’t like it… I can wear my one-piece tomorrow.” She bit her lip. “I just wanted to try something a little exciting for you.”

I stepped closer, hands sliding to her hips. “No, baby. Not at all. I love it. You look incredible.” My voice dropped without my meaning it to. “And honestly… I can’t wait to see Mark’s face when you take that sarong off tomorrow.”

That earned a shy, tipsy smile.

I peeled off my shirt and shorts, tossing them onto the small bench. Beth slipped the knots of her bikini top loose and let it fall away, her soft breasts settling naturally, nipples tightening in the cool cabin air. I slid out of my underwear, my cock already thicken from the mix of desire, tequila, and that dangerous new thrill I couldn’t quite name.

“Come here,” I said quietly, fingertips brushing her hips. “Let me get these off you.”

I tugged gently on the thin strings at her sides, the tiny bottoms coming loose with almost no effort. My earlier suspicion was confirmed—she’d trimmed her strawberry-blonde curls into a narrow, deliberate strip. Something she’d done just for this weekend.

Beth stretched out across the sheets, the moonlight filtering through the small porthole and tracing along her curves. “Being on this boat feels so romantic,” she murmured drowsily. “Like I’m finally letting myself breathe.”

I leaned down and kissed her, slow at first, just the soft press of lips, tasting the lingering salt of margaritas and the faint mineral tang of lake water still clinging to her skin. Then her mouth opened under mine, hot and impatient, and her tongue slid against mine like she’d been starving for it all day. I swallowed the little moan she fed me and let my hand drift up the warm, silky weight of her breast. Her nipple was already tight, a small, hard bead against my palm. I circled it with my thumb, once, twice, then rolled it gently between finger and thumb until she arched off the mattress and made that needy sound low in her throat.

I broke the kiss only long enough to move to the other breast, pinching lightly, tugging, watching the pale skin flush pink under my fingers. Her freckles stood out in the dim glow from the dock lights outside, tiny constellations across her chest. I lowered my mouth and drew one nipple between my lips, sucking slow and deep, flicking with my tongue until she was writhing, hips rolling, thighs sliding restlessly against the sheets that still smelled faintly of sunscreen and sex from earlier.

When my hand finally slid lower, over the soft curve of her belly, I found her absolutely soaked. My fingers slipped through her folds like warm silk, spreading her open, gathering the slick heat that coated her. She was swollen, pulsing, ready. I traced her entrance once, twice, then circled her clit with the pad of my middle finger until her breath hitched and her legs fell wider apart.

“Turn around, baby,” she whispered, voice ragged, eyes dark and glassy. “I need you in my mouth too.”

We moved together in the narrow berth, bodies already knowing the choreography. She rolled onto her side, then guided me until we lay head-to-toe, the mattress dipping under our combined weight. I hooked her top leg over my shoulder, opening her fully to me. The scent of her hit me first, warm, musky, unmistakably aroused, mixed with coconut lotion and the faint chlorine from the lake. I exhaled against her, watching her shiver, watching her folds glisten in the low light.

The moment her lips brushed the head of my cock I groaned. She teased me first, just the tip of her tongue tracing the ridge, lapping at the bead of precum already leaking there. Then she took me in, slow and deliberate, lips stretching around me, tongue flattening along the underside as she sank down inch by inch. The heat of her mouth was shocking after the cool air, wet and perfect, suction gentle at first, then stronger as she pulled back and did it again. Her hand wrapped around the base, twisting lightly on every upstroke, the other cupping my balls, rolling them with just the right pressure.

I buried my face between her thighs and licked her open in one long, greedy stroke from entrance to clit. She tasted like salt and sweet honey, slick and swollen and perfect. I did it again, slower, savoring the way her hips jerked every time my tongue passed over that hard little bundle of nerves. I spread her wider with my thumbs, cool air kissing her heated flesh for a second before I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, soft, then harder, fluttering my tongue in tight, rapid circles.

She moaned around my cock, the vibration shooting straight down my spine. I could feel her pulse against my lips, feel the slick rush of new wetness every time I sucked. I licked inside her, tongue-fucking her slowly while my nose rubbed her clit, breathing her in with every breath. She started rocking, grinding herself against my face, thighs trembling against my ears. The sounds she made were filthy, wet, desperate, muffled by my cock filling her mouth.

I slid two fingers into her, slow, letting her feel every ridge of my knuckles, then curled them hard against that spongy spot inside. She pulled off me just long enough to cry my name, high and broken, before swallowing me again, deeper than before, throat fluttering around the head. I added a third finger, stretching her, pumping slow and deep while I kept that steady suction on her clit. Her inner walls fluttered, clenched, fluttered again.

I could hear everything: the soft creak of the boat rocking in its slip, water lapping gently against the hull, the low hum of the generator somewhere aft, and over it all the wet sounds of mouths and fingers and breathless moans. I could smell coconut and sex and the faint metallic trace of lake water still on her skin. I could taste every drop she gave me, feel her thighs shaking harder, feel her getting closer.

I pulled my fingers almost all the way out, then drove them back in hard, twisting, at the exact moment I grazed my teeth, feather-light, over her clit and sucked hard.

She came undone. Her whole body seized, thighs clamping around my head, pussy pulsing in long, milking waves around my fingers. A rush of fresh wetness coated my tongue, my chin, my hand. She screamed around my cock, the vibration ripping through me. I kept licking softly through it, drawing it out until she was limp and trembling, until she had to pull off me just to breathe.

Only then did she attack me in earnest. She took me to the back of her throat in one slick motion, cheeks hollowed, hand stroking fast and tight, the other rolling my balls with perfect pressure. I watched her in the dim light, hair damp with sweat, lips swollen and shiny, eyes locked on mine over the length of my cock. Thirty seconds, maybe less, and I was warning her, voice hoarse. She just hummed, took me deeper, and swallowed every pulse as I came hard, hips jerking, pleasure exploding behind my eyes in white-hot waves.

We stayed locked together a long moment, breathing hard, tasting each other on swollen lips, bodies trembling in the warm, sex-heavy air of the little berth. The boat rocked us gently, like it knew exactly what we’d just done, and somewhere beyond the thin curtain I was almost certain Mark and Kelly had heard every second of it.

Neither of us cared one damn bit.

A few minutes later Beth was sprawled face-down across the mattress, one arm dangling off the edge, breathing slow and deep, completely gone to the world. The little berth felt like a sauna, thick with the smell of sex and the faint creak of the boat rocking in its slip. I was wide awake, heart still hammering, skin too hot. Sleep wasn’t happening.

I eased the curtain aside and padded naked out into the narrow companionway. The air below was cooler, but not by much. I needed the night breeze. I climbed the three steps to the salon, pushed open the sliding door, and stepped out onto the aft deck.

The lake was black glass under a half-moon. A million stars glittered overhead, reflected in the water like spilled diamonds. The only sounds were the soft slap of water against the hull and the occasional creak of mooring lines. I walked barefoot to the port rail, leaned my forearms on the cool fiberglass, and just breathed.

That lasted maybe two minutes.

A low, rhythmic sound drifted from the starboard side, wet, unmistakable. A soft grunt, the faint scrape of a deck chair. I froze. My eyes adjusted to the dark and I realized Mark was sitting in one of the high-backed helm chairs all the way forward on the bow deck, legs spread. And Kelly… Kelly was on her knees between them.

It was too dark for details, just silhouettes against the moonlight on the water, but there was no mistaking what was happening. Her head moved slow and steady, rising and falling in Mark’s lap. One of his hands rested lightly on the back of her dark hair, guiding more than forcing. The other gripped the armrest. Every few strokes she’d take him deep and hold, and I’d hear the faintest muffled hum from her throat. Mark’s head was tipped back, eyes closed, lips parted.

I knew I should go back below. I knew it. But my feet wouldn’t move. I stayed half-hidden in the shadow of the cabin top, pulse thudding in my ears, cock already swelling again against my thigh. Guilt twisted in my gut, but the sight of her, tall, naked, moonlight sliding over the smooth curve of her back and the flare of her hips as she worked him with obvious devotion, was hypnotic.

Mark’s breathing grew ragged. His hips lifted slightly off the chair. A low, guttural groan slipped out of him, and Kelly took him all the way, throat working, until he shuddered hard and stilled. She stayed there a long second, then slowly pulled off, kissed the tip once, and rose gracefully to her feet.

They murmured something too low to catch. Mark stood, pulled her in for a lazy kiss, then they disappeared down the forward companionway.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding and started toward the salon door, bare feet silent on the teak.

“Couldn’t sleep either?”

I damn near jumped out of my skin.

Kelly stepped out of the shadows near the helm, now wearing a thin white cotton sleep shirt that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. Moonlight cut through the fabric enough to show she had nothing on underneath; her nipples stood out hard and obvious against the cloth. She smiled like she’d just come up for a glass of water and not five seconds ago had her husband’s cock down her throat.

“Too warm below,” I managed, voice rougher than I wanted. “Needed some air.”

“Same,” she said easily, walking past me to the chair where Mark had been sitting. She bent to pick up her forgotten phone from the cushion, the shirt riding high enough to flash the lower curve of her ass. When she straightened and turned back, the faint, unmistakable scent of sex and cum drifted off her breath.

My cock, traitor that it was, went from half-hard to aching in a heartbeat.

She tapped the phone against her palm, gave me another lazy smile. “See you in the morning, Chris. Sleep tight.”

With that she slipped past me and disappeared below, hips swaying just enough to make sure I noticed.

I stood there another minute, wind cooling the sweat on my skin, erection throbbing painfully against my stomach. Finally I forced myself back down the companionway.

Beth hadn’t moved, still sprawled naked and face-down, one knee drawn up, the pale curve of her ass glowing faintly in the dock light that leaked through the porthole. For one hot second I pictured sliding into her from behind, waking her with slow, deep strokes while the image of Kelly on her knees still burned behind my eyes.

Instead I crawled in beside her, pulled the sheet up to my waist, and lay on my back staring at the ceiling, cock pulsing with every heartbeat, until the rocking of the boat finally lulled me into a restless, dream-filled sleep.


Smell the Bacon

The smell of bacon dragged me out of a dream I couldn’t quite remember and didn’t really want to. My mouth tasted like cotton and sex, and the memories of last night (Beth screaming into the pillow, and then… Kelly on the bow deck) hit me at the same time. I lay there for a second, heart already thumping, then eased the curtain open just enough to peek out.

Kelly was at the little galley stove in an oversized white T-shirt that barely reached mid-thigh, flipping bacon with one hand and sipping coffee with the other. Mark stood beside her in another microscopic Speedo (this one electric blue) and a loose tank, pouring waffle batter like nothing in the world had happened. The domestic normalcy of it felt surreal.

I ducked back inside, pulled on yesterday’s shorts and T-shirt, and gave Beth’s bare ass a gentle pat. She made a sleepy protesting noise.

“Bacon,” I whispered. “Coffee. Come on, sleepyhead.”

She groaned, rolled over, and blinked up at me with one eye. “Tell me we didn’t actually… moan that loud.”

I just raised an eyebrow. Her face went scarlet.

“Oh God,” she muttered, burying her face in the pillow for a second before sitting up. She found my old Cancun T-shirt on the floor, tugged it over her head (it hung to mid-thigh on her, sleeves past her elbows), and tried to finger-comb her hair into something resembling order.

We stepped out together like two kids who’d been caught sneaking cookies.

“Morning, lovebirds!” Kelly called, bright and cheerful, as if she hadn’t had her husband’s cock down her throat thirty feet from where I’d been standing six hours ago. She flashed me a quick, knowing smile over the rim of her coffee mug that made my stomach flip. “Sit, sit. Bacon’s almost ready.”

Mark turned, grinning. “Coffee’s brutal. You’re gonna need it.”

Beth slid onto the bench seat opposite them, clutching the hem of my T-shirt like it might ride up and flash the entire salon. I sat next to her, suddenly hyper-aware of every inch of bare thigh touching mine.

Conversation started safe: weather, how calm the lake was, whether we wanted regular or pecan waffles. Then Mark slid two plates in front of us and leaned back against the counter, arms crossed, Speedo doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact he was already half-hard.

“So,” he said, casual as talking about the weather, “you two put on quite the show last night.”

Beth made a tiny squeaking noise and stared into her coffee like it might open a portal to another dimension. My own face went hot.

“We, uh… sorry if we were loud,” I managed.

Kelly let out a low, throaty laugh and set a platter of bacon between us. As she leaned over, the neck of her T-shirt gaped just enough to reveal one dark nipple, stiff against the fabric. She didn’t bother fixing it.

“Loud?” she said, eyes dancing as they met mine. “Honey, you two were inspirational. Weren’t they, Mark?”

Mark chuckled. “Let’s just say the aft cabin got a very… sympathetic workout.” He winked at Beth, who went from pink to fire-engine red. “Don’t apologize. It’s a boat. Walls are thin. That’s half the fun.”

Beth risked a glance up, biting her lip. “So you really… heard everything?”

Kelly slid into the seat across from us, close enough that her bare knee brushed mine under the table. She held my gaze for a deliberate second. “Every. Single. Thing.” She let the words hang, then added softly, “And then some.”

The air in the salon suddenly felt about twenty degrees warmer. I shifted in my seat and prayed the table hid how fast certain parts of me were reacting.

Beth cleared her throat, voice small. “I might have gotten a little carried away.”

Kelly reached over and patted Beth’s hand, letting her fingers linger. “Sweetheart, carried away is the entire point of this place.” She turned that slow, wicked smile on me again. “Right, Chris?”

I opened my mouth, closed it, managed a weak laugh. “I plead the fifth.”

Mark snorted. “Smart man.”

Kelly stood to refill coffee, deliberately brushing past me. The faint scent of sex still clung to her skin, mixed with coffee and coconut. She paused right behind my shoulder, leaned down to top up my mug, and murmured just loud enough for only me to hear, “Sleep okay after your little midnight stroll?”

My coffee sloshed. She straightened, expression innocent as an angel, and went back to the stove like she hadn’t just set my pulse on fire.

Beth kicked me lightly under the table, eyes wide, cheeks still flaming. I met her look and saw the same thing written all over her face that was screaming in my own head:

What the hell have we gotten ourselves into… and why does it feel so damn good?

Beth stood up to grab the coffee pot, and the moment she stretched across the counter the hem of my old Cancun T-shirt slid high enough to flash the lower curves of her bare ass, smooth, pale, and completely uncovered. My brain short-circuited for a second. No panties. Not even a whisper of fabric. My shy, freckled, strawberry-blonde wife was wandering around a stranger’s boat with her ass half out and a freshly fucked glow still on her cheeks.

Kelly noticed too. Her eyes flicked down, then up to me, and the slow, approving smile she gave me could have powered the boat for a week.

Beth turned back with the pot, cheeks pink but chin high, like she’d felt the breeze on her skin and decided to own it. She refilled everyone’s cups, then slid back into her seat, tugging the shirt down only after she sat. The damage was done; Mark’s grin had gone wolfish, and Kelly was practically purring.

Conversation stayed light while Beth and Kelly cleared plates, but every time Beth bent over to load the little dishwasher I caught Mark’s eyes tracking the same view I’d just had. Kelly caught me catching him, and she winked.

Ten minutes later Mark and I were topside, stowing fenders, coiling lines, running through the pre-departure checklist like nothing had happened. The morning sun was already warm on our backs, the lake flat calm and glittering.

By nine o’clock the blowers had run their cycle. Mark hit the starters; twin diesels rumbled to life, settled into that deep, satisfying growl. We slipped the dock lines, eased out of the slip, and idled past the breakwater. The moment we cleared the no-wake zone Mark pushed the throttles forward. The bow lifted, the stern dug in, and Unrestrained Outdoors surged onto plane, slicing through the water like she was born for it.

Kelly and Beth appeared from below. Kelly wore the same black string bikini from the pool party, triangles barely containing her, tan lines nowhere in sight. Beth had the white sarong knotted low on her hips and that bright light green thong peeking above it. She climbed the ladder to the bow with towels draped over her arm, the sarong fluttering in the wind.

They spread the towels side by side on the sun-pad cushions. Kelly stretched out on her stomach right away, facing aft, reaching back to untie her top so it wouldn’t leave lines. Beth hesitated a second, then turned her back to us, faced forward over the bow, and let the sarong drop.

The thong was two tiny triangles and some dental-floss strings. Her pale, heart-shaped ass was suddenly on full display, framed by the morning sun like a damn billboard.

Mark let out a low whistle. “Holy shit. Beth’s wearing a thong.”

I couldn’t even play it cool. “Yeah. First time I saw it was last night when we turned in.”

He glanced sideways at me, grinning. “No wonder you two were trying to wake the dead. Jesus, look at that ass.”

Beth chose that exact moment to sit down, cross-legged, facing forward, completely oblivious to the conversation happening fifteen feet behind her. The green fabric disappeared between her cheeks; the view from the flybridge was obscene in the best possible way.

Mark adjusted himself in the Speedo without shame. “From the soundtrack last night, she enjoyed the hell out of it too.”

I laughed, half embarrassed, half proud. “Were we really that loud?”

“Brother, the whole marina probably knows your name by now.” He paused, smirked. “Let’s just say Kelly and I weren’t exactly sleeping through it either.”

Heat crawled up my neck. I pictured Kelly on her knees in the dark again and had to shift in my seat.

Mark just chuckled, eased the throttles up another notch, and aimed the bow toward the distant tree-lined point that guarded their private cove.

Behind us, the girls lay basking in the sun, Kelly already topless and gleaming with oil, Beth still shyly keeping her top on, but with that light green strip of nothing riding high and proud.

Mark eased the throttles back a little so we could talk over the engines without shouting. The lake was glass-smooth, the boat humming along at twenty-five knots, spray hissing off the hull. He kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on his thigh, and shot me a sideways grin.

“You know, you’ve got one hell of a wife down there,” he said, tilting his chin toward the bow where Beth lay on her stomach, the light green thong cutting a perfect line between those pale cheeks. “Those curves… Christ. Kelly’s been bitching about her chest since the day I met her. Says she wants a full C-cup at least. I keep telling her she’s perfect the way she is, but you know how it goes.”

I laughed, mostly because I did know. “Kelly’s built like a damn swimsuit model, man. I’m not seeing the problem.”

“Exactly what I say.” He shook his head, smiling. “She’s maybe a small B on a good day, super perky, dark nipples that get hard if you look at them sideways. She loves showing them off when she feels safe (gets a real kick out of the attention), but the second she’s next to someone with a rack like Beth’s? She starts measuring herself in her head. I’ve already told her if she really wants the surgery I’ll pay for it, but honestly I’d rather spend the money on a new tender.”

I glanced down at the sun-pad again. Kelly had rolled onto her back, arms stretched overhead, black bikini top still tied but the triangles barely covering anything. Beth was on her elbows now, talking animatedly, laughing at something Kelly said. The contrast was ridiculous: Beth’s full, heavy breasts pressed against the towel, threatening to spill out of that tiny green top, and Kelly’s smaller, high, obviously braless ones jiggling slightly with the boat’s motion.

“So what happens when we get to this cove of yours?” I asked, trying to sound casual. “Kelly just… lets it all hang out?”

Mark snorted. “Oh yeah. The second we drop the hook she’s topless. Usually naked five minutes after that if the mood’s right. It’s our spot; nobody ever comes in. She says the sun feels better on bare skin.” He paused, gave me a look that was half challenge, half invitation. “Beth might be in for a little culture shock.”

I swallowed. The image of both women stretched out naked on the bow flashed through my head so vividly I had to shift in the seat again.

“Guess we’ll find out how adventurous my wife really is,” I said.

Mark laughed, clapped me on the shoulder. “Brother, something tells me she’s about to surprise you.”

He pointed ahead to a jagged thumb of rock jutting out from the shoreline, half-hidden by overhanging pines. “There’s the entrance. Narrow, but once you’re through it opens up into the prettiest little pocket cove you’ve ever seen. If we’re lucky, it’ll be empty.”

He eased the throttles back further, trimmed the tabs, and lined us up on the gap that, from this distance, looked barely wider than the boat itself. My pulse kicked up another notch, not because of the rocky passage, but because whatever happened next was going to change everything.

And from the way Beth’s head turned at that exact moment, catching my eye over her shoulder and giving me a shy, excited little smile before lying back down, I had a feeling she already knew it too.


Rounding the Point of No Return

We rounded the rocky point and the cove opened up like a secret someone had been keeping just for us: crystal-clear water, a crescent of sugar-white sand, pine trees leaning over the edge like they were trying to get a better look. Empty. Perfect.

Mark eased us in slow, spun the wheel, and let the bow anchor drop with a splash. The boat swung lazily into the breeze, then he killed the engines. Silence rushed in, broken only by the soft gurgle of water against the hull and the distant cry of a loon. He fired up the generator, grabbed a smaller kedge anchor, and slipped over the side in one fluid motion, swimming it to the beach to set it stern-to.

Beth and Kelly appeared on the swim platform, towels slung over shoulders, already laughing about something. We handed out inflatable loungers and cold beers, then all four of us slid into the water together. It was cool enough to make you gasp, warm enough to feel like silk.

We floated in a loose circle, passing beers, the sun climbing fast and bright. Beth’s green bikini top was soaked now, clinging to her like it had been painted on. Every time she lifted an arm to drink, the fabric pulled tight across her full, heavy 38C breasts, water beading and sliding down the deep valley between them. They floated just under the surface, round and pale, freckles scattered across the tops like cinnamon on cream.

Kelly drifted closer, sleek and dark beside her. She’d tied her long hair into a knot on top of her head, and droplets ran down her collarbones, over the small, high mounds of her breasts still trapped in that black bikini. They were maybe a generous B (firm, almost conical, sitting proud on her ribcage with no hint of sag). The wet triangles of her top had gone slightly sheer; her dark areolas showed through, and her nipples were already stiff little points pressing against the fabric.

“We love this spot because it’s private,” Kelly said, voice low and lazy, eyes flicking between Beth and me. “No boats, no drones, no judgment. When we anchor here we usually… let everything hang out. Completely.” She let the last word linger, then smiled. “I hope that’s okay with you two.”

Beth’s cheeks went pink, but she didn’t look away. “Your boat, your rules. When in Rome, right?”

Kelly’s grin turned wicked. “Exactly.”

Without another word she reached behind her neck, untied the bow, then pulled the string at her back. The black top slipped away and drifted on the water like a discarded leaf.

Her breasts were stunning in the sunlight: small, perfectly shaped, the color of café con leche, capped with tight, dark-chocolate nipples that tilted slightly upward. No tan lines anywhere. They barely moved as she floated, high and firm, the water lapping just under them so they looked almost sculpted.

Beth’s eyes went wide. Mine went straight to my groin, which was suddenly very grateful for the cool water.

Kelly stretched her arms overhead, arching her back just enough to make those perfect little tits lift even higher, then sighed dramatically. “God, that feels better already.”

I swallowed hard. Beth’s gaze flicked from Kelly’s chest to mine, then down to the water where her own much fuller breasts floated like pale, buoyant moons. The contrast was ridiculous: Kelly sleek and athletic, Beth soft and voluptuous, both of them gorgeous in completely opposite ways.

Kelly caught Beth staring and laughed softly. “Don’t worry, yours are next-level. I’ve been jealous since the pool party. Mine are basically mosquito bites compared to those beauties.”

Beth’s blush deepened, but she couldn’t hide the tiny, flattered smile. “They’re… a lot to manage sometimes.”

“Manage?” Kelly echoed, eyes sparkling. “Honey, those are national treasures.”

Mark, floating a few feet away, raised his beer in salute. “Amen to that.”

Beth bit her lip, glanced at me, then back at Kelly’s bare chest. The water was so clear I could see her nipples tighten under the thin green fabric.

I drifted closer to Beth, voice low. “You okay?”

She met my eyes, nervous but excited, and gave the tiniest nod.

“Did you actually mean that?” I asked quietly, nudging my float until our arms touched. “The whole ‘when in Rome’ thing?”

Beth’s eyes were saucer-wide, locked on Kelly, who now floated lazily on her back a dozen yards away, small, dark-tipped breasts jutting proudly toward the sky, water lapping just beneath them like she belonged on a magazine cover.

“I… I didn’t know she was going to just take it off!” Beth hissed under her breath, cheeks flaming. “She just showed us her boobs! Right here! Like it’s nothing!”

I tried to keep a straight face and failed. “Yeah. She definitely did that. Guess Mark was wrong about her being shy.”

Beth finally dragged her gaze back to me. “What do you mean?”

I dropped my voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “On the ride in he told me Kelly’s been talking about getting a boob job. Says she’s jealous of yours. Thinks hers are too small.”

Beth blinked, then looked again at Kelly’s chest (high, firm, perfectly shaped little handfuls, brown nipples tight from the cool water, sitting proud on her ribcage like they’d never heard of gravity). “She’s out of her mind. Look at them. They’re perfect. Like… supermodel tits. Mine need a bra just to stay in the same zip code.”

I grinned. “Exactly what I told him. But you know women: always want what they don’t have. She wants your big, soft, pale masterpieces; you want her perky, no-tan-lines, dark-nippled perfection.”

Beth’s eyes flicked down to her own soaked green top. The wet fabric clung like paint, outlining every full, heavy curve, the deep valley between them, the faint outline of stiff pink nipples pressing against the triangles. Then her gaze drifted back to Kelly’s bare, sleek breasts floating free. The contrast was almost ridiculous: Beth all lush, overflowing abundance; Kelly sleek, athletic, minimalist.

“Do you think…” Beth swallowed hard. “Do you think they expect me to go topless too? Right now?”

Her voice was tiny, but I could hear the real question underneath: Are you okay if I do?

I kept my tone light, teasing. “Expect? No. Hope? One hundred percent.” I let my eyes linger on the way the green fabric strained across her chest, then met her eyes again. “But nobody’s forcing you. You said ‘when in Rome.’ Rome just went topless. Up to you how Roman you feel like being.”

She bit her lip so hard I thought she might draw blood. “You’d really be okay with it? With me just… taking my top off in front of them?”

“Beth, I’m the guy who’s going to be staring at both of you like an idiot for the rest of the day. Trust me, I’m already halfway to a religious experience and you’re still covered.”

Her breath hitched. She searched my face for any hint of hesitation and found none.

“But if I do this,” she whispered, “no giving me grief later. Promise?”

“Cross my heart,” I said, and gave my float a gentle push so I drifted back a couple of feet, giving her space, giving her the choice.

Beth lay there on her back, eyes fixed on the clouds, chest rising and falling fast under that straining green top. The water rocked us gently. Kelly floated nearby, pretending not to watch but absolutely watching, small bare breasts gleaming in the sun.

The ball was entirely in Beth’s court now, and every one of us knew it.

Mark’s voice carried across the water from the little strip of sand. “Alright, floaters! Who’s up for washers? Cans are set. Chris, drag that cooler in; we’re going ashore!”

We paddled to the swim platform, climbed the ladder, and waded onto the beach. The sand was already hot underfoot; the cove felt like a private oven with the sun straight overhead.

Mark had buried two PVC cans about thirty feet apart and laid out a pile of heavy steel washers. He handed us each a cold beer and explained the rules in thirty seconds: closest to the hole scores, in the can is three points, twenty-one wins. Simple.

“Teams?” Kelly asked, stretching her arms overhead so her small, dark breasts lifted even higher. Water still beaded on her skin, running in thin rivulets down her flat stomach.

Mark grinned. “Chris, you’re with Kelly. I’ll take Beth. That way each team has one veteran.”

Beth shot me a quick, nervous glance. She was still fully covered in her emerald bikini top, though the wet fabric had gone almost sheer and her nipples were impossible to miss. I just winked and took my place beside Kelly.

Practice tosses first. Kelly stepped up, legs apart, and bent forward to line up her throw. Every time she did, those perfect little tits hung forward like ripe fruit, swaying slightly, dark nipples tight from the breeze. I tried, really tried, to watch the can instead of her, but it was a losing battle. Beth definitely noticed; her eyes narrowed once or twice, but she didn’t say a word.

When Beth’s turn came she had to lean in the same way. The motion made her heavy breasts shift and bounce inside the tiny green triangles, threatening to spill out entirely. Mark’s gaze locked on like a heat-seeking missile. I couldn’t blame him; the contrast was insane. Kelly’s sleek, athletic handfuls versus Beth’s lush, pale, overflowing curves. Two completely different kinds of perfect.

The sun climbed higher. Sweat mixed with lake water and trickled down all of us. Mark and Beth took an early lead, mostly because Beth, of all people, turned out to have a killer wrist flick. On the final throw she landed one dead-center in the can with a metallic clink.

“Yes!” Mark whooped, fist-pumping. Before Beth could even straighten up he scooped her into a victory hug, arms tight around her waist, lifting her clear off the sand. Her breasts pressed hard against his chest; the thin green fabric did nothing to hide how her nipples instantly stiffened. When he set her down his big hand slid lower and gave her bare ass cheek two very deliberate pats.

“God, I love this thong,” he announced to the entire cove.

Beth’s face went scarlet, but she was laughing, breathless, adrenaline high. She glanced over at me, eyes wide, asking without words: You okay?

I just grinned and lifted my beer in salute. “Congrats, babe. You earned that hug and the ass-pat.”

The tension in her shoulders melted. She bit her lip, gave a tiny, exhilarated nod, and the game suddenly felt very different.

Mark adjusted the front of his Speedo without a shred of subtlety; the outline of his cock had grown noticeably thicker and longer against the blue fabric. Beth’s eyes flicked down for half a second, then away, cheeks still burning.

Kelly caught the whole thing, of course. She sidled up beside me, sweat glistening on her bare chest, and murmured just loud enough for me to hear, “Round two’s gonna get interesting.”

I had no doubt she was right.

Kelly racked up three ringers in a row during the next game, her sexy little hips rolling with every throw, small breasts bouncing just enough to flash in the sun. When the last washer clinked home she spun toward me with a triumphant whoop.

“Where’s my victory hug, partner?”

She opened her arms and I stepped straight in. Her bare chest pressed flat against mine; those firm little tits, still cool from the water, flattened and dragged across my skin, hard nipples scraping like live wires. My brain short-circuited.

Instantly I was back on the bow in the dark: Kelly naked on her knees, moonlight sliding over the smooth curve of her back, head moving slow and deliberate in Mark’s lap, the soft wet sounds, the way her spine arched when his hand tightened in her hair, the low, guttural groan when he finally came and she swallowed every drop without missing a beat.

My cock surged so fast it actually hurt. It nudged hard against her bare thigh before I could shift away. Kelly felt it, of course; her eyes flicked down, then back up to mine, and she gave me the slowest, filthiest wink imaginable.

I froze, arms locked around her naked body, pulse hammering in my ears. My palms itched to slide lower and cup that tight ass, mirror the victory pat Mark had just given Beth, but I caught myself. Beth was only ten feet away. I forced myself to step back, trying to look casual while every drop of blood in my body headed south.

Beth hadn’t seemed to notice; she was laughing at something Mark said, his arm slung casually around her shoulders, thumb brushing the swell of her breast like it was nothing.

Mark grinned at the group. “Let’s make this interesting. Next game, winners get to strip one piece of clothing off a loser. Beth’s still got two pieces, the rest of us only one. Odds aren’t exactly fair, but I like my chances.”

Beth’s head snapped up. She scanned the empty beach, the empty cove, then looked straight at me, eyes wide, lips parted. A long beat of silence.

She shrugged, the motion making her heavy breasts shift and sway in the green top. “Well… when in Rome.”

My stomach dropped straight through the sand.

Kelly clapped once, delighted, her bare tits giving a little bounce with the motion. “That’s the spirit.” She turned to me, sweat and lake water gleaming on every inch of tanned skin, voice low and wicked. “You in, Chris? I have a feeling we’re about to see some very pretty scenery.”

I swallowed hard, the image of Kelly completely naked on this exact beach slamming into me again: legs spread in the sun, small dark nipples tight, that neat line of hair pointing straight down to slick, bare lips…

“Yeah,” I managed, throat dry. “I’m in.”

Kelly’s smile widened, slow and catlike. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back so those perfect little breasts lifted even higher, and added, almost off-hand,

“Normally, we’re both completely naked by now anyway. The beach is so much nicer when you let it all hang out.”

Beth’s breath hitched audibly. My cock throbbed so hard I was grateful the cooler was still in my hand.

Game on.

The game slowed to a crawl. Every toss felt like it carried a thousand pounds. Sweat rolled down our backs, the sun beat on our necks, and nobody spoke above a whisper. Twenty-to-nineteen, our favor. Then twenty-all. You could have heard a washer drop.

Kelly stepped up for the final throw, naked and gleaming, nipples so hard they looked almost painful in the bright light, dark and tight as little bullets. She took a breath, flicked her wrist, and the steel ring spun through the air, kissed the sand just in front of the can… and slid home with a metallic thunk.

Mark groaned and stomped one foot like a kid who’d lost at Monopoly. “Lucky shot,” he muttered.

Kelly spun to me, eyes dancing. “We win. Your choice, partner: Mark’s Speedo… or Beth’s top?”

My mouth went dry. I looked at Beth. She was staring at the sand, arms half-crossed under her chest, the green triangles of her bikini top rising and falling with quick, nervous breaths. She hadn’t said a word since the stakes were set.

“You made the shot,” I croaked. “You pick.”

Kelly’s smile turned wicked and soft all at once. “Beth’s top,” she said without hesitation. “I’ve been dying to see those gorgeous tits since the pool party.”

Beth’s head snapped up, eyes wide, cheeks already scarlet. Mark’s grin widened. I felt the air leave my lungs.

Kelly walked over slowly, barefoot in the hot sand, completely naked, nipples still painfully stiff from the breeze and the moment. She circled behind Beth like a predator who’d decided to be gentle. Beth’s shoulders tensed, but she didn’t move.

First the bow at her back, slow, deliberate. The strings loosened and the cups sagged forward a fraction. Kelly let them dangle, teasing, so the fabric still clung to Beth’s nipples by sheer friction. Beth’s breathing went shallow; I could see her pulse fluttering at her throat.

Then the neck tie. One soft tug and the top slipped away.

Beth’s breasts spilled free, heavy, pale, impossibly round, pink nipples already drawn up tight and hard from nerves and cool air and God-knows-what else. They swayed once with the motion, then settled, full and perfect in the sunlight.

The beach went dead quiet except for the lap of water on the shore.

Mark’s eyes were glued to her chest, lips parted. Kelly stepped around to the front, gaze openly admiring, her own small, dark nipples still rigid points.

“Jesus, Beth,” Kelly breathed, almost reverent. “Look at those. So round, so soft… honestly fuckable.” She laughed softly, but there was real envy in it. “I would kill for a pair like that.”

Beth’s blush poured down her neck and over the tops of her breasts, turning the pale skin rosy. She crossed her arms instinctively, then forced them down again, hands knotted at her sides. Her nipples looked every bit as achingly hard as Kelly’s now, tight and proud in the open air.

“T-thank you,” she managed, voice tiny. Then, almost too soft to hear, “I… I like yours too.”

Kelly’s smile widened, warm and genuine. She reached out and gave Beth’s bare shoulder a quick, reassuring squeeze. “Welcome to the club, sweetheart.”

Beth risked a glance at me. I couldn’t have hidden the hunger on my face if I tried, but I gave her the smallest nod: I’m right here. You’re safe. You’re beautiful.

She exhaled shakily, shoulders relaxing a fraction, and let the sun hit her bare chest like she was finally, truly letting go.

Mark let out a low whistle. “Damn. That was worth losing for.”

And just like that, the line we’d all been dancing around disappeared into the sand.

Mark’s eyes hadn’t left Beth’s chest since the green top hit the sand. He rocked back on his heels, hands on his hips, Speedo doing absolutely nothing to hide the thick ridge straining against the front.

“Chris,” he said, voice low and appreciative, “you are one lucky son of a bitch. I’d have had my hands full of those gorgeous things all night too.” He gave Beth a slow, shameless once-over. “All they need now is a little sunshine to turn those pretty pink nipples nice and brown.”

Beth’s blush deepened, but she didn’t cover up. She even straightened her shoulders a fraction, which made her heavy breasts lift and sway just enough to draw another soft groan from Mark.

Kelly laughed, scooped Beth’s discarded top off the sand, and lobbed it in a high arc. It landed next to the cooler with a soft plop.

“Shall we play another round?” she asked, already reaching for the washers, her own small, dark nipples still stiff and glistening in the heat.

Beth glanced at me, her eyes bright, lips parted, a mix of nerves and exhilaration written all over her face, then surprised everyone by answering first.

“Might as well,” she said, voice steadier than I expected. She brushed a strand of hair off her forehead and gave a tiny, defiant shrug that made her bare breasts jiggle. “We’re all even now.”

Mark barked a delighted laugh. “That’s the spirit.”

Kelly handed Beth a fresh handful of washers, letting her fingers linger just a second on Beth’s bare arm. “Your deal, gorgeous. Let’s see what those beauties do when you really lean into a throw.”

Beth took the washers, cheeks still flaming, nipples tight and proud in the open air, and stepped up to the line like she’d been playing topless on a private beach her whole life.

I stood there, heart hammering, cock aching against my shorts, and realized the game we were really playing had nothing to do with washers anymore.





Next Step

The next game was a blur of clinking steel and rising heat. I dropped two ringers back-to-back, the washers ringing like bells. Kelly added another with a triumphant little hip-shake that made her small breasts bounce. Final score: twenty-one to fifteen. We’d smoked them.

Kelly spun toward me, sweat shining on her naked skin. “You got the most points, Chris. Your choice this time.”

I didn’t even pretend to think about it. I took her hand, warm and slightly sandy, and marched us straight over to Mark.

“Kelly,” I said, loud enough for everyone to hear, “I want you to take your husband’s Speedo off. That poor thing’s been strangling him all day.”

Mark’s grin went wide and wicked. Beth’s eyes snapped to mine, then to the front of Mark’s electric-blue suit, where the outline of his cock had been impossible to miss for the last twenty minutes. She bit her lip, but didn’t look away.

Kelly dropped to her knees in the sand without hesitation, like it was the most natural thing in the world. She hooked her fingers under the waistband on both sides and started peeling the suit down, slow and deliberate. The fabric caught for a second on the swollen head, then gave way.

His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, already almost fully hard from nothing more than the game and the sight of Beth topless. It bobbed once in the sunlight, flushed dark, veins standing out along the shaft. Seven inches, maybe a shade more, but the girth… Jesus, it looked like a wrist. The head was broad and glistening, a single bead of precum already pearling at the slit.

Beth let out the softest, involuntary “Holy fuck,” under her breath. I heard it clear as day. Her eyes were huge, fixed on it like she’d never seen a cock before in her life.

Kelly wasn’t finished. She tugged the Speedo the rest of the way down Mark’s legs, helped him step out, and flicked it toward the cooler with a grin. Then, still on her knees, she wrapped her fingers around the base; her hand didn’t even close all the way around it, and leaned in. One slow, deliberate lick from balls to tip, then she took the fat head into her mouth and sucked once, hard, cheeks hollowing.

Mark groaned, hips flexing forward involuntarily.

Kelly pulled off with a wet pop, gave the head a soft kiss, and stood up, licking her lips. “Little sweaty, little salty,” she said, voice husky, “but delicious.”

Mark’s cock was now one hundred percent hard, standing straight out from his body, thick and heavy, pulsing in the sunlight. He laughed, a deep, satisfied sound, and spread his arms like a man who’d just won the lottery.

“Guess that makes me the winner,” he said. “First one completely naked.”

Then he turned and jogged toward the water, that heavy erection swinging with every step, and launched himself into the lake with a whoop and a splash that sent water sparkling in every direction.

Beth was still staring at the spot where he’d been, mouth slightly open, nipples tight as pebbles on her bare chest.

Kelly caught my eye, smirked, and mouthed a single word I had no trouble reading: Impressive.

And just like that, the temperature on the beach went up another ten degrees.

“You know, he’s right,” Kelly said with a laugh, hooking her thumbs into the thin strings at her hips. “Mark’s the big winner today!”

Before either of us could reply, she slid the tiny black bottoms down her tanned legs and flicked them toward the cooler like she was tossing away a napkin. She turned to face us fully, hands on her hips, completely unselfconscious.

My breath caught. I’d spent half the morning picturing her totally shaved—smooth as the rest of her golden skin—but there it was: a neat, dark landing strip just above otherwise perfectly bare lips. The contrast was startling, sexy as hell, and completely unexpected. Heat flashed straight to my groin.

Kelly grinned at our stunned silence. “I’m joining my husband,” she announced, already backing toward the water. “You two do whatever feels right.”

She turned and walked into the lake, that firm, tanned ass swaying with every step until the water swallowed her to the waist. Mark let out a playful wolf-whistle from deeper out, and she splashed him in reply.

Beth and I stood there, frozen on the hot sand, both of us now the only ones still wearing anything.

I looked at my wife. She looked at me. The air between us crackled.

“Well,” I said, echoing her favorite line of the weekend, “when in Rome…”

I shoved my trunks down and kicked them aside. My cock sprang free, half-hard from everything I’d just seen, and the sudden rush of warm air on bare skin felt incredible. Before Beth could say a word, I jogged straight into the lake and dove under, letting the cool water shock the spinning out of my head.

When I surfaced, wiping water from my eyes, Beth was moving.

She had stepped out of her thong and left it in the sand. Completely naked now, she walked slowly toward the water, giving Mark and Kelly—and me—plenty of time to look. The sun lit her up like a spotlight: full, heavy breasts swaying gently with each step, pink nipples tight from the breeze, a neat, trimmed triangle between her thighs drawing the eye straight down the soft curve of her belly to the smooth lips beneath. She was breathtaking.

Mark let out a low, appreciative “Damn,” and Kelly just smiled like Christmas had come early.

Beth didn’t rush. She waded in until the water lapped at her waist, then chest-deep, until those gorgeous white breasts floated just at the surface, pink nipples peeking above the ripples like they were daring the sun to do its worst.

She reached me, eyes bright, cheeks flushed, a shy but electric smile on her face.

“Hi,” she whispered, as if we were the only two people in the world.

“Hi yourself,” I whispered back, pulling her close. The water swirled around us, cool against our bare skin, and for the first time all weekend every single one of us was completely naked, completely free, and completely ready for whatever came next.

“God, you’re beautiful, honey,” I said, voice rougher than I meant it to be. Beth stood chest-deep in the water, pale breasts floating just at the surface, pink nipples tight and glistening. “And I’m guessing you’re a little excited right now, yeah?”

She let out a shaky laugh, cheeks flushed bright. “I can’t believe I’m standing here completely naked in front of them. This is insane… and absolutely amazing.”

I grinned, already reaching for our floats. “Come on. Let’s get some sun before you turn into a lobster. I need to get lotion on you, stat.”

Beth climbed onto her lounger with careful, deliberate movements, water streaming off her bare skin. The sight of her stretched out naked on the inflatable (full breasts spreading slightly to the sides, nipples still hard, the neat trim between her thighs catching the sun) almost stopped my heart.

I swam to the swim platform, hauled myself up, and grabbed the bottle of SPF-70. When I turned back, Kelly was already gliding toward Beth’s float like a shark who’d smelled blood in the water.

“Toss it here, Chris,” she called, treading water beside Beth. “I’ll take care of her.”

I hesitated half a second, then lobbed the bottle underhand. Kelly caught it one-handed and swung herself up onto the edge of Beth’s float with cat-like grace, completely naked, small breasts glistening, that dark landing strip stark against her tan.

Beth’s eyes flicked to me (wide, uncertain, but unmistakably curious). I just gave her a small nod and stayed where I was, waist-deep off the platform, cock already thickening again under the water.

Kelly poured a thick ribbon of lotion across Beth’s collarbones and stomach. The white cream looked shockingly bright against Beth’s pale skin. She started at the shoulders, hands gliding in slow, firm circles, working the lotion down Beth’s arms, then back up and over her chest. When her palms finally slid beneath Beth’s heavy breasts, lifting and spreading the slick cream underneath, Beth’s breath hitched audibly.

Kelly didn’t rush. She cupped each breast fully now, thumbs brushing over Beth’s nipples in deliberate passes, rolling them gently until they stood out stiff and flushed. Beth’s eyes fluttered shut, lips parting on a soft, helpless “Mmm.”

Down the float, Kelly moved to Beth’s feet, kneading lotion into arches and ankles, then up smooth calves and thighs. The higher she went, the more Beth fidgeted, thighs tensing, hips shifting restlessly. When Kelly’s hands finally reached the crease where thigh met torso, Beth’s breathing had gone shallow and fast.

Kelly paused, poured a fresh pool of lotion into her palm, and without breaking eye contact with Beth, who was now watching through half-lidded eyes, placed her hand directly on Beth’s mound. She pressed gently at first, then began slow, deliberate circles, working the lotion into the soft skin and the trimmed hair above, fingertips just grazing the very top of Beth’s slit with each pass.

Beth’s back arched off the float. A low, throaty “Ohhh” slipped out before she could stop it.

Kelly smiled, slow and knowing, and kept going until every inch of Beth’s front glistened, skin shining like she’d been oiled for a photoshoot.

I stood there in the water, cock now fully hard and aching, unable to look away from my wife being touched, and I mean really touched, by another woman for the first time in our lives, while Mark watched from his own float with a lazy, appreciative grin.

The sight of Kelly’s hands moving over Beth’s naked body was almost too much to process. Beth lay floating on her back, eyes closed, lips parted, chest rising and falling in shallow, rapid breaths. Kelly’s palms glided slowly across Beth’s stomach, then up under the heavy curve of her breasts, lifting them, letting them settle again, thumbs deliberately circling those stiff pink nipples until Beth let out a soft, helpless whimper that carried clear across the water.

My cock was painfully hard beneath the surface, one hand already wrapped around it, stroking in slow, desperate pulls I couldn’t stop. Mark floated a few yards away, watching the exact same thing with lazy, half-lidded eyes and a very obvious erection jutting up from the water. He caught my gaze, flashed a quick thumbs-up, and grinned like we were sharing the best secret in the world. Neither of us made a sound.

Kelly finally leaned down and brushed a soft, lingering kiss across Beth’s lips. Beth kissed her back without hesitation, a small, dreamy sigh escaping as Kelly’s tongue just barely teased the seam of her mouth. Then Kelly straightened, poured the last of the lotion into her hands, and finished Beth’s neck, cheeks, and forehead with slow, reverent strokes, like she was polishing something priceless.

She turned to me, water beading on her tanned skin, dark nipples tight, that wicked little smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Your turn, handsome. Climb up.”

My legs felt like jelly. I swam over, grabbed the nearest empty float, and hauled myself onto it belly-down, arms folded under my chin, trying, and failing, to hide the aching erection now trapped between my stomach and the warm vinyl.

Kelly glided up beside me, silent and graceful. She poured a thick ribbon of lotion straight down my spine and immediately started working it in with both hands, slow, firm circles across my shoulders, down the muscles of my back, thumbs digging into every knot until I couldn’t help the low groan that rumbled out of my chest.

She took her time. Lower back, hips, the tops of my thighs. Then she moved to my feet, kneading the arches, sliding up my calves, lingering on the sensitive backs of my knees. When her hands finally returned to my thighs, spreading them slightly so she could reach the tender inner skin, my breath was coming in short, ragged bursts.

Her fingers traced higher, teasing the crease where thigh meets ass, then boldly over it. One slick hand slipped between my legs from behind, cupped my balls, rolled them gently in her warm, lotion-slick palm. My hips jerked forward involuntarily, cock dragging against the float. She made a soft, approving sound and let her fingers drift forward, wrapping slowly, deliberately around my shaft.

She started stroking: long, unhurried pulls from root to tip, twisting just under the head on every upstroke, the lotion turning everything into pure, slippery silk. Her other hand kept massaging my balls, tugging lightly, rolling them in perfect rhythm. I buried my face in my arms, teeth clenched, every muscle locked tight as the pressure built fast and overwhelming.

I was seconds away, embarrassingly close, hips already rocking into her grip, when she leaned over me, lips brushing the shell of my ear, voice low and filthy.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, slowing her hand to a torturous crawl, thumb circling the sensitive spot just under the crown. “Don’t you dare waste that gorgeous load. Save every drop of it. I want to watch it sliding down Beth’s throat later, nice and slow.”

She gave one last, teasing squeeze, then let go completely, leaving me throbbing, leaking, balanced right on the razor’s edge with nowhere to fall.

Mark’s deep, knowing chuckle drifted across the water. Beth floated a few feet away, eyes still peacefully closed, skin gleaming with lotion, nipples hard, completely relaxed and blissfully unaware of what had almost just happened.

Kelly pushed off my float with a soft, satisfied hum and swam away, hips rolling lazily just under the surface.

I stayed on my stomach for a long, long time, forehead pressed to my forearms, trying to remember how breathing worked while my cock pulsed angrily against the vinyl and the sun beat down on my back like it was in on the joke.

We drifted in the quiet water for a long while, the sun high and white, the lake so still it looked poured from glass. Kelly had migrated to Mark and now floated half-draped over him, arms around his neck, legs probably hooked around his waist beneath the surface. Every so often they’d shift, murmur something low, and laugh. I was ninety percent sure he was inside her, slow and lazy, the way you do when you’re too relaxed to thrust hard and the water hides everything anyway. Yet there was nothing urgent about it. Mark’s cock, that thick, intimidating thing that had looked ready to conquer the world twenty minutes earlier, now hung soft and heavy between his thighs whenever he moved. Mine had done the same: warm, lazy, utterly unbothered.

Beth lay on her back nearby, eyes closed, breasts rising and falling with slow, even breaths, water lapping gently at the undersides of them. Completely naked. Completely at peace. Like sunbathing nude in front of another couple was something she’d done every summer since college instead of roughly two hours ago for the first time in her life.

It was the most surreal, ordinary moment I’d ever lived.

Mark finally broke the spell, swimming to the boat with easy strokes. A minute later he was back on deck, tossing a huge striped umbrella and a soft-sided duffel onto a float. “Food and shade,” he announced. “I’m about to turn into bacon.”

We paddled in like it was the most natural thing in the world: four naked adults herding inflatables toward shore. Mark handed out dripping-cold beers as we climbed the ladder one by one, water streaming off bare skin, nobody bothering to cover anything. Kelly and Beth took over lunch duty with the casual efficiency of old friends, slapping together turkey-and-swiss sandwiches, laying out chips and pickles, arguing good-naturedly over whether mustard belonged on everything. Their breasts moved in entirely different ways when they reached across the cooler: Beth’s full and soft, swaying with weight; Kelly’s small and high, barely shifting. Both of them sun-kissed and glistening, nipples relaxed now in the heat, chatting about horseradish like they weren’t completely naked on a deserted beach.

We carried everything up the sand and spread the big blanket under the umbrella. Four grown adults, zero clothes, sat Indian-style in a loose circle, passing paper plates and napkins, trading bites of chips, arguing over who got the last pickle spear. Mark leaned back on his elbows, cock resting thick and soft against one thigh. I sat the same way, mine doing the polite, drowsy equivalent. Beth tucked her legs under her, breasts settling heavily in her lap, and laughed at something Kelly said about a disastrous camping trip years ago. It could have been any backyard barbecue anywhere in America, except nobody was wearing a stitch and the conversation drifted without warning into how loud the loons get at night.

Mark took a long pull from his beer and grinned at us. “So, first impressions of the hang-out?”

Beth didn’t even hesitate. “I’m pretty sure this is what heaven feels like,” she said, and the quiet wonder in her voice made all three of us go still for a second. “I have never, ever been this relaxed.”

Kelly popped a chip into her mouth and nodded. “Told you. First time Mark dragged me here we lasted maybe fifteen minutes after lunch before we were rolling around on this exact blanket fucking like teenagers.”

Beth let out a soft, startled laugh at the bluntness, cheeks going pink, but she didn’t look away. “Must have felt… unavoidable.”

Mark shrugged, totally casual, cock still soft and heavy against his thigh like he was talking about the weather. “Couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Didn’t even make it back to the boat that day. Just went at it right here in the sand until we were too sunburned to move.”

Beth glanced down at the blanket beneath us, then at me, eyes bright with a mix of disbelief and something that looked suspiciously like curiosity. She took a slow sip of beer, shifted her weight, and her breasts swayed gently with the motion.

I sat there eating a sandwich, naked as the day I was born, listening to my wife casually discuss outdoor sex with another couple while both men’s soft cocks rested in plain sight, and somehow the whole thing felt like the most normal afternoon on earth.

The day still had hours to go, and none of us were in any hurry to put clothes back on.

After we’d stacked the paper plates and rinsed the sandy fingers in the lake, the beach fell into one of those perfect, heavy silences that only happens when the sun is high and the beer is cold and every inch of skin has been kissed by water and light.

A soft, steady breeze wandered in off the water, carrying the smell of warm pine and sun-baked sand. It lifted the corners of the blanket, ruffled the fringe on the umbrella, and slid across our bare bodies like cool fingers. No one spoke. The loons had gone quiet. Even the little waves seemed to hush.

Mark stretched out on his back, arms behind his head, cock resting soft and thick against one thigh. “I’m done for,” he said, voice already thick with coming sleep. “Nap attack. Kelly, get over here.”

Kelly gave a lazy, contented hum and rolled toward him. She tucked herself along his side, one leg sliding over his, her small breast pressing into his ribs. Mark’s arm came down around her automatically, hand settling in its familiar spot, cupping her bare breast like it belonged there. His thumb brushed once across her nipple, a reflex more than anything, and she sighed and burrowed closer. Within seconds his breathing had gone deep and even, her head rising and falling gently on his chest.

I lay back on the blanket, the sand warm beneath the fabric, and stared up through the fringe of the umbrella at a sky so blue it hurt. A few fat, slow-moving clouds drifted overhead, changing shape the way they do when you’re half-dreaming already. The breeze kept moving, lifting the fine hairs on my arms, cooling the faint sheen of sweat on my stomach and thighs.

Beth shifted beside me, a soft rustle of skin on blanket. She scooted closer until her head found the hollow of my shoulder, her damp hair cool against my neck. One of her legs slid over mine, knee settling between my thighs, her full breast pressing warm and heavy against my side. I felt the slow, steady beat of her heart against my ribs.

I turned my face just enough to breathe her in: lake water, coconut lotion, and that faint, sweet warmth that was only ever Beth. My arm curled around her without thinking, palm spreading across the soft curve of her back, fingers resting in the little dip just above her ass. She made a small, sleepy sound and burrowed tighter, her breath fanning across my chest.

The breeze kept drifting. The umbrella creaked softly overhead. Somewhere far away a fish jumped, a single quiet plop. Mark’s breathing and Kelly’s answered it in slow, matched rhythm. Beth’s weight settled heavier against me, her leg relaxing completely across mine.

I watched one last cloud stretch itself into a long, lazy ribbon, then let my eyes close.

The whole world narrowed to warm sand, cool air, the gentle rock of the cove, and the four of us naked and tangled together in the kind of perfect, sun-drunk sleep you only ever find once or twice in a lifetime.


Floating in Bliss

I was floating in that perfect, sun-soaked haze, half-asleep, the breeze whispering across bare skin, Beth’s warm weight tucked against me, when a soft, rhythmic sound tugged me back toward consciousness.

A low, breathy moan. The faint creak of the blanket beneath shifting bodies.

I opened my eyes just a crack.

Two feet away, Kelly had rolled on top of Mark while we dozed. She was straddling him, knees planted on either side of his hips, back arched, head tipped toward the sky. Mark’s hands cupped her small, firm breasts, thumbs brushing lazily over her dark nipples as she rocked in slow, deliberate circles. The motion was unhurried, almost dreamy; sunlight slid over the lean lines of her back, the curve of her ass rising and falling, the soft, wet sounds of their joining barely louder than the lapping water at the shore.

They weren’t performing. They were simply lost in each other, the way you get when the world has shrunk to nothing but skin and breath and heat.

Beth stirred against my shoulder, her leg tightening over mine. She followed my gaze, blinked once, then went very still. I felt her breath catch, then quicken.

Kelly’s hips rolled again, a slow grind that drew a low groan from Mark. His hands slid down to her waist, guiding her, and she answered by sinking lower, taking him deeper. The movement made her small breasts lift and fall in Mark’s palms.

Beth’s hand, which had been resting on my stomach, drifted lower. Her fingers brushed the length of my cock (already half-hard from the sight and the sun and the impossible normalcy of it all) and closed around me gently. She gave one slow, experimental stroke, then another, her grip tightening as I swelled fully in her hand.

She turned her face into my neck, lips brushing my skin, and whispered, so soft only I could hear, “I want you.”

Her voice was husky, trembling with the same stunned arousal I felt. I looked at her, I mean really looked, and saw the flush high on her cheeks, her pupils blown wide, lips parted. She was staring at Mark and Kelly like she couldn’t decide whether to be shocked or desperate to join them.

I slid my hand down the curve of her back, over the swell of her ass, and pulled her tighter against me. My cock throbbed in her slow, steady strokes.

Right there, inches from another couple quietly fucking in the afternoon light, my wife looked me in the eye and asked for exactly what she needed.

And I was going to give it to her.

Beth rolled onto her back without a word, the blanket shifting beneath her, sand warm against her shoulder blades. Her eyes locked on mine (wide, bright, a little wild) and she let her knees fall open in silent, unmistakable invitation.

I rose up on one elbow and just looked at her for a second, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. My wife, naked in the open air, legs spread on a beach blanket while another couple fucked a few feet away, asking me—no, begging me—to take her right here, right now.

The awe hit me like a wave.

I slid my hand down her belly, over the soft curve of her mound, and found her absolutely drenched. Two fingers slipped through her folds without the slightest resistance; she was slick and swollen and ready, heat pouring off her. A single touch and her hips jerked toward me, greedy.

That was all it took.

I pushed up to my knees, hooked my hands under her thighs, and spread her wide, folding her knees back toward her chest. Her pussy opened for me, pink and glistening in the sunlight, and I lined up and sank in with one slow, steady thrust.

We both gasped at the same time. She was molten inside, tighter than I’d ever felt her, clenching around me like she couldn’t bear to let an inch go. I bottomed out, hips flush against hers, and held there for a heartbeat, feeling her pulse around my cock.

Then she moved (hips rolling up hard, thighs trembling in my grip) and every last shred of restraint snapped.

“Oh yes, give it to me,” she moaned, voice raw, eyes locked on mine. “Give me your big cock, baby, please—”

I pulled back and slammed home again. The blanket bunched beneath us; sand shifted under my knees. Beth’s breasts bounced with every thrust, heavy and pale, nipples tight and flushed dark pink from the sun and the need. I set a hard, driving rhythm, the slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet cove, her wetness coating me, dripping down her ass onto the blanket.

“Yes, yes, fuck me,” she chanted, louder now, head thrown back, throat exposed to the sky. “Harder, Chris, please—”

Mark and Kelly had slowed their own rhythm to watch, Kelly still straddling Mark, his hands on her hips, both of them staring openly. Kelly’s lips parted on a soft, encouraging moan when Beth’s voice cracked on my name.

I hooked my arms under Beth’s knees and spread her wider, folding her nearly in half, pounding deeper. Her back arched off the blanket, breasts shaking, hands clawing at my shoulders.

“Right there, don’t stop, don’t stop—”

I could feel her fluttering around me already, that tell-tale tightening, and I drove into her with everything I had, the sun hot on my back, the sound of waves and skin and Beth’s desperate cries filling the air.

She came with a sharp, broken cry, pussy clamping down hard, milking me in long, pulsing waves. Her whole body shook, thighs trembling against my chest, nails digging into my arms.

That was it. I buried myself to the root and let go, groaning her name as I emptied into her in thick, blinding pulses, every muscle locked, vision whiting out for one perfect second.

When I could breathe again I eased her legs down, still inside her, and collapsed half on top of her, both of us panting into each other’s necks.

From a few feet away came Kelly’s low, approving laugh and Mark’s satisfied, “Well, damn.”

I felt Beth’s belly flutter and clench beneath me, the tell-tale tremor that always comes right before she falls apart. Her eyes were squeezed shut, mouth open, a flush spreading from her chest to her throat. That look (pure, abandoned pleasure) is the one thing I’ve never been able to resist.

She shattered.

Her back arched hard off the blanket, hips grinding up against me, inner walls pulsing in long, rhythmic waves that dragged me right over the edge with her. I buried myself deep and came with a hoarse groan, spilling into her in thick, endless pulses, our bodies locked together while the world narrowed to nothing but heat and breath and the two of us.

When the haze finally cleared, I was half-collapsed on her, forehead pressed to hers, both of us panting into the small space between our mouths.

“That was beautiful,” Kelly said softly, voice warm with genuine admiration. She and Mark had stilled completely, watching us with quiet, satisfied smiles. “You two really know how to love each other.”

I managed a shaky laugh, still inside Beth, feeling the last little aftershocks ripple through her. “Pretty sure you two were the spark. I’ve never seen Beth let go like that. Hope you don’t mind the audience.”

Kelly’s smile widened. “Mind? This cove was made for exactly this.” She glanced at Mark, who gave an easy nod, his hand idly stroking her hip. “It’s a gift to share it with people who get it.”

Beth’s eyes fluttered open, glassy and stunned. She looked up at me, voice small and suddenly shy. “You must think I’m the biggest slut on the planet right now.”

I kissed her forehead, then her lips, slow and deliberate. “I think you’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever known. I’m proud of you, proud of us. Today has been one of the best days of my life, and I love you more than ever. Never, ever feel bad about this. Promise me.”

Her face softened, eyes shining. She cupped my cheek. “Promise,” she whispered, then laughed, a little giddy, a little disbelieving. “I feel like someone just opened the cage door and I’m finally flying. I can’t even find the words.”

Kelly leaned over, resting her chin on Mark’s chest, and gave Beth the gentlest smile. “You don’t need words. We remember that feeling like it was yesterday. Trust me, your life just got a whole lot bigger.”

Beth’s arms came up around my neck and she pulled me down into a long, deep kiss, bodies still joined, sand sticking to our sweaty skin, the sun warm on our backs.

Eventually Mark cleared his throat, amused. “Hate to break up the love-fest, but Chris, mind giving me a hand hauling the umbrella and cooler back to the boat before we all turn into lobsters?”

I untangled myself from Beth with all the grace of a newborn foal, legs stiff from sand and sex. My cock, still slick, hung heavy and half-soft as I pushed to my feet.

Kelly propped herself up on one elbow, completely unashamed, and gave me a slow once-over. “Beth, honey, I think you broke him. Look at that man, limp as a wet dishrag.”

Beth laughed, flushed and glowing, and stretched like a very satisfied cat. “He’ll live.”

“I can still walk,” I protested, wobbling a little for effect. “Give me sixty seconds and I’ll be good as new. By tonight? Fully recharged. Promise.”

Kelly’s eyes flicked to Beth with a sly, conspiratorial grin. “I’m definitely holding you to that, Chris.”

The way she said it, warm and filthy all at once, sent a fresh pulse of blood south. Beth caught the look, bit her lip, and stayed silent.

Mark and I spent the next half-hour hauling gear back to the boat: umbrella, cooler, blanket, the random pile of discarded swimsuits that now felt like artifacts from another life. Every trip up the ladder the sun hit our bare skin and the breeze reminded us we were still completely naked. It should have felt strange. It didn’t.

Back aboard, Mark waved us toward the master head. “Quick rinse, you two. Fresh water’s limited and we still need showers.”

Beth and I crowded into the surprisingly spacious bath, soap and warm water washing away sand, sweat, and the sticky evidence of everything we’d done. She kept stealing glances at me, eyes bright, cheeks still pink. When we stepped out she tugged on one of my T-shirts; it hung to mid-thigh on her, sleeves past her elbows, and absolutely nothing underneath. I pulled on my spare trunks and tried to pretend my pulse wasn’t racing again.

We settled in the cool, dim salon with fresh beers while we waited. A minute later Kelly strolled in, stark naked except for the towel twisted turban-style around her wet hair. Water still beaded on her shoulders and breasts; her all-over tan gleamed under the soft cabin lights. She moved like she owned gravity itself, opened a cabinet, and pulled out a bottle of good tequila.

“Margarita o’clock,” she announced, dumping ice and mix into the blender with zero ceremony. The machine whirred to life, loud in the quiet cabin.

Mark emerged right after, freshly shaved, hair combed, just as naked and just as comfortable. His thick cock swung soft against his thigh as he walked, and I had to admit the man looked good: rugged, relaxed, sun-bronzed everywhere. He poured himself a generous margarita and dropped onto the settee right next to Beth, close enough that their bare thighs touched.

He raised his glass. “To the four of us,” he said simply.

We clinked plastic cups, salt-rimmed and ice-cold, and drank.

The tequila hit warm and sweet and dangerous. Beth leaned into Mark’s side without thinking, the hem of my T-shirt riding high enough to flash the curve of her ass. Kelly caught my eye over her glass and smiled like she knew exactly what came next.

We worked our way through three pitchers of margaritas, the ice melting into sweet, salty slush, the tequila loosening every tongue in the salon. The conversation drifted from safe topics like best lake sunsets, worst marina neighbors straight into deliciously dangerous territory.

Kelly set her glass down and leaned forward, elbows on her bare knees, eyes bright. “I’m so glad you two came this weekend. Watching you make love on the beach this afternoon… God, it was beautiful. Might honestly be the highlight of the whole summer for me.”

Mark grinned wide, swirling the salt on his rim. “Yeah, those gorgeous tits of Beth’s bouncing every time Chris slammed home? Fucking poetry.”

Kelly swatted his arm. “Mark! Crude.”

Beth, cheeks flushed from sun and tequila, just laughed, a soft, bubbly sound. “It’s fine,” she said, words already a little rounded. “I was feeling way too good to care what was jiggling.” She cupped her own breasts through my T-shirt for emphasis, lifting them slightly, and giggled again when all three of us stared.

Kelly stood, steady despite the drinks, and announced dinner. She pulled out a huge platter of boiled shrimp and a bowl of salad big enough to feed a small army. We ate cross-legged on the settees and the floor, naked as the day we were born, passing cocktail sauce and cold beers, licking butter off fingers and laughing at nothing.

By the time the shrimp platter was nearly empty, Mark set his beer down and looked straight at me, then at Beth, then back at me.

“Chris,” he said, voice low and serious, “I gotta be honest. I’m dying to get my hands on those incredible tits of your wife’s. Would you be pissed if I asked to cop a feel? Just a little one?”

Kelly’s eyes narrowed at Mark. “Quit that, Mark,” she warned, voice sharp but playful. “Chris might not appreciate you talking about his wife’s tits like they’re on the buffet, and Beth could be mortified.”

I lifted a hand, palm out, asking for quiet. The room settled instantly.

“Actually,” I said, calm and deliberate, “I completely understand the impulse. Beth does have two of the best breasts on the planet. I’m not offended in the slightest when Mark says what every man here is thinking.” I turned to Beth, then to Kelly. “Whether he gets to touch them is one hundred percent Beth’s call. And Kelly, you get a vote too, if you want it.”

Mark didn’t miss a beat. He slid his arm along the back of the settee behind Beth, letting his fingers rest lightly on her bare shoulder. “So, beautiful,” he said, voice low, “what do you say? May I?”

Beth’s chest rose and fell quickly; her nipples were already stiff under everyone’s gaze. She glanced at Kelly, eyes wide, asking without words.

Kelly gave a small, knowing smile and shrugged one shoulder. “Honey, he’s like a dog with a bone. Sooner or later he’ll get what he wants. Might as well be on your terms. A quick feel never killed anybody.”

Beth swallowed, then let out a soft, breathless laugh. “Okay,” she said, barely above a whisper. “I guess… go ahead.”

She sat up straighter, lifting her magnificent breasts proudly, and turned slightly toward Mark.

He didn’t pounce. He moved slow, giving her every chance to change her mind, and gently cupped one full breast in his large hand, thumb brushing lightly over the nipple. Beth’s breath hitched; her eyes fluttered. Mark’s other hand came up and cradled the second breast, lifting, weighing, reverent.

“Jesus,” he murmured, almost to himself. “They’re even better than they look.”

Beth’s cheeks were scarlet, but she didn’t pull away. After a long, charged moment she gave him a shy, tipsy smile. “Happy now?”

Mark grinned, gave each breast one last gentle squeeze, and let his hands drop. “For the moment,” he said.

Kelly laughed softly and topped off everyone’s margarita. “Welcome to the lake, Beth. Things only get more fun from here.”

Mark’s hands still cradled the soft weight of Beth’s breasts, thumbs sweeping slow, possessive arcs across the flushed skin beneath her nipples. His voice came out low and rough.

“Let me give them a little kiss, okay? Just one on each. They’re begging for it.”

Beth’s breath caught. “You said a feel,” she countered, half-laughing, half-breathless. “Now you want to suck my tits?”

Mark’s grin was pure sin. “I’m a man of evolving appetites. And those pretty pink nipples look so damn delicious I can barely think straight.”

The salon went dead quiet except for the soft slap of water against the hull and the low thrum of the generator. Beth’s chest rose and fell in quick, shallow waves. She looked at me, eyes glassy with tequila and nerves and raw want, then at Kelly, then back to Mark.

A long, charged beat.

She reached for the hem of my T-shirt and pulled it up and over her head in one slow, deliberate motion. The fabric snagged for a second on her breasts, then released them with a soft bounce. They settled high and full, nipples drawn up tight and flushed dark rose from all the attention.

Mark exhaled a reverent “Fuck, yes,” and leaned in.

He didn’t rush. He started with the left breast, cupping it gently from underneath, lifting it slightly, brushing his lips across the soft upper curve in a teasing graze. Beth’s breath stuttered. Then he moved to the nipple, circling it once, twice with the tip of his tongue before drawing it slowly into his mouth. A soft, wet pull, a gentle scrape of teeth, and Beth’s head fell back against the cushion with a broken moan that shot straight through me.

He switched sides, giving the right nipple the same slow worship, sucking a little harder this time, cheeks hollowing. The sounds filled the small salon: soft pops when he released her, the slick slide of his tongue, Beth’s ragged breathing, the occasional helpless whimper when he grazed her with his teeth.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away. My wife’s breasts glistened from Mark’s mouth, rising and falling in his hands while his wife watched with half-lidded eyes and a smile that said she’d seen this show before and loved every second of it.

Kelly’s hand found my thigh under the table, fingers tracing lazy, dangerous circles that crept higher with every wet sound Mark made. Her nails scraped along the inseam of my trunks, then slipped beneath the leg, cool fingers wrapping around my aching cock.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she whispered against my ear, breath warm, lips brushing the shell. She gave me one slow stroke, then another, thumb swiping over the head where I was already leaking. “Want to see what mine taste like while he finishes his dessert?”

Her free hand guided mine to her breast, pressing my palm against one small, firm mound, the dark nipple hard as a pebble against my fingers. She let out a soft, encouraging hum when I instinctively rolled it between thumb and forefinger.

Across from us, Mark pulled off Beth’s nipple with a soft pop, gave it one last slow lick, and sat back, lips wet, eyes dark.

Beth was flushed from collarbones to hairline, chest heaving, nipples shiny and impossibly stiff. She looked dazed, gorgeous, and when her gaze finally found mine, unmistakably turned on.

I barely registered my own movement. One second I was sitting there, pulse roaring in my ears, watching Mark worship Beth’s breasts; the next I was leaning across the small space between Kelly and me, mouth closing over one of those small, dark, impossibly hard nipples.

The contrast hit me like a slap. Beth’s breasts are soft, heavy, yielding; Kelly’s were firm, almost athletic, the nipple a tight little bullet against my tongue. I sucked gently at first, tasting salt and coconut and warm skin.

“Suck harder,” Kelly breathed, threading fingers into my hair and pulling me closer. “Really pull on it with your mouth. Make it hurt a little.”

I obeyed. I sealed my lips around her and drew hard, cheeks hollowing, tongue flicking fast. She moaned low in her throat, hips shifting on the settee, and the sound went straight to my cock.

My trunks were gone before I realized anyone had moved them. I have no memory of hands on my waistband; one heartbeat I was dressed, the next I was naked, cock jutting up stiff and aching. Kelly slid off the cushion and dropped to her knees on the carpeted floor like she belonged there. She looked up at me once, dark eyes wicked, lips already wet, and then took me in.

Jesus Christ.

Her mouth was hotter, wetter, hungrier than I was ready for. She didn’t tease; she swallowed me to the root in one smooth glide, throat opening around the head, nose pressed against my stomach. The suction was perfect, relentless. She pulled back slow, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowed, then sank down again. My knees almost buckled.

She set a rhythm that felt like it was designed to unravel me completely: long, slow pulls that ended with her lips sealed tight around the head, tongue flicking the underside in quick, merciless flicks, then deep again until I felt the back of her throat flutter. Every time she took me all the way she held there, swallowing around me, the muscles of her throat milking the head while she hummed low and filthy. The vibration shot straight through my balls.

Her hands weren’t idle. One cupped my sac, rolling and tugging with exactly the right pressure, nails grazing the sensitive skin behind. The other wrapped around the base, twisting in perfect counterpoint to her mouth, slick with spit and precum. She pulled off once just to drag her tongue in one long, slow lick from my balls to the tip, then looked up at me, eyes watering slightly, lips swollen and shining, and smiled like she knew she was destroying me.

Then she really went to work.

She took me deep and stayed there, throat working, nose buried in my pubic hair, cheeks hollowed so hard I could feel the pull all the way to my spine. She swallowed again and again, rhythmic, deliberate, like she was trying to drink me down without letting me come. My hips started moving on their own, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts I couldn’t stop. She took every one, moaning encouragement, the sound vibrating around my cock until my vision blurred at the edges.

A guilty thought flashed through my head, unwelcome but undeniable: she was better at this than Beth. Not just eager, masterful. The way she controlled depth, pressure, rhythm; the way she used her whole mouth and throat like it was made for this. I shoved the thought away, but my cock throbbed harder in betrayal.

Across the table Mark still had his mouth on Beth’s breast, one hand kneading the other, but Beth’s arm was moving now in a steady rhythm between them. From the angle I could just see her fingers wrapped around Mark’s thick shaft, stroking him in time with his sucks. Her head was thrown back, lips parted, eyes half-closed in pure, dazed pleasure.


Taking Control

Kelly pulled off me with a soft, wet pop, stroked me once with a twisting fist, and smiled up like she knew exactly what I’d just thought.

“Let’s go aft,” she whispered, voice husky. “I want this cock inside me. Now.”

She rose in one fluid motion, took my hand, and led me toward the master stateroom, hips swaying, that perfect tanned ass flexing with every step. I followed, cock bobbing, heart hammering, the sounds of Beth’s soft moans and Mark’s low groans echoing behind us.

Kelly didn’t bother with the door. She simply crawled onto the wide king berth like a panther, turned, and crooked a finger at me. The salon light spilled in behind us, painting gold across her tanned back and the perfect curve of her ass. I followed, helpless, cock jutting up hard and aching.

Kelly didn’t wait for permission. She simply pushed me flat on my back with one firm palm to my chest, swung a leg over, and straddled my face without ceremony.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered, voice low and velvet-rough. “And keep it open.”

I obeyed before my brain caught up. She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, letting me see every inch of her descent: the neat dark landing strip, the smooth, tanned lips already slick and swollen, the way her thighs flexed as she settled her weight. The scent of her (sharp, musky, a little wild) filled my head. She didn’t sit; she hovered, just out of reach, and looked down at me between her small, high breasts.

“Lick.”

I lifted my head and dragged my tongue up her in one long, greedy stroke. She tasted different from Beth (less sweet, more salt and heat, like the lake itself had soaked into her skin). Kelly exhaled through her teeth, a slow hiss of approval, and finally sank down fully, pinning my mouth beneath her.

She didn’t rock gently. She used my face. Slow, hard circles at first, grinding her clit against my tongue, then sharp little thrusts that smeared her wetness across my lips and chin. Every time I tried to set the pace she corrected me with a roll of her hips or a tug on my hair, forcing me to follow her rhythm. Her thighs were strong, almost punishing, trapping my head exactly where she wanted it.

Beth never rode my mouth like this. Beth asked. Beth blushed. Beth let me lead.

Kelly took.

When she decided I’d earned it, she leaned forward (keeping her pussy sealed over my mouth) and swallowed my cock in one smooth, merciless glide. No teasing licks, no playful kisses. She took me to the root, throat opening, nose pressed hard against me, and held there while her muscles fluttered around the head. Then she started to fuck me with her mouth in the same dominant rhythm she used on my tongue: deep, relentless, cheeks hollowed, hand twisted around the base so I felt every inch of the slide.

The contrast was dizzying. Beth’s blowjobs were loving, eager, sometimes shy. Kelly’s were ownership. She wasn’t pleasuring me; she was using my cock exactly how she wanted, humming low every time I throbbed against her tongue, like my reactions were her personal toy.

From the salon came the unmistakable sounds of the settee creaking, Beth’s sharp, rising gasps, Mark’s low growl of encouragement. The slap of skin on skin started slow, then faster.

Kelly pulled off my cock with a wet pop, looked back toward the open door, then down at me again, eyes glittering.

“Listen to that,” she whispered, grinding hard against my tongue. “Your sweet little wife is getting fucked right now. That big, thick cock you saw earlier? It’s stretching her open, Chris. She’s never had anything like it.”

Jealousy stabbed, hot and sharp, but it only made me harder. Kelly felt it; she laughed softly and sank down again, riding my face in slow, punishing circles.

“That’s right,” she murmured, voice dripping with control. “She’s going to come screaming on him. And you’re going to lie here and let me use you while it happens.”

She spun around then (never breaking contact) until she faced my feet, knees pinning my shoulders. One hand guided my cock straight up; the other pressed between my shoulder blades, holding me flat. She looked down the length of her body at me, small breasts high and tight, dark nipples like bullets, and sank onto me in one slow, deliberate glide.

The heat of her was shocking. Tight, slick, almost brutal. She didn’t ease in; she took every inch at once and held there, inner muscles fluttering, letting me feel exactly how completely she owned me in that moment.

Then she started to ride.

Not gentle. Not sweet. She posted like a rider breaking a stallion: hard drops that slapped her ass against my thighs, slow grinds that dragged her clit across my pelvis, sharp twists of her hips that made my vision spark. Her hands planted on my chest, nails digging in, using my body for leverage. Her breasts barely moved (so different from Beth’s heavy, swaying softness), just high, proud little cones that flexed with every thrust.

From the salon Beth’s voice cracked through the air, raw and desperate.

“Mark… oh God… yes… I fucking love your big cock!”

The words hit me like a slap and a stroke at the same time. My hips bucked up hard; Kelly laughed breathlessly and slammed down to meet me, taking every thrust.

“That’s it,” she hissed, leaning forward so her small breasts brushed my chest, teeth grazing my ear. “Feel me while your wife gets ruined for every other man. She’s coming on him right now, Chris. Screaming for it.”

Beth did scream (long, shattered, the kind of sound I’d never pulled from her in twenty years of marriage).

Kelly’s eyes locked on mine, triumphant and cruel and utterly intoxicating.

“Come for me,” she commanded, inner walls clamping down hard. “Fill me while she empties herself on him.”

I lost it.

I flipped her onto her back in one violent surge, spread her legs wide, and drove into her with everything I had. She wrapped her thighs around my waist, nails raking my back, moaning my name like a demand. Three strokes, four, and I was gone, coming harder than I ever had in my life, pulsing deep inside her in thick, blinding waves while her pussy milked me dry.

When it finally ended I collapsed on top of her, shaking, breathless, the echo of Beth’s final scream still ringing in my ears.

Kelly kissed my temple, soft now, almost tender.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Welcome to the lake.”

Kelly collapsed forward onto my chest, her weight surprisingly light, small breasts pressed hard against me, nipples still like little stones. Her breath came in hot, ragged bursts against my neck, matching the frantic hammer of her heart against my ribs. For a long moment we just lay there, slick with sweat, the cabin air thick and heavy with the smell of us.

She lifted her head, hair wild, eyes half-lidded and glowing, and kissed me, slow, deep, filthy. Her tongue slid against mine, tasting herself, tasting me, tasting everything we’d just done. When she finally pulled back her lips were swollen, wet, curved in a satisfied, predatory smile.

“That was fucking incredible,” she whispered, voice hoarse and raw. “I’ve wanted to ride you like that since the second I saw you at that pool party.”

I laughed, shaky and wrecked. “I’ve never been ridden like that in my life. You’re… something else.”

She grinned, wicked and proud, then rolled off me and onto her back, legs falling open without a shred of modesty. Her pussy glistened, swollen, flushed dark, dripping with both of us, a thick rivulet of my cum already sliding down toward the sheet. The sight hit me like a punch to the sternum.

From the salon came the unmistakable, relentless sounds of Mark and Beth still going at it: the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, Beth’s breathless cries climbing higher and higher, Mark’s low, possessive growls. He hadn’t finished. He was still fucking her, hard and steady, and the knowledge that I’d come first while he kept going stabbed straight through my chest like a hot blade.

Kelly saw it flash across my face. Her smile softened, just a fraction, and she reached down, threading fingers through my sweat-damp hair.

“Hey,” she murmured, voice velvet and commanding all at once. “Get down here.”

I didn’t think. I didn’t hesitate. I moved.

I slid down the bed, settling between her thighs, hands spreading her open wider. The first taste, our combined release, salty and sharp and thick, should have shocked me. I had never, not once in twenty years of marriage, gone down on Beth after coming inside her. Never even considered it. But the sounds of my wife getting thoroughly, relentlessly fucked in the next room lit something fierce and desperate in me.

I licked her clean in long, deliberate strokes, dragging my tongue through the mess I’d left inside her, swallowing it down while she moaned above me. I traced every fold, every slick inch, lapping up the evidence of what we’d done until her hips started rolling again, greedy for more.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped, fingers tightening in my hair. “Just like that. Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked hard, flicking fast, determined to erase any hint that I’d finished first. Two fingers slid deep, curling hard against that spot that made her back arch clean off the bed. I added a third, stretching her, pumping in time with my tongue while her thighs clamped around my head.

She was close again already. I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered, the way her breath went ragged and broken.

From the salon Beth’s voice cracked through the air, raw, desperate, ecstatic.

“Mark… oh God… don’t stop… I’m gonna come again—”

Kelly laughed breathlessly, hips grinding against my mouth. “That’s it, Chris. Make me come while your wife gets ruined for every other cock but his.”

I doubled down, tongue lashing her clit, fingers driving deep, free hand pinning her hip so she couldn’t escape the pressure. She shattered a second time, pussy pulsing hard against my tongue, a fresh rush of wetness flooding my mouth as she came with a sharp, broken cry that drowned out everything else.

I kept licking softly through the aftershocks, gentle now, drawing it out until her legs stopped shaking and she tugged me up by the hair. Her eyes were glassy, lips parted, chest heaving.

“Perfect,” she whispered, voice hoarse. She kissed me slow and filthy, tasting both of us on my tongue, moaning softly into my mouth like she couldn’t get enough.

Then she smiled, wicked and tender all at once.

“Now leave some for Mark,” she said, half-laugh, half-command. “He’s going to want to add his load to yours when he’s done wrecking your wife.”

From the salon Beth’s voice cracked again, higher, longer, utterly shattered.

Kelly just laughed softly, pulled me down for one more deep, lingering kiss, and let her legs fall open in clear, shameless invitation for the next man who walked through the door.

Kelly’s words about Mark snapped me out of the haze. I rolled off the bed, still catching my breath, and stepped to the open doorway.

The sight stopped me cold.

Beth was on all fours on the salon carpet, head down, back arched, ass high in the air. Mark knelt behind her, hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto that thick, monstrous cock with every slow, deliberate thrust. Her breasts swayed heavily beneath her, nipples brushing the rug, mouth open in a constant stream of broken pleas.

“Fuck me… please… harder…”

Jealousy hit me like a fist in the gut, sharp, hot, and undeniable. My wife, my Beth, reduced to this, begging another man like she’d never begged me. Mark’s hips rolled forward again and Beth’s whole body shuddered, a raw, desperate moan tearing out of her.

Kelly’s hand found my cock before I could move. She pressed against my back, naked and warm, fingers wrapping around me with practiced ease.

“Look at her,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear as she began to stroke me slow and firm. “Your sweet little wife is loving every inch of that big cock. Listen to her beg for it.”

I was soft a second ago. Impossible. I’d just come twice. But her hand was magic (tight, slick with the mess we’d made), twisting just under the head on every upstroke, thumb swiping the sensitive spot that made my knees buckle. Blood rushed south so fast my vision blurred.

“She’s never had anything that thick inside her,” Kelly murmured, pumping me steadily now, feeling me swell in her grip. “Feel how hard you’re getting again just watching her get ruined. That’s your wife, Chris. She’s going to come screaming on him.”

Beth’s cries climbed higher, frantic. Mark’s pace picked up, hips slamming against her ass, the wet slap of their bodies filling the cabin.

Kelly’s strokes matched the rhythm perfectly. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Get nice and hard while he wrecks her. Imagine how stretched she is right now, how full.”

Beth’s back arched violently. “Mark… oh God… I’m coming… I fucking love your big cock!”





Unable to Resist

The words tore out of her on a scream, her whole body convulsing, thighs shaking as she collapsed forward onto her elbows, still impaled, still shuddering.

I lost it.

I came hard in Kelly’s hand, thick ropes spilling over her fingers, my knees buckling as the orgasm ripped through me a third impossible time. She milked me through every pulse, humming approval against my shoulder.

Mark groaned, hips jerking once, twice, then stilled deep inside her. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. His cock slid free with a wet sound (enormous, flushed dark, still rock-hard, shining with Beth’s juices and his own release). Beth collapsed onto her side, trembling, eyes closed, utterly spent.

Mark stood, cock bobbing heavy and proud, and walked straight to us. Kelly released me, wiped her cum-slick hand across her thigh, and lay back on the bed without a word, legs falling open, eyes locked on her husband with pure, hungry invitation.

He didn’t speak. Just climbed over her, lined up, and sank in to the hilt in one thrust. Kelly’s back arched, a low, satisfied moan spilling from her throat as Mark started to fuck her with the same steady power he’d just used on my wife.

I couldn’t watch anymore.

Mark’s thick cock slid out of Beth with a slow, wet sound that echoed in the small cabin like a gunshot. It stood proud, enormous, flushed dark and shining with her, still rock-hard even after everything. Beth collapsed onto her side on the carpet, trembling, eyes closed, chest heaving, utterly destroyed in the best possible way. A thin stream of cum followed his withdrawal, sliding down her thigh in a lazy trail.

Kelly didn’t wait. She lay back on the bed, thighs falling open, eyes locked on her husband with raw, open hunger. Mark walked straight to her, climbed over her without a word, and sank back in to the hilt in one smooth thrust. Kelly’s back arched off the mattress, a low, satisfied moan spilling from her throat as he started fucking her with the same relentless rhythm he’d just used on my wife.

I turned away.

Beth was curled on the salon floor, knees drawn up, arms wrapped around herself, shaking with aftershocks. Her skin glowed with sweat and sex, hair plastered to her forehead, lips swollen and parted. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. Mine.

I knelt and gathered her into my arms. She was limp, boneless, but her arms came around my neck instinctively, face burrowing into my shoulder with a soft, broken sound. I carried her through the narrow companionway to our forward berth, laid her gently on the sheets, and climbed in beside her.

For a long moment we just breathed. The boat rocked gently beneath us. From the master cabin came the steady slap of skin on skin, Kelly’s rising moans, Mark’s low growls. They weren’t quiet. They didn’t need to be.

Beth stirred, eyes fluttering open, glassy and dazed. She looked at me, really looked, and her face crumpled with sudden vulnerability.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, voice cracked and raw. “I’m so sorry, I—”

I kissed her before she could finish. Slow. Deep. Possessive.

I tasted Mark on her tongue (salt and sex and something darker). He’d come in her mouth too, more than once. The knowledge should have revolted me. Instead it lit a fire low in my gut that had no right to be there after everything.

She kissed me back like she was drowning, fingers clutching my shoulders, legs parting under the sheet as if her body already knew what came next.

I slid down her body, kissing every inch I passed: the hollow of her throat, the slope of her breast, the soft curve of her belly. When I reached her thighs I pushed them wide and just looked.

She was swollen, flushed dark pink, lips parted and glistening. Thick streams of Mark’s cum leaked from her, pooling on the sheet, mixing with her own wetness until everything was slick and filthy and used. The smell was overwhelming (sex and another man and my wife’s complete surrender).

I hated it.

I needed it.

I lowered my mouth and licked her in one slow, deliberate stroke from bottom to top, gathering the mess on my tongue, swallowing it down. Beth’s hips jerked; a broken cry tore out of her.

“Chris—”

I didn’t answer with words. I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked gently, tongue flicking soft and steady while my fingers spread her open wider. The taste was bitter, thick, disgusting, intoxicating. Every swipe of my tongue pushed more of Mark’s release into my mouth, and I took it, claimed it, turned it into something that belonged to us again.

Beth’s hands found my hair, pulling me closer, thighs trembling around my ears. I slid two fingers into her (she was loose, stretched, impossibly wet) and curled them hard against the spot that always made her sob. She did sob, a raw, desperate sound that cracked in the middle.

I kept going. Slow, then faster, then slow again, drawing it out, making her feel every second of being worshipped after being used. Her hips started rolling in helpless little circles, chasing my tongue, chasing release.

From the master cabin Kelly’s voice rose in a sharp, triumphant cry (she was coming again, hard, on the same cock that had just ruined my wife). Mark’s low groan followed, the rhythm of the bedframe against the bulkhead speeding up.

Beth heard it too. Her whole body tensed, breath hitching.

I sucked her clit hard and thrust my fingers deep.

She shattered.

Her back arched clean off the bed, thighs clamping around my head, a long, powerful scream tearing out of her as she came harder than I’d ever seen. Fresh wetness flooded my mouth, thick with Mark’s release, spilling over my tongue with every pulse of her orgasm. I kept licking softly, gently, until the last tremor passed and she collapsed, utterly spent.

Only then did I crawl back up her body, kissing her belly, her breasts, her throat, until I reached her mouth again. She kissed me back without hesitation, tasting everything that Mark, herself, me had left, moaning softly into my mouth like it was exactly what she needed.

I wrapped her in my arms, pulling her close, skin to skin, heart to heart. She curled into me, face buried in my neck, arms and legs tangled so tightly I wasn’t sure where I ended and she began.

From the master cabin the sounds slowed, softened, became murmurs and quiet laughter.

Beth’s breathing evened out against my chest. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my back.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice small and hoarse and perfect.

“I love you too,” I whispered back, pressing my lips to her temple.

We fell asleep like that, naked, sticky, utterly claimed and reclaimed, the gentle rock of the boat and the quiet hum of the lake lulling us into the kind of deep, exhausted, perfect sleep that only comes after everything has changed and somehow, impossibly, become exactly right.

Sunday morning drifted in through the portholes like warm honey, soft gold light sliding across the teak and brass, making everything look gentler, cleaner, almost innocent.

We had all showered, separately and quickly, as if by unspoken agreement we needed a moment alone with our own thoughts before facing one another again. When we finally gathered in the salon, the transformation was quietly surreal.

Mark stood at the stove in loose linen shorts, the draw-string dangling, flipping bacon with the same easy focus he might have used any other Sunday. Kelly leaned against the counter in a thin, faded tank top that clung to her small, high breasts and ended just below the curve of her ass, sipping coffee and humming something low under her breath. Beth sat on the settee in one of my old Navy T-shirts, sleeves rolled to her elbows, legs tucked beneath her, the hem riding high enough to flash smooth thigh every time she reached for the creamer. I wore boxer briefs and a rumpled T-shirt and felt strangely overdressed.

Plates appeared. Scrambled eggs, crisp bacon, buttered toast, sliced mango someone had found in the fridge. The coffee was strong enough to float a horseshoe. We passed the salt, the hot sauce, the last of the orange juice, and nobody quite met anyone else’s eyes for the first few minutes. The silence wasn’t awkward, exactly; more like the hush after a thunderstorm when the air is washed clean and everything feels possible.

Mark finally cleared his throat, set his fork down, and looked around the table with a sheepish half-smile.

“So… everybody okay this morning? No regrets? Nobody waking up thinking ‘what the hell did we just do’?”

Beth laughed first, soft and surprised, like the question had been waiting in the room and she hadn’t noticed until he named it.

“I’m more than okay,” she said, voice steady but warm. “Yesterday was… the second-best day of my entire life.”

I raised an eyebrow, fork paused halfway to my mouth. “Second?”

She turned to me, cheeks pink but eyes dancing. “First place is still the first morning of our honeymoon, when we woke up married and you made me burnt toast in bed and we didn’t leave the hotel room for two days.” She reached over and squeezed my knee under the table. “But yesterday is a very, very close second.”

Mark let out a low whistle. Kelly’s grin spread slow and catlike.

Beth took a breath, looked at each of us in turn, and kept going. “I need to say thank you. To all three of you. For making me feel safe and wanted and… free. For the first time in forever I wasn’t in my head. I was just… here. And it was perfect.” Her voice cracked just slightly on the last word. “I need to know you really meant it about what happens here staying here.”

Mark raised his right hand like he was taking an oath. “My word is my bond. Not a soul will ever hear a whisper.”

Kelly lifted her coffee mug in salute. “Same. My lips are sealed. Permanently.”

Beth’s shoulders relaxed all at once. She looked at me, eyes shining with something bright and fearless.

“Good,” she said, and the smile that broke across her face was the one I fell in love with twenty years ago, only now it carried a brand-new spark. “Because I’m not ready for this weekend to end. I vote we go back to the cove today. Two blankets this time; one was not enough real estate.” She turned to Mark with a playful glare. “And you and I are absolutely destroying these two at washers.”

Kelly clapped her hands once, delighted, the motion making her tank ride higher and flash the underside of one breast. “Oh, it is on. But new stakes.” She leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr. “Today we don’t play for clothes. Today we play for cocks.”

Mark barked a laugh so loud it startled a gull off the rail outside. He stuck his hand across the table. I reached over and shook it, both of us grinning like teenagers who’d just gotten away with something epic.

Beth lifted her coffee mug high. “To letting it all hang out,” she declared, “at the hang-out cove, one more time.”

Four mugs clinked in the quiet salon, the sound bright and certain.

Outside, the lake waited, mirror-calm, sun-drenched, and secretly smiling, ready for whatever we decided to give it next.

The weekend still had one more day, and none of us were anywhere close to done flying.


One Year Later

Same weekend. Same cove. Same boat. Same four people. Only nothing was the same.

The August sun poured down like liquid gold, turning the teak decks almost too hot to stand on. Kelly stood at the flybridge helm wearing nothing but sunglasses and a tiny white captain’s hat, tanned skin gleaming, small breasts high and proud, steering us into the hidden pocket of water with lazy, absolute confidence.

Down on the bow, Beth knelt naked on a thick towel, knees spread wide, back arched, mouth busy.

She had shaved everything smooth that morning, no landing strip, no trace of hair, just soft, naked, glistening skin flushed deep pink from sun and from what she was doing. Her nipples jutted out rock-hard, dark rose against pale, heavy breasts that swayed gently with the motion of the boat. Between her thighs she was visibly dripping, arousal sliding in slow, shameless trails down the inside of both legs.

Mark and I stood in front of her, shorts long abandoned, cocks hard and slick from her mouth. She worked us in perfect alternation: long, deep strokes on Mark, hand pumping me in flawless rhythm, then switching, swallowing me to the root while her other hand kept Mark on edge. Every passing boat got the full show and she didn’t care one bit. If anything, she arched higher, moaned louder, put on a performance.

A sleek Sea Ray cruised by a hundred yards off our port side, a young couple on the bow frozen in open-mouthed shock. Beth looked straight at them, cheeks hollowed around my cock, and gave a little hum of pure delight.

Kelly glanced down from the bridge, saw the audience, and laughed. “Show-offs,” she called over the rail.

Mark came first. His hand tightened in Beth’s hair, hips jerking once, twice, and he spilled down her throat with a low, satisfied growl. Beth swallowed greedily, eyes fluttering shut, then turned immediately to me and took me deep, humming until I followed seconds later, pulsing hard against her tongue while she milked every drop.

When we were both spent, she sat back on her heels, lips swollen and shining, chest heaving, and looked up at Kelly with a lazy, sated smile.

Kelly killed the engines, let the anchor splash, and came down the ladder two rungs at a time. She didn’t speak; she just pushed Beth gently onto her back, spread those smooth, bare thighs wide, and buried her face between them.

Beth’s back arched off the deck instantly, a sharp, shocked cry tearing out of her as Kelly’s tongue found her clit. A passing center-console slowed almost to a stop, the couple at the helm staring in stunned silence.

Beth didn’t care. She threaded her fingers through Kelly’s hair, hips rolling up to meet every lick, nipples so hard they looked painful, pussy dripping onto the teak beneath her.

I looked down at myself, then at Mark. Both of us were already half-hard again, rising fast in the warm air.

“Jesus,” I muttered, shaking my head with a grin. “Kelly’s about to get it in both holes before lunch.”

Kelly heard me. Without lifting her mouth from Beth’s pussy, she flipped me the bird over her shoulder, then pushed her ass back and up, an unmistakable, dripping-wet invitation.

Beth laughed, breathless and wrecked, and pulled Kelly tighter against her.

Some cages, once opened, stay open forever.

And we were never, ever closing ours again.
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By The Lakes: When Fun Between Friends Takes A Twis

As Luke and Emma walked onto their yacht it seemed like a normal weekend at the lake. Luke's friend Jake was bringing his new girlfriend Michelle, and the plan was sail out, enjoy the weather, enjoy the food, and enjoy the views.

But that didn't bank on Michelle, and the moment she stood in the kitchen with Emma and hatched the plan, this was going to be an interesting weekend.

Apparently Michelle wanted to take Jack's arrogance down a peg or two, and now she has an ally in Emma, who's always found Jack a little bit too much.

The only catch, well, Michelle's plan involves using Luke to tease Jack, and Emma isn't entirely sure how she feels about that. It's one thing to take Jack down a peg or two, but doing it by letting his pretty girlfriend give Luke a blowjob? That's getting close to the line. Although Emma knows one thing for sure, the way Jack looks at her she won't be left out unless she wants to be.

This weekend at the Lakes will have a few twists, that's for sure.

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World 

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?
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