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The road to the lake house wound through familiar pines, the late afternoon sun glinting off the water in the distance like it was mocking him. Seth gripped the steering wheel tighter, his stomach already twisting into knots. Two years. He’d managed to dodge this annual reunion for two whole years, citing work, citing distance, citing anything that kept him far from the one man who still haunted his late-night thoughts. Uncle Ray. Not really an uncle, just Dad’s best friend since before Seth was born, but the title had always made the wanting feel dirtier.

And now here he was, twenty-two and no less stupid about it. He could still see that night on the dock when he was nineteen—drunk on cheap beer and summer heat, the words “I think I might be into guys... into you,” lodged in his throat while Ray’s big hand rested heavy on his shoulder. Ray had just chuckled low in that gravel voice, told him he was a good kid, and walked away like it was nothing. Seth had jerked off furiously in the guest room that night, shame and lust burning through him in equal measure. The memory still made his face heat.

The driveway was already packed with cars when he pulled in. Kids shrieked and chased each other across the grass while aunts called out greetings from the porch. The air smelled of charcoal and pine and sunscreen, the familiar chaos of family that usually felt comforting.

Today, it felt like a trap. Seth forced a smile as he helped unload coolers from the trunk, keeping his head down, trying to stay invisible.

Then Ray spotted him.

The clap on his shoulder came heavy and warm, lingering just a second too long. “Well, look who finally decided to show up,” Ray said, that rugged, sun-weathered face breaking into a knowing smirk. At forty-eight he was still built like a man who worked with his hands—broad shoulders, thick forearms, salt threading through the dark hair at his temples. “You’re all grown up now, kid. Looking good.”

Seth’s pulse spiked. He managed a weak nod, aware of the other three men watching from near the grill: Vic, Marcus, and Derek—Dad’s old poker crew. All of them tall, solid, radiating that effortless older-man authority that made Seth’s skin feel too tight.

Ray’s hand hadn’t left his shoulder yet.

The afternoon unfolded in a blur of familiar noise and forced small talk. Seth helped carry trays of burgers and potato salad, nodded through questions about his job and why he was still single, all while hyper-aware of Ray’s presence. The man moved through the crowd like he owned the place—laughing with Seth’s dad, flipping steaks on the grill, occasionally glancing Seth’s way with that same unreadable smirk. Every look landed like a touch.

By the time the sun dipped lower, painting the lake in molten gold, the “poker crew” had claimed their usual spots near the fire pit. Vic, the burly ex-construction worker with arms like tree trunks and a belly that only made him look more imposing. Marcus, the silver-fox lawyer who could charm the pants off anyone with a few smooth words. Derek, quieter and more intense, his ex-military posture still ramrod straight even in a faded tee.

All four of them in their late forties to early fifties, all radiating the kind of settled, masculine confidence that made Seth feel utterly hopeless.

Ray caught him lingering at the edge of the group and waved him over with two fingers. “C’mere, kid. You’re not hiding in the corner all night.” That heavy hand landed on Seth’s lower back as he guided him into the circle, the touch casual to anyone watching but searing through Seth’s thin shirt. The others greeted him with easy grins and appraising looks that lingered a beat too long.

“You’ve filled out nice,” Vic rumbled, eyes drifting over Seth’s shoulders. Marcus chuckled. “Still blushing like you did at nineteen, though. Cute.” Derek just watched, quiet and assessing. Ray’s fingers flexed once against Seth’s spine before dropping away, but the heat of it stayed.

As the sky darkened and the family started drifting inside, Ray leaned in close, voice low enough for only Seth to hear. “The real party’s later. Boathouse. Midnight. Just us.” His breath brushed Seth’s ear. “You should join us this time. Bring that pretty face... and nothing else you don’t want ruined.”

Seth’s heart slammed against his ribs. Warning bells screamed in his head, but his mouth was already forming the words.

“Yeah. I’ll be there.”

The rest of the evening passed in a haze of forced laughter and cold beer. The barbecue stretched long into the warm summer night, strings of lights flickering over the deck while classic rock played low from someone’s speaker. Seth tried to stay on the edges, but the four older men kept pulling him back in—comments about how he’d “finally grown into those shoulders,” teasing jabs about how he was still single and clearly not bringing any girls around. Each remark landed heavier than the last, laced with something knowing that made his skin prickle.

Ray was the worst of it. He found excuses to touch him constantly: a guiding hand at the small of his back when Seth reached for another drink, ruffling his hair like he was still a teenager, pressing a fresh beer into his palm, and holding eye contact just long enough to make Seth’s throat go dry. The others noticed. Vic’s low chuckle, Marcus’s raised eyebrow, Derek’s quiet, watchful stare—they all seemed in on some private joke Seth wasn’t sure he wanted explained.

Later, when the family noise had mostly died down, Ray cornered him alone on the old wooden dock. The lake lapped gently at the pilings, the air thick with the scent of pine and distant woodsmoke. “You still curious like you were at nineteen, kid?” Ray asked, voice low and rough, stepping close enough that Seth could smell his cologne mixed with grill smoke. Seth stammered something incoherent, cheeks burning. Ray just chuckled darkly, clapped him on the shoulder again, and walked away, leaving Seth hard and humiliated in the dark.

He drank more than he should after that. Slipping upstairs to the guest bathroom, he locked the door with shaking fingers and shoved his shorts down, wrapping a hand around his aching cock. It only took a few frantic strokes before he came hard, biting his lip to stay quiet, Uncle Ray’s voice and those rough hands playing on loop in his mind. The shame hit immediately after—hot and heavy in his chest. What the fuck is wrong with me? He cleaned up quickly, splashed cold water on his face, and tried to pretend the ache was gone.

Midnight crept closer, the house finally quiet except for the occasional creak of settling wood and the distant call of loons on the lake. Seth lay on the guest bed staring at the ceiling, heart hammering so hard he was sure it would wake someone. His phone buzzed on the nightstand. He snatched it up, the screen lighting his face in the dark.

Boathouse. Now.

Bring that pretty face and nothing else.

The message was from an unknown number, but he knew exactly who it came from. His cock twitched despite the fresh wave of nerves. He stripped down to just a pair of loose shorts, pulse roaring in his ears as he slipped out the back door and padded barefoot across the dew-wet grass toward the boathouse. Every step felt like crossing a line he couldn’t uncross.

The old boathouse smelled of lake water, weathered wood, and faint cigar smoke when he pushed the door open. Dim battery lanterns cast warm, low light over stacks of cushions dragged onto the floor. The four men were already there, half-undressed and completely at ease—thick cocks already out, stroked lazily as they lounged back. Ray sat front and center, legs spread, his heavy length resting against his thigh. The sight punched the air out of Seth’s lungs.

Ray’s eyes darkened with satisfaction as he took him in. “There he is. Close the door, kid.” His voice was calm, commanding. “You know why you’re here. Say it.”

Seth swallowed hard, cheeks burning as the others watched with hungry, amused expressions. His voice came out rough and quiet. “Because... I want this.”

Ray’s smirk deepened, slow and satisfied. He crooked a finger, motioning Seth closer until he stood in the center of the cushions. “Good boy. We were hoping you'd admit that out loud.” The other men murmured their approval, stroking themselves more deliberately now. Up close, the sheer size and presence of them—all broad chests, thick thighs, and
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