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When I sat down to write Seasons of Lust, I wanted to capture something more than just three hookups. I wanted to bottle the thrill of being caught off guard by desire — the kind that sneaks up on you when the air is warm, the lights are low, and your body suddenly aches for something you’ve told yourself you shouldn’t want.

Each story in this collection is born from that hunger. Summer camp nights where laughter around a fire turns into a brush of knees on a dock, the taste of lake water still clinging to your lips as a kiss changes everything. Halloween parties where masks blur the line between who you are and who you’re willing to be, and a stranger’s hands on your body make you forget the word “no.” And winter nights when the house is quiet, the fire is low, and intimacy becomes its own kind of heat — slow, steady, and impossible to hide.

These men aren’t just bodies pressed together; they’re raw nerves, beating hearts, mouths that can’t stay away even when they should. They’re the fantasies we tuck away until the right night — or the wrong man — makes them impossible to ignore.

Writing these stories turned me on as much as I hope they’ll turn you on. I wrote them with sweat on my skin, with the kind of urgency that comes when you’re living the scene in your head so vividly you can taste it. I wanted every kiss to make your chest tighten, every thrust to make your body tense, every secret to feel like your own.

So when you read Seasons of Lust, don’t just skim the pages — let yourself feel them. Let the summer air brush against your skin. Let the bass of a Halloween party thrum in your chest. Let the glow of a winter fire blur into the heat of another man’s touch.

Because these aren’t just hookups. They’re moments that steal your breath, leave you trembling, and remind you that lust doesn’t care about time, season, or circumstance. Lust just takes.

And if I’ve done my job right, by the time you close this book, you’ll be aching for more.

—Alexander Grant
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A Letter to My Readers
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Dear Reader,

This book isn’t just another story for me — it’s one of my favorites because it’s drawn from something that actually happened. I was in my twenties when it unfolded, and while I wasn’t a camp counselor, I did find myself on a camping trip with a straight guy. What happened out there has stuck with me ever since.

The woods have a way of intensifying everything — the crackle of the fire, the sweet haze from the joint we passed between us, the scent of pine in the air. Sitting shoulder to shoulder, every brush of skin felt electric. We weren’t supposed to cross that line, but the heat between us built until it burned hotter than both the joint and the fire in front of us. The nervous glances, the daring touches, the rush of knowing we were about to give in to something neither of us could take back — it was raw, messy, and unforgettable.

When I wrote Summer Camp Counselor, I wanted to capture that exact feeling — the hesitation and the hunger, the thrill of forbidden possibility, and the reckless abandon of giving in anyway. For me, this isn’t just a fantasy — it’s a piece of my past, translated into story, and a way to let you feel that night right alongside me.

Thank you for reading, for letting me share something so personal, and for keeping that fire alive with me.

Yours,
Alexander Grant

The first night at Camp Pinecrest, I felt like a kid trying to fake adulthood. I was twenty-two, fresh out of another college semester, and nervous about screwing up my first year as a counselor. The other guys already knew each other, swapping inside jokes across the campfire, while I just sat there with my clipboard and tried not to look lost.

Then there was Derek.

He was twenty-five, older than me but still young enough to look like he belonged on the other side of the fire with the campers instead of the staff. His skin was bronzed from weeks in the sun, his arms cut from hauling canoes and tossing footballs, his dark hair pushed back in a messy way that looked intentional even if it wasn’t. He had this easy, confident grin that made people relax around him — or made them blush, depending on how he aimed it.

Everyone knew Derek. He’d been a counselor for years, and his reputation was a mix of legend and warning. The kids adored him, the staff trusted him, but there were always whispers too — about how flirty he could be, about how he knew exactly how to push boundaries without ever getting in trouble. I told myself not to get caught in his orbit, but it was impossible.

That first night, I sat across from him while the kids roasted marshmallows. He caught my eye through the smoke and firelight, held my gaze for a second longer than he should have, and smirked before turning back to his campers. My stomach tightened like I’d been caught doing something I shouldn’t.

Over the next few days, I kept running into him. At the canoe racks, where he leaned against the wood with his arms folded like he owned the lake. On the paths between cabins, where he walked too close, his shoulder brushing mine just enough to make my pulse skip. During counselor meetings, where he’d stretch out in his chair, tanned skin glowing under the dim light, throwing me quick glances like he knew exactly what I was thinking.

When I was paired with him for lights-out duty, I knew I was in trouble. Derek made everything into a joke — the curfew checks, the cabin patrols, even the rulebook itself. He teased me about being too serious, about always doing everything by the handbook. The way he said it wasn’t mean, though. It was like he was testing me, waiting to see if I’d crack.

That night ended with him daring me to meet him at the dock after curfew.

I thought about it all the way back to my cabin. I told myself it was reckless, that I could get in trouble, that I should just sleep. But when the camp went quiet and the crickets sang, I found myself slipping out into the humid July night, shirt sticking to my back.

The lake shimmered silver under the moonlight when I reached the dock. Derek was already there, barefoot, leaning against the railing like he’d been waiting for me. His body glowed in the pale light — lean muscle, broad shoulders, his t-shirt stretched tight against his chest. He looked both effortless and untouchable, like someone carved straight out of every camp crush I’d ever had but never admitted.

The dock stretched into the lake, glowing silver under the moonlight. Derek was already there, barefoot, his legs dangling in the water. He didn’t move when he saw me; he just leaned back on his hands, grin tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Took you long enough, bro,” he said.

I hesitated, then lowered myself beside him, the boards warm under me, my feet slipping into the cool water. Ripples spread out across the surface, and for a moment we just sat there in silence, listening to the crickets and the soft lap of the lake.

“I almost didn’t come,” I admitted finally.

He chuckled low. “Yeah, but you did. That’s what counts.”

I stared out at the moonlight reflecting off the water, trying to calm my racing pulse. Derek broke the quiet first.

“I’ve been watching you since day one,” he said, voice casual, like he wasn’t dropping a bomb.

I glanced at him, startled. “Watching me?”

His eyes flicked over me before returning to the water. “You’re different. Shy. Always so damn careful. And yeah... you’re cute.” He smirked. “Don’t act surprised, bro.”

Heat shot up my neck, and I quickly looked away. “I don’t know what to say to that.”

“You don’t have to say anything,” he murmured. He let the silence linger before his tone dropped, rougher. “Just answer me one thing. Are you gay?”

The question froze me. My throat closed up. I wanted to give him an answer, but the truth was a mess even in my own head. After a moment, all I could do was sit there in silence, my chest tight.

Derek studied me for a long moment, then gave a small grin. “Doesn’t matter. I can see the way you look at me. And I think you know exactly how I’ve been looking at you.”

His shoulder brushed mine, light but deliberate. My breath hitched, and I couldn’t bring myself to move away.

“You don’t have to figure it all out tonight,” he whispered, leaning closer. “Just feel it.”

His lips pressed to mine, warm and insistent, and for a moment I froze. Then the tension that had been coiled in me all week snapped, and I leaned into him. His hand came up to the back of my neck, firm, pulling me closer, deepening the kiss until it stole the breath out of my lungs.

The taste of him was smoke and salt, summer heat and lake water, and I couldn’t get enough. The world shrank to the press of his mouth, the scrape of his stubble against my skin, the way he kissed like he’d been holding it back for far too long.

The dock creaked beneath us as I shifted closer, knees brushing his, the water lapping softly against the wood below. Derek’s other hand slid across my shoulder, steady, claiming, until I was pressed against his side. My pulse hammered in my ears, my body lit up in places I’d never let myself think about before.

He pulled back just far enough for his breath to ghost over my lips, eyes dark, a crooked grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. The air between us burned hot and humid, and every nerve screamed for more.

Derek kissed me harder, his mouth hot and urgent, and I melted into it. The dock swayed faintly under us, but I barely noticed — all I could feel was the weight of his hand gripping my thigh, sliding higher with every breath I took.

When his fingers pressed against me through the fabric of my shorts, I gasped into his mouth. The pressure made me dizzy, the denim suddenly too tight, every nerve sparking under the steady drag of his palm. My pulse pounded in time with the ache growing low in my stomach, sharp and insistent.

I reached for him in return, my hand brushing against the front of his cut-offs. He groaned at the contact, his body tensing, his breath breaking against my lips. The heat radiating from him was impossible to ignore, and the harder I pressed, the more he shifted toward me, his body restless, demanding.

We kissed like we were trying to drink the air out of each other, hands moving with growing certainty, stroking and teasing until the tension was unbearable. My body trembled, my chest tight, the friction and heat overwhelming until I couldn’t hold back. I shuddered as the release tore through me, leaving me gasping, clutching at him like I’d drown without the anchor of his body against mine.

Beside me, Derek groaned low, his grip tightening on my hip as he stiffened, his breath catching before spilling into a rough, broken laugh. He slumped against my shoulder, chest heaving, sweat dampening the thin cotton of his shirt.

The night seemed to hold us still, the lake whispering against the dock, crickets sawing in the trees. My head spun, my shorts clung damp to my skin, and my heart still raced like it hadn’t yet caught up.

Derek tilted his head, pressing a lazy kiss against my jaw. “Told you,” he murmured, voice rough but smug. “Best part of camp, bro.”

We sat there slumped against each other, feet still in the water, breathing hard like we’d just run laps around the lake. My body was wrecked, buzzing, my shorts clinging damp and uncomfortable against my skin.

I let out a nervous laugh. “God... my shorts are a mess.”

Derek smirked, still catching his breath. “Yeah, same here. Guess that’s one way to break in the summer, dude.”

Heat rushed to my face. I didn’t know if I should be embarrassed or proud, so I just stared at the water, trying to slow my pulse.

Derek stretched, rolling his shoulders like it was no big deal, then stood up, brushing his hands against his thighs. “Not bad for your first week, dude,” he said with a crooked grin. “Get used to it. Camp’s got a way of keeping things... interesting.”

Before I could find the words to answer, he padded back up the dock, barefoot and easy, leaving me alone with the humid night, the sound of crickets, and the sticky reminder of what just happened plastered against my shorts.

I sat there staring out at the lake, mind spinning. I didn’t know what this made me, or what would happen next. All I knew was that I’d never forget the way it felt when Derek finally closed the distance.

*** 
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The sunlight knifed through the cabin window, hot and merciless, dragging me awake before I was ready. My body ached, heavy and restless, and when I shifted under the thin blanket I realized I was hard again, just like when I’d stumbled back in a few hours earlier.

The shorts from last night weren’t on me anymore. I’d stripped them off the second I closed the cabin door, stuffing them deep in the bottom of my suitcase like I could hide the evidence from myself. But
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