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The sun warms my bare skin as I sit on the edge of the dock, my toes skimming the cool lake water. The air is thick with summer—pine, sunscreen, and possibility. I’ve spent countless vacations here at my parents’ lake house, but this trip? This one’s different. I’m alone for a whole week, and this time I have plans.

You see, next door there’s Jake. The man who bought the neighboring house last year and became friends with my parents. He’s older, so much older than me, and I’ve secretly been in love with him ever since I first laid eyes on him—okay, so maybe it’s lust, but he’s all I can think about since last summer. He was so confident, so sure of himself. He made the guys my age at college seem immature and inexperienced–plus Jake is smoking hot.

He never paid me much attention when he saw me last year, but I’m determined to make him take notice now. 

A chorus of joyful shrieks erupts from the shoreline several houses away, startling a flock of geese into flight. I smile even though my stomach is full of butterflies. Today is the day everything changes. I’ve decided he’s going to be my first. He just doesn’t know it yet.

I close my eyes, imagining his strong hands, his crooked smile. The way his T-shirts always seemed just a little too tight across his chest. Heat pools low in my stomach, and I bite my lip, trying to rein in my runaway thoughts. It’s been like this ever since last summer. It was like being struck by lightning. After a year of masturbating to the thought of him, I want the real thing—and I really don’t want to return to college in the fall as a virgin, especially since I sort of lied to my roommate and told her I hook up with an older neighbor every vacation. 

A car door slams in the distance, and my eyes fly open. Is that—? I see a flash of blue through the trees by Jake’s house and I know it’s his truck. He’s home. It’s now or never.

I reach behind me and tug at the strings of my bikini top. When the fabric falls away, I shiver at the thought of Jake seeing my bare breasts. Am I really doing this?

Before I can second-guess myself, I shimmy out of my bikini bottoms, dropping them next to me. The rough wood of the dock scratches my bare ass, and I giggle at how crazy this is.  I’m naked. Completely naked, out here where anyone could see.

Exhilaration wars with nerves in my stomach. What if Jake laughs at me? What if he ignores me all week?

But then he calls out a greeting, and suddenly, all my doubts evaporate. I arch my back, tipping my face to the sky and letting the sunlight illuminate my skin.

This is it. The moment everything changes. I’m going to make him see me as a desirable woman.

Jake cuts through my spiraling thoughts. “Melissa?” 

He’s looming over me and his broad shoulders block out the sun. He takes in my naked body, then quickly looks away. Is that a blush creeping up his neck?

“What’re you doing? Put your clothes on.” His gruff tone makes my body tingle.

I stand up slowly. He reaches to help me, but then pulls back as if he’s afraid to touch me. I can feel the heat of his gaze even as he tries to look away, and it makes me feel powerful and desirable.

“I’m just sunbathing.” I keep my voice light and innocent. “The warmth feels so good on my bare skin.”

He runs a hand through his short brown hair, and I want to reach out and do the same. He’s clearly flustered, and knowing I caused that gives me a naughty thrill.

“You can’t just...You’re naked. This isn’t right.”

My heart pounds as I take a step closer to him. “Does it bother you?” His jaw clenches, creating an inferno of need in me. God, I want to kiss that jaw. “No one is going to see me other than you, and I’m safe with you, right?”

He balls his hands into fists at his sides, as if he’s trying to control himself. “Melissa, I’m your parents’ friend, for Christ’s sake. They asked me to watch over you this week, but this isn’t what they meant. I’m going into my house, and we can pretend this never happened.”

His statement stings, but I push past the hurt. Despite his declaration, he doesn’t make a move to leave, and that only emboldens me. I’m not backing down now. I pout slightly, looking up at him through my lashes the way I’ve seen women do in movies. “We’re both adults.” I take another step closer, close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. It takes everything in me not to press myself against him. “Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

He groans, rubbing a hand over his face. The sound goes straight through me, making my pussy tingle with pleasure. “You’re beautiful. But that’s not the point.”

Beautiful. He thinks I’m beautiful. The word echoes in my mind, giving me courage. I reach out, my hand shaking slightly as I place it on his chest. His heart is pounding beneath my fingertips, matching the frantic rhythm of my own. “But what if I want you to look at me? To touch me?”

He glances down at my hand, and I expect him to remove it. “You don’t know what you’re asking. You’re innocent. I’m not.”

My entire body feels like it’s on fire, burning with need. “So teach me what I don’t know.”

He hesitates, and his eyes sparkle with lust. I can see the struggle in his expression, the war between his loyalty and his desires. I stand there waiting, hoping. Please, Jake. Please want me.

I can tell the moment he’s made a decision because he cups my cheek. His thumb brushes my lower lip, and I can feel the rough calluses on his skin. It takes everything in me not to part my lips, to taste him.

“You’re playing with fire, babygirl,” he murmurs.

I smile as a rush of triumph ripples through me. I want this too much to back down now. “Then burn me.”

I hold my breath, waiting to see what he’s going to do.
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Jake’s demeanor radiates a fierce hunger as he grabs my wrist, practically dragging me towards his house. My heart hammers, and I stumble, not out of clumsiness, but from the anticipation surging through me. I don’t give a fuck if I trip; all I care about is that he’s not turning me away.

Once we’re in his living room, he stops. “You sure you want this, babygirl?” His growl sends a shiver down my spine. “Because once we start, I’m not holding back. I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

Well, that won’t be too hard, since I’m a virgin. Not that I’m going to tell him that. I nod and give him a determined look. “I’m sure. I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”

That’s all it takes. He gives a primal snarl and his mouth crashes down on mine. His kiss is brutal, his tongue invading my mouth, claiming, devouring. I moan and melt into him as I kiss him back, gripping his shoulders for support.

He breaks the kiss off, and groans, “You taste so fucking sweet,” as he squeezes my ass roughly. “I knew it would be difficult to be around you this week, but I told myself to stay in control. I didn’t know you were going to offer yourself to me.”

Oh my god. He wanted me? My head spins from delight as he lifts me effortlessly. I wrap my legs around his waist, and he carries me to the couch, throwing me down before settling between my thighs. He squeezes my breasts hard, pinching my nipples as I gasp with pleasure and pain. His mouth is hot on my neck, sucking and nibbling. I can feel his cock, hard and insistent, through his jeans. I rock against him, desperate for relief.

“Patience, my little slut,” he chuckles as he grasps my hips to stop my movements. “We’re doing this my way.”

I squirm, trying to get closer, but he continues to hold me still. “Don’t move or I’ll spank you and send you home without fucking you,” he says sternly. 

Oh shit, I don’t want that. “Jake,” I moan. “Please...”

“Please what?” He skims his hands down my stomach, towards my pussy. “Tell me what you want, little slut.”

“I...I don’t know,” I admit, my voice breathy. “I just...I need...”

His fingers slip between my thighs, finding my clit. He begins to rub slow circles around it. “Is this what you need?”

My body quivers from delight and I can barely think. “Oh god. That feels so good.”

“Mmm, good girl,” he groans, and pushes two fingers into my pussy. “So wet and tight. I can’t wait to feel you around my cock.”

His words are filthy, and they turn me on even more. I grind against his hand, desperate for more pleasure.

“Actually...” He stops fingering me and
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