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I pull up to the cabin, the familiar crunch of gravel under my tires sending a jolt of nostalgia straight through me. The lake shimmers in the late afternoon sun, its surface a mirror reflecting towering pines and the weathered wood of the cabin we’ve been coming to for as long as I can remember. I cut the engine, step out, and stretch my long, athletic frame, breathing in the crisp, pine-scented air.

Some things never change.

The same rusted mailbox leans slightly to the left. The same creaky porch wraps around the front. The same sense of calm settles over me like a blanket, even though it’s been years since I last came up here with both families at once.

This summer, everyone’s staying together again — just like we used to. My parents, the Johnsons. And the Elliots. All of us under one roof for a week at the lake, sharing meals, memories, and space that suddenly feels much smaller now that I’m not a kid anymore.

As I shut the car door, my eyes drift to the porch.

Mr. Elliot stands there with a cold beer in his hand, relaxed like he owns the place, even though it belongs to none of us and all of us at the same time. His salt-and-pepper hair catches the light, and even in casual shorts and a loose shirt, his muscular build radiates quiet, unforced authority.

My heart stutters.

“Hey, Mr. Elliot,” I call out.

He turns at the sound of my voice, eyes locking on me instantly. His gaze drags — not obvious, but thorough — and his mouth curves slightly before he speaks.

“Aaron,” he says, his voice deep, familiar, grounding. “Good to see you. You’re looking... grown.”

The word lands heavy.

Grown.
Yeah. I guess I am.
I’m twenty-one now. Not the scrawny teenager who used to fish off the dock with him, hanging on his every word. I run a hand through my hair, suddenly aware of my body in a way I didn’t expect to be.

“Thanks,” I say, heat creeping up my neck. “It’s good to be back.”

He takes a long pull from his beer, eyes still on me, and for a second I forget how to breathe.

“Looks like you beat the chaos,” he says, glancing toward the cabin. “Margaret’s inside already,” he says. “She doesn’t waste time.”

I nod, laughing. “No, she doesn’t.”

That earns a low chuckle from him — the kind that vibrates in his chest. “She’s been planning this week for months.” Married. Settled. Comfortable. 

I nod, shifting my weight as my boots sink slightly into the gravel. I can feel him watching me, not just politely, not like he used to when I was younger.

“Good to have you back, Aaron,” he says, setting his beer down on the railing. “You’ve always been a good kid. Helpful. Polite. Your folks raised you right.”

The praise hits harder than it should.

“Just trying to make it,” I say lightly, even though my pulse is anything but calm.

“Yeah,” he murmurs. “I can see that.”

He gestures toward the porch steps. “Sit for a minute. We’ve got time before dinner.”

I hesitate — just a beat — then join him, settling onto the warm wood beside him. Up close, everything about him feels amplified: the breadth of his shoulders, the veins in his forearm as he picks up his beer again, the easy confidence of a man who knows exactly who he is.

“So,” he says, turning toward me. “What’ve you been up to these days?”

“College. Working out. The usual.”

His eyes flick briefly to my arms, then back to my face.

“Looks like it’s working.”

The air between us tightens, charged in a way I don’t quite know how to name.

A loon calls across the lake. The porch creaks softly beneath us.

“You remember how to gut a fish?” he asks after a moment.

I laugh, grateful for the break. “Yeah. Think I’ve still got it.”

“Good,” he says, smiling. “Might need you tomorrow.”

Inside the cabin, I can hear my mom laughing, my dad’s voice carrying from the kitchen, Margaret moving around like she’s already in charge of the week. Normal. Familiar.

But sitting there beside Mr. Elliott, his knee just close enough to mine to make me aware of every inch of space between us, I realize something has shifted.

We’re all staying together again.

And this time, I’m not the kid everyone remembers.
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LATER, AFTER THE DISHES are cleared and the noise of the house fades, Mr. Elliott and I drift down to the dock together. It sits a short distance from the cabin, far enough that the porch light barely reaches it. The lake laps softly against the planks, steady and rhythmic, and fireflies blink in and out of the darkness like they’re keeping secrets.

We stand side by side, close enough that our shoulders touch. Neither of us moves away.

I watch the way the moonlight catches the lines of his face, the familiar shape of him softened by shadow. My pulse picks up, loud in my ears.

“You’ve always been a good kid, Aaron,” he says quietly. Then he exhales, like the words weigh something. “But you’re not a kid anymore.”

It isn’t really a question.

My mouth goes dry. I shake my head once. “No, sir.”

The word hangs between us.

He turns toward me slowly, giving me time — time I don’t use. His hand comes up, warm and steady as it cups my jaw. His thumb brushes my cheek, not tentative, but careful. Our eyes meet, and something in his expression shifts, settles.

When he leans in, it’s unhurried.

His lips meet mine firmly, deliberately, and the kiss sends a jolt straight through me. It isn’t frantic. It’s controlled, sure. I breathe him in and lean closer, my hands coming up on instinct, fingers curling at the back of his neck.

He deepens the kiss just enough to make my knees weak, and a soft sound slips out of me before I can stop it. His presence is overwhelming — grounding and demanding all at once — and when we finally pull back, my chest is tight, my body buzzing, the lake still moving quietly beneath us like nothing has changed.

His breath is hot against my lips. “You’ve no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that,” he whispers, his voice rough with need.

My heart pounds as I reply, “I think I’ve wanted it longer.”

His eyes darken, and he presses me back against the dock, his body pinning me down. “Let’s see how much you’ve wanted it,” he murmurs, his hand sliding down my chest, past my waistband, and gripping my already hardening cock. I gasp, my head falling back as his touch sends shocks of pleasure through me. The night air is heavy with the scent of pine and the sound of our ragged breaths.

As his lips trail down my neck, his teeth grazing my skin, my mind races. This is wrong—dangerous—but it feels so right. His hand tightens around my cock, and my hips buck involuntarily. “Fuck, Mr. Elliot,” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

He looks at me, his eyes smoldering; he captures my lips again. Our kisses deepen, his tongue probing, his hand working my cock through my shorts. I’m hard now, achingly hard, and I can feel his desire pressing against me, a bulge in his own shorts that makes my mouth water.

My hand trembles as I reach for the button of his shorts, my fingers fumbling with the fabric. Mr. Elliott’s breath catches in anticipation, his lips parting from mine as I undo the button and slide the zipper down. His cock springs free, thick and heavy, and I groan, my fingers wrapping around it. It’s hot in my hand, pulsing with need, and I stroke it slowly, reveling in the way he shudders under my touch.

“Fuck, Aaron,” he groans, his head falling back. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

I smile, a flush of pride warming my cheeks. “I think I’m starting to get the idea.”

He leans down, his lips brushing my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Take off your shorts,” he commands, his voice low and commanding.

My hands shake as I comply, my shorts pooling at my ankles. I’m naked now, my uncut cock jutting out, thick and proud, and Mr. Elliott’s eyes widen as he takes in the sight. “Oh my God, you must be at least nine inches, huh?” he murmurs, his gaze hungry. “Always knew you’d grow into something special.”

I feel a surge of pride, mixed with a heady rush of desire. “You think so?”

He doesn’t answer, just reaches down and grips my cock again, his thumb brushing the tip. Pre beads at the head, and he smears it with his thumb, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through me. “Yeah,” he says, his voice thick. “I think so.”

He pushes me back against the dock railing, his body looming over mine, his presence dominating. “You’ve wanted this, haven’t you?” he asks, his voice a low growl. “Wanted me?”

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps. “Yeah. For a long time.”

He smiles, a wicked, knowing smile, and leans down, his lips brushing mine. “Good. Because I’ve wanted you too. And I’m going to take you, Aaron. Right here, right now. On this dock, under the stars. You’re mine tonight.”

His words send a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and exhilaration. This is wrong—so wrong—but I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. I reach up, my hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him down to me. “Fuck me,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with need. “Please.”

He doesn’t need to be told twice. His lips crash against mine, his kiss fierce and demanding, as his hard cock presses against my own, hot and heavy, and I moan into the cool night air, my hips pushing into him instinctively.

“Not yet,” he murmurs, pulling back slightly, his eyes dark with desire. “First, I want to taste you.”

My breath catches as he trails
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