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  Chapter one
Dud Sparks


The backyard reeked of lighter fluid and burnt meat, the kind of stink that clung to your skin and made your hair smell like a gas station for days. Barbara stood on the busted patio, tits practically spilling out of her red-white-and-blue tank top, cutoff shorts riding up her ass, arms crossed under her chest like she was daring someone to look. Charles was hunched over his sad little box of fireworks, poking at them like he was about to discover the cure for erectile dysfunction. Another match fizzled out in his sweaty fingers. He grumbled about the air being too wet and struck another, like that would fix anything. 
Barbara watched the flame die again, third time in a row, and the dull ache in her cunt settled in like it always did. Every year, same shit: Charles playing with his limp fireworks, nothing ever going off, him shrugging like it wasn’t his fault. She shifted, denim grinding into her pussy, and tried not to think about how long it had been since anything down there had actually gotten her wet for real.
Charles straightened, wiping his hands on his shorts. His smile was the same hopeful one he gave her every night when he climbed into bed and patted the mattress like he was offering her a prize. “These ones are supposed to be good, Barb. The guy at the stand swore they’d go off like the Fourth of July ought to.” 
She forced a little laugh that didn’t reach her eyes. “Sure, honey. Just like last year. And the year before that.” 
He didn’t catch the edge in her voice. He never did. Instead, he crouched again, fiddling with the fuses, giving her a perfect view of his narrow back and the soft roll above his waistband. Barbara’s gaze drifted past him to the dark line of trees at the edge of the yard. Somewhere beyond them, the lake was waiting, full of real noise and real light and people who weren’t afraid to make things burn.
Her nipples stabbed at the thin cotton, hard enough to show. She told herself it was just the breeze, but she knew that was bullshit. The real lie was the one she swallowed every day: that Charles’s soft hands and softer cock were enough, that the crawling heat under her skin was just hormones or some other excuse she could jerk off to in her head.
Another match flared and died. Charles sighed. “Maybe I should’ve bought the bigger pack.”
Barbara bit her cheek, tasting blood, and felt the wetness starting to soak her panties. That slow, needy throb in her pussy, the one that always showed up when she let herself remember what she was missing. She pictured the lake show—the real fireworks, the kind that made your bones rattle and your cunt clench. She pictured herself out there, tits out, letting the noise and the dark and the eyes on her finally shake something loose inside her.
“You know what?” she said, keeping her voice light. “I think I’ll run down to the lake show. Just for a little while. See if they’ve got any real sparks going off.”
Charles glanced up, surprised but not suspicious. “You sure? I can get these working. We can watch them together right here.”
She smiled the same soft smile she always gave him when she didn’t want to hurt his feelings. “I know, baby. But you keep at it. I’ll be back before the grand finale. Promise.”
He nodded, already turning back to the stubborn fuses. “Alright. Text me if you need anything. Love you.”
“Love you too,” she said automatically, the words sliding out as easily as always.
Barbara grabbed her keys off the patio table, the little jingle loud in the quiet yard. She didn’t look back as she walked to the car. The engine turned over smoothly, and she pulled out onto the street, windows down, warm summer air rushing in. In the rearview mirror, the house got smaller. Charles still crouched over his box of duds like a man determined to make something happen that just wouldn’t.
Her hand slid down to her bare thigh, fingers pressing into the skin, close to where the ache in her pussy was gnawing at her. It hadn’t faded. If anything, it was hungrier now, sharp and mean. She lied to herself: just going to watch the fireworks, nothing else. Just one night of real noise, real color, instead of the same limp pop and fizzle she got at home.
But her heart was already pounding, her pussy throbbing in time with the bass from some trashy country song about fucking up and not caring. She cranked the volume until it rattled her bones and mashed her foot down on the gas.
The lake was close. Ten minutes and she was in the gravel lot, the first boom rolling over the water like a cocky promise. She killed the engine and just sat, staring at the lights and the bodies moving in the dark. Her nipples were hard as rocks, shorts digging into her soaked pussy.
Barbara sucked in a breath, yanked her tank top down so her tits were practically spilling out, and stepped into the thick night. The air stank of gunpowder, lake water, and the kind of trouble she’d been starving for.
She told herself she was just here for the show.
She almost believed it.






  
  Chapter two
Lake Lights


The road to the lake was empty, headlights carving out a tunnel of dark. Wind whipped her hair across her face, but Barbara barely noticed. One hand on the wheel, the other jammed between her thighs, not rubbing, just pressing, holding the heat in her cunt like she could keep it from boiling over. Every bump in the road sent a jolt straight to her clit. She bit her lip until she tasted blood. 
She lied to herself: just going to see the big fireworks, nothing else. Charles was probably still at home, sweating and cursing over his limp little duds, trying to make something—anything—go off for once. She should have felt guilty. Instead, the thought sent another hot pulse through her pussy, made her squirm in the seat and clamp her thighs together like she could hold it all in.
Her mind kept replaying last night. Charles on top, gentle as always, sliding in slow like he thought she’d break if he actually fucked her. Three minutes of limp thrusts, his soft little grunts, then the usual weak spurt inside her before he rolled off and kissed her forehead like he’d just rocked her world. She’d stared at the ceiling, his cum leaking out, her body screaming for more—harder, rougher, meaner. She waited for his snoring, then shoved two fingers into her soaked cunt and rubbed herself raw, face buried in the pillow so he wouldn’t hear her come.
The memory made her nipples ache, stabbing at the thin tank top. She looked down at her tits, heavy and bouncing with every bump, the cheap fabric stretched so tight it was a miracle she hadn’t popped out. No bra. She hadn’t even thought about it—just grabbed her keys and left, like her body already knew what her brain was too chickenshit to admit.
Another boom echoed from the direction of the lake, louder now, closer. The sky ahead flickered with distant gold and red. Barbara’s breath hitched. Her free hand slid higher, fingertips brushing the damp seam of her cutoff shorts. She was soaked already, and she hadn’t even reached the crowd yet. The shame of it burned hot in her cheeks, but the shame only made her wetter.
She pulled into the packed lot and killed the engine. The night was a mess of noise—kids screaming, country music blasting, fireworks cracking overhead. Barbara just sat, heart pounding, staring at the lights. Her pussy throbbed with every boom, juices soaking through her shorts, denim clinging to her swollen lips like a dirty secret.
“Jesus, Barb,” she whispered to the empty car. “Get a grip. You’re just here to watch the show.”
But her body wasn’t listening. Her tits felt heavy and sensitive, nipples stiff little points begging for rough fingers instead of Charles’s careful mouth. She squeezed her thighs together again, and a soft whimper slipped out. The need was louder tonight, sharper, like something inside her had finally snapped its leash. Years of swallowing that need, smiling through another disappointing fuck, pretending the quiet life was enough—it all pressed against her ribs until she could barely breathe.
She climbed out of the car on shaky legs. The warm air wrapped around her bare thighs like a lover’s hand. Music and laughter rolled over her as she walked toward the water, hips swaying more than usual, tits bouncing freely under the thin top. Men’s heads turned. She felt their eyes crawling over her body, and instead of shrinking away like the good wife she was supposed to be, her pussy clenched hard enough to make her stumble a step.
Guilt tried to crawl up her throat—Charles back home, still fighting with his limp fireworks, probably wondering why she’d left. But the guilt was sweet tonight, mixing with the wet heat in her cunt and making everything sharper. She pictured him lighting another useless match while she stood here in the dark, letting strangers stare at her like she was a piece of meat. The thought sent another gush of slick down her thighs.
The crowd was thick near the shore. Families on blankets, couples groping each other, packs of guys pounding beers and yelling at every blast. Barbara found a spot by the water, arms crossed under her tits to hide her hard nipples, but the pressure just made them ache more. She rocked on her toes as another rocket screamed up and exploded, red sparks raining down like blood on the black water.
Her mind went there again, filthy and hungry. What would it feel like to have big, rough hands on her right now? Hands that grabbed her tits hard enough to bruise, that yanked her shorts down and spread her open right here, out in the open, while the sky exploded overhead. She squeezed her eyes shut, tried to kill the thought, but her clit throbbed like it was begging to be touched.
A deep male voice cut through the noise somewhere behind her. “Hell of a show already, isn’t it?”
Barbara didn’t turn. She just nodded, throat tight, the ache in her pussy sharp and hungry. The fireworks kept booming, lighting up the night in violent flashes, and for the first time in years she let herself imagine what it would feel like to actually burn instead of just fizzle out.
Her hand slid down again, fingers brushing the soaked, dark patch on her shorts. She pressed, just once, and had to bite her lip to keep from moaning as pleasure shot through her cunt.
Just watching the show, she told herself again.
But her body already knew the truth: the lie was dead, and she was starving.







  
  Chapter three
Patriotic Stranger




The crowd was a sweaty, jostling mess, bodies pressing in on Barbara from every side, some drunk asshole’s elbow digging into her ribs as another firework screamed up and exploded, splattering the lake with white light. She stood at the edge, arms crossed under her tits—big, heavy things that always drew stares—trying to pretend she wasn’t just some bored wife who’d abandoned her loser husband and his sad little pile of duds. The air reeked of gunpowder, cheap beer, and sunscreen, and every blast shook her tits and sent a hot jolt straight to her cunt. 
She shifted, the soaked crotch of her cutoffs grinding against her pussy lips, swollen and aching, every tiny movement making her want to moan. It was torture. She tried to watch the fireworks, pretend she cared about the stupid colors, but her eyes kept wandering to the men—big, loud, rough-handed bastards who looked like they’d fuck a woman hard and not apologize for it. The kind who wouldn’t bother with gentle, who’d bend her over and make her forget her own name.
Another explosion cracked loud enough to make her jump. Gold sparks rained down, and for a split second the whole shore lit up. That was when she saw him.
He stood a few yards away, taller than most, shoulders broad under a simple black t-shirt that stretched across a chest built from real work, not gym mirrors. Short dark hair shot with gray
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