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Chapter 1: Back to the Lake

Lena Carter’s tires crunched over the gravel drive leading to her grandmother’s lake house, the familiar scent of pine and sun-warmed water hitting her like a memory she hadn’t asked for. She killed the engine and sat for a moment, windows down, letting the quiet settle. Six years since she’d last been here. Six years since she’d left Silver Lake for the city lights, the steady boyfriend, the photography gigs that paid just enough to pretend she was living the dream.

She stepped out in her favorite sundress-thin white cotton, low neckline, hem flirting with mid-thigh. The fabric clung slightly from the long drive’s heat. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, strands already escaping. She looked every bit the city girl returning to small-town roots: sun-kissed skin, camera bag slung over one shoulder, a mix of nostalgia and restless energy in her hazel eyes. 

The house looked the same-peeling blue paint, wide porch overlooking the water, the old dock jutting out like an invitation. Grandmother was napping inside; Lena had strict instructions not to wake her until dinner. Perfect. She needed air, needed to stretch her legs, needed... something. She walked the short path to the marina, camera in hand, telling herself she was scouting shots for the renovation project. The truth was sharper. She wanted to see if he was still here. Jimmy Hale was. 

He was bent over the open engine compartment of a sleek fishing boat, shirtless, back muscles flexing under tanned skin streaked with grease. His jeans rode low on his hips, tool belt slung around them. Blond hair a little longer than she remembered, curling at the nape of his neck. When he straightened and wiped his forehead with the back of his arm, his eyes landed on her. For a second, the world narrowed to the space between them.“ Lena Carter,” he said, voice low and rough like lake gravel. A slow grin spread across his face. “Holy shit. You’re back.”

She laughed, trying to play it cool even as heat pooled low in her belly. “Hey, Jimmy. Still fixing everything that floats?” “Only the ones worth saving.” He stepped off the boat onto the dock, closing the distance. Up close he smelled like motor oil, sunscreen, and clean sweat. Taller than she remembered, broader. The teenage boy she’d once kissed behind the boathouse had grown into a man who looked like he could break things-or people-with very little effort. They hugged. It started innocent: old friends, old times. But his arms tightened, pulling her flush against him. She felt the hard ridge of his cock press against her stomach through his jeans. Her breath caught. He didn’t pull away immediately. “Been a while,” he murmured against her hair. “Too long,” she whispered back, then forced herself to step back before she did something stupid. Like climb him right there on the public dock.

They talked for twenty minutes-small stuff. The house repairs, her photography, his business. His girlfriend came up casually: “Jess is thinking about moving in after summer. Big step.” He said it like it was nothing, but his eyes stayed on Lena’s mouth. She nodded, smiled, felt the familiar ache bloom between her thighs. Boyfriend back in the city. Girlfriend here. Rules. Boundaries. Fuck the rules. She excused herself before the conversation turned dangerous, promising to swing by tomorrow for dock advice and maybe a boat ride. As she walked away, she felt his stare burning into her back.

Back at the house, she poured a glass of cold water and carried it to the porch swing. The sun was dipping low, painting the lake gold and pink. She pulled out her phone and opened her chat with Sara. Lena: Just saw Jimmy. Shirtless. Fixing a boat. Still stupid hot.
Sara: Pics or it didn’t happen, you tease.
Lena: No pics. But trust me-grease on his abs, that V-line dipping into his jeans. I’m literally throbbing.
Sara: Fuck. Tell me more. Is he still cocky?
Lena: Cockier. Hugged me and I felt how hard he got. Pressed right against me. I almost moaned.
Sara: Jesus, Lena. You’re killing me. I’m in bed already, hand between my legs. Keep going. What would you do if you were alone with him right now? 
Lena’s pulse hammered. She glanced around-no one. Grandmother asleep. Lake empty. Lena: I’d drop to my knees on that dock. Yank those jeans down. Take him deep until he’s cursing my name. Then I’d beg him to bend me over the boat rail and fuck me until I can’t walk straight.

Sara: God yes. I can picture it-your sundress hiked up, his big hands gripping your hips, pounding you while the water slaps the hull. You’d come so hard you’d scream.
Lena: I’m so wet right now. Panties are ruined.
Sara: Take them off. Touch yourself. Imagine it’s his fingers instead of yours. Tell me how it feels. Lena’s breath hitched. She slipped inside to her old bedroom, locked the door, peeled off her soaked panties, and lay back on the quilt. Fingers slid through her slick folds, circling her clit. Lena: So slippery. Swollen. Thinking about his mouth on me-tongue flicking while he growls how much he’s wanted this.
Sara: Mmm. I’d be there too. Watching. Then I’d push him aside and lick you clean. Taste how turned on you are for him. Suck your clit until you’re shaking.
Lena: Fuck, Sara...
Sara: Faster. Imagine us both on you-his cock stretching your pussy while I grind on your face. You’d come so hard between us. The words tipped Lena over. She arched, fingers plunging deep, thumb frantic on her clit. Orgasm crashed through her-sharp, shuddering, thighs clamping around her hand. She bit her lip to muffle the moan. When she could breathe again, she typed one-handed.  Lena: Just came. Hard. Thinking about you licking his cum out of me after he fills me up.
Sara: Good girl. Now get some rest. Because when I fly out next week for that “girls’ weekend,” we’re doing every filthy thing we just talked about. And more. Lena stared at the ceiling, heart still racing, body humming. Jimmy tomorrow. Sara soon. Summer had barely started, and she was already drowning in want. She smiled into the dark. This was going to be a very long, very hot season.

Chapter 2: Heat on the Water

Lena woke up still buzzing from last night’s frantic phone session with Sara. Her body felt electric, nipples tight against the thin tank top she’d slept in, thighs sticky from dreams that refused to fade. She showered quick-cold water to try and cool the fire-but it didn’t help. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Jimmy Hale’s grease-streaked abs, felt the press of his cock through his jeans on the dock yesterday. Wrong. Forbidden. And fuck, so hot.

She dressed for temptation: tiny denim cut-offs that barely covered her ass, a cropped white tank that showed a sliver of under-boob when she raised her arms, no bra. Flip-flops, hair loose and wavy from the lake air. She told Grandmother she was heading to the marina to “discuss dock repairs” and grabbed her camera as cover. Jimmy was there, same boat, same low-slung jeans, but this time he wore a faded black T-shirt stretched tight across his chest. He looked up when her sandals hit the dock planks, and his grin was instant-slow, knowing, like he could smell how wet she already was.

“Morning, city girl,” he drawled, wiping his hands on a rag. “Thought you might chicken out.” “Me? Never.” She leaned against the boat rail, crossing her arms so the crop top rode higher. His eyes dropped straight to the exposed skin, then back up, dark with hunger. “You offering that boat ride or what?” He tossed the rag aside. “Hop in.” The engine roared to life, and they cut across the glassy water toward the far cove-the one hidden by pines, where no one would see. Wind whipped her hair; she stood at the bow, arms out, letting the spray mist her skin. She knew he was watching. Knew the way her shorts rode up, the way her nipples poked through the damp cotton.

He cut the motor in the sheltered spot. Silence fell, broken only by water lapping the hull and their breathing. Jimmy stepped close behind her. “You’re playing with fire, Lena.” She turned, backing him against the console. “Maybe I like getting burned.” Her voice came out husky. She reached up, fingers tracing the line of his jaw, then down his chest, feeling the hard planes under the shirt. “You felt me yesterday. Felt how much I wanted you.” His hands found her hips, thumbs sliding under the hem of her shorts. “You’ve got a man back home.” “And you’ve got a girl moving in.” She pressed closer, grinding slow against the thick ridge in his jeans. “Doesn’t mean we can’t have this.”

He groaned, low and rough. One hand slid up her back, fisting her hair; the other dipped between her thighs, cupping her through the denim. “Fuck, you’re soaked already. These shorts are drenched.” She whimpered, rocking into his palm. “Been wet since I saw you yesterday. Thinking about your cock. How thick it felt against me.” Jimmy’s mouth crashed down on hers-hard, claiming. Tongue deep, tasting like coffee and sin. She kissed back just as filthy, sucking his tongue, biting his lip. His fingers worked the button of her shorts open, slipped inside, found her bare and slick. No panties. Just her, dripping for him. 

“Dirty girl,” he growled against her mouth. “No underwear? You planned this.” “Maybe.” She moaned when two thick fingers pushed inside, curling just right. “Wanted you to feel how ready I am.” He pumped slow, thumb circling her clit. “Gonna make you come right here on my boat. Then you’re gonna suck me off while I tell you how many times I jerked off thinking about this pussy after you left town.” The words sent her spiraling. She rode his hand, hips bucking, tits bouncing under the thin tank. “Jimmy-fuck-harder-”He obliged, fingers slamming deeper, free hand yanking her top up so her breasts spilled out. He bent, sucked one nipple hard into his mouth, teeth grazing. She cried out, fingers tangled in his hair, grinding frantically.

She came fast and messy-thighs shaking, slick coating his wrist, a sharp, needy sound tearing from her throat. He didn’t stop until she was trembling, boneless against him. Then he pulled his fingers free, held them up glistening. “Open.” She did. Sucked them clean, tasting herself, eyes locked on his. Jimmy’s control snapped. He shoved his jeans down just enough; his cock sprang free-heavy, veined, leaking at the tip. “On your knees.” She dropped without hesitation, the boat rocking gently beneath them. Took him deep in one slide, throat relaxing as she swallowed around him. Messy, wet, gagging just enough to make him curse. His hands fisted her hair, guiding her, fucking her mouth slow then faster. “Fuck-good girl-take it all-”

He came with a guttural groan, flooding her mouth. She swallowed every drop, licked him clean, then looked up with swollen lips and a wicked smile. They didn’t speak much after. Just heavy breathing, clothes half-fixed, the boat drifting. He dropped her back at the dock with a promise: “Tomorrow night. Boathouse. Midnight.” She walked home on shaky legs, pussy still pulsing, tasting him on her tongue. Back in her room, she stripped, flopped onto the bed naked, and video-called Sara.

Sara answered on the first ring-already topless, hair mussed, cheeks flushed. “Tell me you fucked him.” “Not yet.” Lena spread her legs for the camera. “But he finger-fucked me on his boat until I came screaming. Then I sucked him off. Swallowed every drop.” Sara moaned, hand disappearing between her own thighs. “Show me how wet you still are.” Lena angled the phone down, fingers parting her swollen lips. “Look what he did to me.” “Fuck, Lena.” Sara’s breathing hitched. “I’m coming tomorrow. Early flight. I need to taste that right now.” The call turned feral. Sara stripped fully, propped the phone so Lena could see everything-fingers plunging deep, other hand pinching her nipples. “Imagine my tongue there instead. Lapping up his cum mixed with yours.”

Lena mirrored her-three fingers inside, thumb on clit. “I want your mouth on me. Want you to eat my pussy while I tell you how his cock stretched my throat.” They built fast-dirty words, shared moans, screens full of slick fingers and heaving breasts. Sara came first-back arching, crying Lena’s name. The sight pushed Lena over: she bucked, squirted a little, soaking the sheets, vision whiting out. After, panting, Sara grinned at the camera. “Tomorrow I’m burying my face between your legs the second I walk through the door. Then we’re getting sloppy. Deep kisses. Sucking tits. Licking every hole until you’re begging.” Lena shivered. “Promise?” “Promise.” She ended the call, body spent but already aching for more. Jimmy tomorrow night. Sara tomorrow morning. Summer was turning into something dangerous-and she couldn’t wait to burn.

Chapter 3: All Day & All Night

Sara
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