
        
            
                
            
        

    
“Shit—who’s there?” Her voice cut through the stillness of the lake, sharp and startled. I froze, my pulse pounding in my ears as I stood there, half-hidden by the dense line of trees. Her eyes locked onto mine. Even in the dim moonlight, I could see the way her body tensed, the water lapping gently around her bare shoulders.

“It’s me,” I stammered, my voice cracking like I was still 16. “Ethan. I-I didn’t mean to—I was just walking and—”

She didn’t move, just stared at me for what felt like an eternity. Then, to my surprise, she laughed. Not a cruel laugh, but one that was soft and a little nervous. “Well, Ethan,” she said, her voice lowering, “are you just going to stand there, or are you going to join me?”

My heart skipped. Her voice had that playful edge to it, the one she used when she was teasing me during camp activities. But this was different. This wasn’t about tie-dye shirts or scavenger hunts. This was… real.

---

It had only been a few days since I’d arrived at Camp Willow Creek for what was supposed to be my last summer as a camper. I’d turned 18 just a week before, and everyone kept saying I was officially an adult now, but I didn’t feel like one. Not really. Not when my voice still cracked sometimes, not when I still got nervous around girls—especially her.

Her name was Cassidy. Cassidy with the wild, sun-bleached hair that fell in messy waves down her back. Cassidy with the laugh that could make the whole dining hall go quiet just to hear it. She was 22, and she was our counselor—my counselor—and she was gorgeous.

I’d noticed her the second I stepped off the bus. She was standing by the campfire, clipboard in hand, a pair of aviators perched on her nose. She had this effortless beauty about her, the kind that made it impossible not to stare. And I did. I stared a lot.

At first, I told myself it was harmless. I was just admiring her, the way you might admire a painting or a sunset. But then, as the days went on, I found myself seeking her out. Sitting near her at meals, volunteering for her activity groups, lingering by the arts and crafts cabin just to catch a glimpse of her. It was stupid, really. She was older, experienced, out of my league. But I couldn’t help it. She was magnetic. And every time she smiled at me, I felt like the ground was shifting beneath my feet.

---

The moonlight spilled over the lake, casting a silvery glow on the water. I hesitated, my fingers fumbling with the hem of my t-shirt. I could still hear her laughter, soft and inviting, as she floated lazily in the center of the lake. My heart was racing, my palms slick with sweat. This was crazy. I’d never done anything like this before. Never even thought about it.

But then I remembered the way she’d looked at me during the campfire earlier that night, her eyes lingering for just a second too long. The way she’d leaned in to fix my bracelet during crafts, her breath warm against my skin. Maybe it was just my imagination, wishful thinking. Or maybe… maybe it wasn’t.

I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it onto the ground, followed by my shorts. The cool night air kissed my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. I stepped into the water, the pebbles smooth beneath my feet. The water was cold at first, but as I waded deeper, it wrapped around me like a second skin.

She watched me, her head tilted slightly, a small smile playing on her lips. “You’re braver than I thought,” she said, her voice low and teasing.

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way my heart was pounding. “Brave?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed softly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Yeah. Most guys would’ve run for the hills if they caught me like this.”

I stepped closer, the water rising to my chest. “I’m not most guys,” I said, and immediately regretted it. It sounded cheesy, stupid.

But she didn’t laugh. She just looked at me, her expression unreadable. “No,” she said quietly. “You’re not.”

---

The silence between us was heavy, charged with something I couldn’t quite name. I could feel her gaze on me, steady and intense, and my stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and something else—desire. I’d never felt it this strongly before, this pull toward someone. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

She moved closer, her movements slow and deliberate. The water rippled around her, catching the moonlight in flashes of silver. “You’re shaking,” she said, her voice soft.

“I’m cold,” I lied, my voice barely audible.

She smiled, a small, knowing smile, and reached out to brush her fingers against my arm. Her touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat through me. “We can fix that,” she said, her voice low and smoky.

I sucked in a breath, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. “Cassidy, I—”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “Shh,” she whispered. “Just… let it happen.”

And then her lips were on mine, soft and warm, and the world stopped spinning. I froze for a moment, my mind blank, before instinct took over. I kissed her back, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. The water around us felt like it was on fire, every inch of my skin alive with sensation.

Her hands slid up my chest, her fingers tangling in my hair. She kissed me like she’d been waiting for this, like she’d wanted it just as much as I had. And maybe she had. Maybe all those lingering glances, those small touches, had meant something.

When we finally broke apart, she looked at me, her eyes dark and searching. “You’re full of surprises, Ethan,” she said, her voice husky.

I smiled, a little shakily. “So are you.”

She laughed, a soft, breathy laugh, and pressed her forehead to mine. “Let’s see where this goes, yeah?”

---

The water was warm now, or maybe it was just us. Her hands were everywhere, tracing patterns on my skin, sending shivers down my spine. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest, fast and steady, matching mine.

I wanted this. God, I wanted this. But there was something nagging at the back of my mind, something that made my stomach churn.

“Cassidy,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Hmm?”

“I… I’ve never…” I trailed off, my face burning.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine. “Never what?”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding. “I’ve never… done this before.”

She smiled, a soft, understanding smile, and brushed a strand of hair from my face. “It’s okay,” she said. “We’ll take it slow.”

But it wasn’t just that. There was something else, something I couldn’t bring myself to say.

She must’ve sensed it, because her expression softened. “What is it?”

I hesitated, my stomach twisting into knots. “I’m… I’m not… you know…” My voice trailed off again, and I looked down, my face burning.

She tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet her gaze. “Not what?”

I took a deep breath, my heart hammering in my chest. “I’m not… big.”

She blinked at me, her expression unreadable, and for a moment, I thought she was going to laugh. But then she smiled, a warm, reassuring smile, and leaned in to kiss me softly. “It’s not about that,” she whispered against my lips. “It’s about this.”

The water lapped gently against our bodies as Cassidy’s lips lingered on mine, her soft kiss sending shivers down my spine. Her hand traced a delicate path down my chest, her fingertips brushing over my skin as if she were memorizing every inch of me. I could feel my heart racing, my breath quickening as the intimacy between us deepened.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine with a mix of curiosity and something deeper—something that made my stomach twist in the best way. “You’re nervous,” she whispered, her voice low and soothing. “It’s okay. We’ll take this one step at a time.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “I’ve never… I mean, I’m…” I stammered, my words stumbling over each other.

Cassidy’s lips curved into a soft smile, her fingers brushing my cheek. “You’re a virgin,” she said gently, her tone free of judgment.

I nodded, my face burning with embarrassment. “Yeah.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned in to press another kiss against my lips. “That’s nothing to be ashamed of, Ethan,” she murmured. “It just means we’ll take it slow. And I’ll make sure you enjoy every moment.”

Her words were like a balm to my nerves, and I felt myself relaxing into her touch. Her hands slid down my sides, her fingers teasing at the waistband of my boxers. “Let’s get these off, shall we?”

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding, my breath catching as she tugged them down and off, leaving me exposed in the cool night air. She took a step back, her eyes roaming over my body, and I felt a fresh wave of self-consciousness wash over me.

But then she smiled—a smile that was full of warmth and something else, something that made my heart skip a beat. “You’re perfect, Ethan,” she said softly, her voice dripping with sincerity.

I blinked at her, unsure if I’d heard her correctly. “Perfect?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my knees weak. “Yes. Perfect. You’re exactly what I want right now.”

Her words sent a thrill through me, and I felt myself hardening under her gaze. She stepped closer, her hand reaching out to wrap around my length, and I nearly gasped at the sensation. Her touch was firm and confident, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip as she stroked me slowly.

“You’re so hard,” she murmured, her voice like velvet. “You want this, don’t you?”

I nodded, my breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yeah. I do.”

She smiled and lowered herself to her knees in the water, her eyes never leaving mine as she leaned in and took me into her mouth. The warmth of her lips, the wet heat of her tongue—it was overwhelming, and I let out a strangled moan, my hands gripping her shoulders for support.

She hummed softly as she worked, her lips sliding up and down my length with a rhythm that had me trembling. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing and taunting, and I could feel the pleasure building inside me, threatening to spill over.

“Cassidy,” I gasped, my voice shaky. “I—I can’t—I’m going to—”

She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her lips swollen and glistening. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm but playful. “I’m not done with you.”

She lowered her head again, taking me deeper this time, and I felt the tip of my cock brush the back of her throat. The sensation was electric, and I cried out, my fingers tangling in her hair as she deep-throated me with an ease that left me breathless.

She bobbed her head rhythmically, her tongue and lips working in perfect harmony to drive me wild. My hips began to move on their own, thrusting lightly against her mouth as I gave myself over to the pleasure.

When she finally pulled back, I was panting, my entire body trembling with need. She stood and pressed her body against mine, her skin slick and warm from the water. “Your turn,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

She turned and waded a few steps deeper into the lake before lying back in the water, her legs spreading as she beckoned me closer. I hesitated only for a moment before following her, my heart pounding as I knelt between her thighs.

Her hands guided my head down, and I hesitated, unsure of what to do. “Just follow my lead,” she whispered, her voice soft and encouraging.

I nodded and leaned in, my tongue brushing lightly against her folds. She gasped, her hips lifting off the water as I began to explore her with tentative strokes. Her taste was intoxicating, and I found myself growing bolder, my tongue delving deeper as I tried to mimic the things she’d done to me.

Her hands fisted in my hair, her moans growing louder as I worked. She was so responsive, so open, and it made me want to do everything I could to please her. My tongue found her clit, and I flicked it gently, earning a sharp cry from her that sent a jolt of satisfaction through me.

“Yes, Ethan,” she gasped, her hips bucking against my face. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Her words spurred me on, and I doubled my efforts, my tongue alternating between slow, deliberate strokes and quick, teasing flicks. Her moans grew more frantic, her body tensing as she approached the edge.

“I’m close,” she panted, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I kept going, my tongue relentless as I pushed her over the edge. She cried out, her body shuddering as she came, her thighs clamping around my head as she rode out the wave of pleasure.

When she finally relaxed, I pulled back, my own breathing ragged as I looked up at her. She was smiling, her eyes heavy-lidded and filled with satisfaction. “You’re a natural,” she murmured, her voice sultry.

I could feel my cock throbbing with need as she reached down and pulled me up, her lips meeting mine in a searing kiss. Her hand wrapped around me again, stroking me slowly as she whispered against my lips, “You’re perfect, Ethan. So perfect.”

The night air was cool as Cassidy and I stumbled back to the cabin, our bodies still humming with the electricity of what had just happened. Her hand was warm in mine, and every now and then, she’d glance over at me with that sultry smile that sent shivers down my spine. We didn’t talk much, but the silence between us was comfortable, filled with the unspoken tension that had been building since we’d met.

When we reached the cabin, she paused at the door, her eyes locking with mine. “You’re staying with me tonight,” she said, her voice low and inviting. It wasn’t a question. I just nodded, my heart pounding as she pushed the door open and led me inside.

The room was dimly lit, the moonlight streaming in through the windows and casting long shadows across the floor. Cassidy moved with purpose, pulling me towards the bed and gently pushing me down onto the edge. She knelt in front of me, her hands resting on my knees as she looked up at me with those deep, mesmerizing eyes.

“You’re amazing, Ethan,” she whispered, her voice soft but filled with conviction. “I mean it. You’re… incredible.”

I felt my cheeks flush, but before I could respond, her lips were on mine, her kiss slow and deliberate as she climbed onto the bed, straddling me. Her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. My hands found her waist, gripping her tightly as she deepened the kiss, her tongue exploring my mouth with a hunger that made my head spin.

She pulled away slightly, her breath warm against my lips. “Let’s just… stay like this for a while,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. I nodded, my hands trailing up her back as she settled against me, her head resting on my chest.

We lay there in the quiet, the only sound the steady rhythm of our breathing. My mind was racing, trying to process everything that had happened, but there was something about having her so close that made it all feel right. Like this was exactly where I was supposed to be.

Eventually, exhaustion caught up with me, and I drifted off to sleep with Cassidy wrapped in my arms.

---

The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed. I sat up, blinking the sleep from my eyes as I looked around the room. The early morning light was streaming in through the windows, and the sound of running water reached my ears. She must be in the shower, I thought, my heart skipping a beat at the idea.

I hesitated, unsure if I should stay in bed or go to her. The memory of last night flooded back to me, and I could feel my body reacting to the thought of seeing her again. Before I could stop myself, I was on my feet, moving quietly towards the bathroom.

The door was slightly ajar, and I could see the steam curling out from the crack. My heart was pounding as I pushed the door open, my eyes immediately drawn to the sight of Cassidy under the stream of water. Her back was to me, her long hair slicked down her back as the water cascaded over her body. She was even more beautiful up close, her skin glistening under the warm light.

She must have heard me, because she turned slightly, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “Couldn’t resist, huh?” she teased, her voice sultry as she reached out a hand towards me. “Come here.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I stepped into the shower, the warm water immediately soaking my clothes as I moved closer to her. Her hands reached for me, pulling me in until our bodies were pressed together, the heat between us palpable even through the water.

She kissed me, her lips demanding and urgent as her hands roamed over my body, tugging at my wet clothes until they were discarded on the shower floor. Her touch was electric, and I could feel myself hardening against her as she moved against me.

“Are you ready for this, Ethan?” she whispered against my lips, her voice filled with a mix of desire and tenderness. I nodded, my breath hitching as her hand wrapped around me, stroking me slowly.

She turned away from me, her hands bracing against the shower wall as she glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dark with need. “Take me,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart racing as I positioned myself behind her. My hands found her hips, gripping her tightly as I pushed into her, slow and steady. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel her body clenching around me as I began to move.

Cassidy moaned, her head falling forward as she urged me on, her voice husky with pleasure. “That’s it, Ethan. Just like that.”

Her encouragement fueled me, and I could feel the tension building as I moved faster, our bodies moving together in perfect rhythm. She reached back, her hand gripping mine as she pushed back against me, her cries of pleasure echoing in the small space.

I could feel myself getting close, the pressure building until it was almost unbearable. “Cassidy,” I gasped, my voice strained as I held onto her, my movements becoming more frantic.

“Come for me, Ethan,” she moaned, her voice filled with desire. Her words pushed me over the edge, and I cried out as I came, my body shuddering with the force of it.

When it was over, we stood there for a moment, both of us breathing heavily as the water continued to pour down around us. Cassidy turned to face me, her eyes soft and filled with affection as she kissed me gently.

“You were amazing,” she whispered, her voice warm and reassuring. I could feel my cheeks flush, but I didn’t say anything, just pulled her closer, holding her tight as the water washed away the sweat and passion of the moments before.

“So… what now?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper as she leaned against the shower wall. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and she grinned, pulling me closer.

The morning light filtered lazily through the trees as Cassidy took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine with a familiarity that made my heart race. She led me away from the cabin, her steps light and purposeful as we ventured into the dense woods. The air was thick with the scent of pine and earth, and the soft rustle of leaves underfoot was the only sound breaking the silence.

“Where are we going?” I asked, my voice tinged with both curiosity and nervousness. Cassidy glanced back at me, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

“Somewhere private,” she said, her voice low and playful. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and I felt a shiver of anticipation run down my spine. Something about the way she looked at me made me feel both vulnerable and desired.

We walked deeper into the woods until we reached a small clearing, bathed in dappled sunlight. Cassidy turned to face me, her hands resting on my shoulders as she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “I want to try something different today,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “Do you trust me?”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yes,” I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. She smiled, her hands sliding down my chest as she guided me to sit down on the soft grass.

Her fingers traced the waistband of my shorts, and I felt my breath hitch as she slowly pulled them down, leaving me exposed. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice soothing as her hands moved to my thighs. “Just let me take care of you.”

She positioned herself between my legs, her eyes locked on mine as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. I gasped, my hands gripping the grass beneath me as her tongue traced a slow, torturous path upward.

“Cassidy…” I breathed, my voice trembling as her lips closed around my balls, sucking gently. The sensation was overwhelming, and I arched my back, my hips lifting off the ground as she continued to tease me.

She pulled away, her eyes dark with desire as she looked up at me. “I want you to feel this,” she whispered, her fingers brushing against my entrance. I tensed, my breath catching as she pressed against me, her touch sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

It felt so intimate, so vulnerable, and yet, I couldn’t deny the thrill of it. Her finger slid inside me, and I gasped, my body trembling as she began to move it in slow, deliberate circles.

“Does it feel good?” she asked, her voice soft and encouraging. I nodded, my heart racing as she leaned in again, her lips wrapping around my cock. She swallowed me whole, her throat clenching around me as she took me deeper than I ever thought possible.

The combination of her mouth on me and her finger inside me was overwhelming, and I felt myself teetering on the edge of release. “Cassidy… I’m going to…” I managed to choke out, my voice strained with pleasure. She didn’t stop, her eyes meeting mine as I felt myself come undone, my body writhing as I shot my semen down her throat.

When it was over, she pulled away, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “You’re so good for me,” she murmured, her fingers brushing through my hair as I tried to catch my breath.

We stayed like that for a while, her head resting on my thigh as I stroked her hair, my heart still pounding. “This was… amazing,” I said softly, my voice filled with awe.

Cassidy looked up at me, her eyes warm and affectionate. “I wanted you to have this memory,” she said, her voice soft. “Something to take with you after camp ends.”

Her words felt bittersweet, and I felt a pang in my chest. After camp… The thought of leaving her behind was hard to bear, but I knew this was just a summer fling.

As we walked back to the cabin, the weight of reality settled over me. The final days of camp were a blur, the moments with Cassidy feeling like a dream I never wanted to wake up from. On the last night, she came to my cabin, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and something else I couldn’t quite place.

“This is it, Ethan,” she said, her voice soft. “I had a great time with you.”

“Me too,” I replied, my voice cracking slightly. “I’ll never forget this.”

She smiled, a hint of mischief returning to her eyes. “Good. I loved taking your virginity, Ethan. It was special.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that felt both tender and final. “But I’ll be back here next summer, and I plan to keep taking other guys at camp.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, but I managed a weak smile. “Maybe I’ll take the girls,” I said, trying to sound light-hearted.

Cassidy laughed, the sound soft and melodic. “Maybe you will,” she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. She leaned in for one last kiss, her lips lingering on mine before she turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, my heart heavy with emotions I couldn’t quite understand.

cover.jpeg
JENNA SAHARA





