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Prologue
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The dream was hazy, warm, suffocating in the best possible way. It wasn't a place so much as a feeling—the low thrum of a boat’s engine vibrating through my bones, the sharp, pleasant bite of lake water in my nose, and Zack’s mouth. It was just his mouth in the dream, soft and sure and tasting of cheap beer and sunshine. There was no build-up, no awkward fumbling. In this perfect dream, I just leaned in and he met me halfway, our lips sliding together in the middle of a laugh. The heat that bloomed in my chest was potent, intoxicating, and deeply, fundamentally wrong.

My eyes snapped open.

The first thing I felt was the oppressive, sticky heat of my own body under the comforter. The second was my cock, rock-hard and straining against my boxer briefs. A thick, slick bead of pre-cum had already soaked through the thin fabric, making a wet spot against my thigh. My heart was hammering, not with dreamy lust, but with a jolt of pure, unadulterated panic.

Zack? Where the hell did that come from?

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to banish the image of his laughing, sun-kissed face. It was just a dream. A random neuron firing, that’s all. Five beers and falling asleep watching action movies would do that to a guy. Right? My body was just... confused. Probably just needed to fuck. Yeah, that was it. I was just horny. A simple biological problem with a simple biological solution.

Emma was still asleep beside me, her breathing soft and even. The unfamiliarity of my own libido was a cold knot in my stomach, but the heat in my groin was a drumbeat I couldn't ignore. I rolled over, my movement deliberate.

I leaned in, pressing my lips to the warm, fragrant skin of her shoulder. I kissed her, a soft, wet trail up her neck until I reached her mouth. I kissed her the way I was supposed to, the way a man kisses his girlfriend. A real, proper tongue kiss, tasting the mint of her toothpaste from the night before.

She stirred, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she began to wake. My hand slid under the hem of her nightshirt, my fingers tracing the soft curve of her waist until I found the heavy weight of her breast. I tweaked her nipple, felt it pebble against my palm, and then I bent my head to take it into my mouth. I licked and sucked, feeling the texture of her against my tongue, the familiar intimacy of it.

But my brain was a traitor. As I swirled my tongue around her nipple, all I could see was Zack’s firm, tan chest in my mind. I wasn't sucking on Emma’s breast; I was marking his chest. Leaving a wet hickey right above his heart. I wanted to bite him.

The thought was so electric, so depraved, that it sent a fresh, urgent surge of lust straight to my dick. I pulled away, moving down her body with single-minded purpose. I parted her legs and settled between them, lowering my head to her core. This was territory I knew. This was familiar. This was safe.

I went down on her. I let my tongue do the work, exploring the familiar folds and textures. I ate her pussy with a desperate, distracted fervor, trying to lose myself in the act. I was trying to taste her, to find the comfort in her unique flavor, but my mind kept supplying a new one. Salt and skin and the clean, musky taste of a man. I was imagining eating Zack out. I was imagining his firm ass clenching around my ears as he writhed against my mouth. The mental image was so fucking vivid, so wrong, that I felt a fresh surge of my own pre-cum dribble into my boxers.

"Jesus, Jake," she moaned, her hands fisting in my hair, pulling me closer. "Right there... don't stop."

I didn't stop. I couldn't. I drove my tongue into her, a frantic, almost punishing rhythm, trying to fuck the dream out of my head with her body. Her back arched, her thighs clamped around my head, and she came with a shuddering cry, her hips bucking against my face.

Before she had even recovered, I was on her. I climbed up her body, kicking my boxers off. My cock, a hard, steel beam, bounced against my stomach. I positioned myself at her entrance and drove in, hard and fast. I needed this. I needed to feel her, to be inside her, to remember what was real. I set a brutal pace, my hips slapping against hers, my face buried in her neck. Each thrust was an attempt to erase Zack's mouth, to replace the memory of his lips with the slick, wet reality of her pussy.

It was mechanical, primal. A pure, carnal act. With a guttural groan, I came hard, my entire body tensing as I emptied myself into her. It was a release, but it felt hollow. It felt like nothing.

Emma, satiated and sighing, rolled over and snuggled into her pillow, her breathing already evening out as she drifted back to sleep.

I lay there for a minute, my chest heaving, the sweat cooling on my skin. The ghost of the dream was still there, stronger than ever. I got out of bed, my body a tangled mess of confusion and post-orgasm clarity. I went into the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face. My reflection in the mirror looked like a stranger.

I had a pontoon to pack for. Five guys. A full day on the lake. Beer, weed, and endless open water. And I was going to be there with him. With Zack. And I had no idea what the hell I was going to do.
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The Pontoon Pact
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The marina was chaos on a Saturday morning, a chorus of boat engines whining and the acidic smell of gasoline mingling with the sweet, warm scent of lake water. Emma’s little convertible was parked right at the edge of the gravel, the four of them—Emma, Lisa, Sarah, and Chloe—all a mess of lipstick hugs and last-minute reminders.

“Don’t you boys get too drunk,” Chloe said, playfully swatting Carter on the arm.

“Always the plan, babe,” Carter grinned, already focused on the prize bobbing behind us.

I tried to focus, I really did. I was nodding along as Emma told me—again—to make sure I re-applied sunscreen, that my phone was charged, that I wore my life jacket if I was going to be towing anyone on a tube. But my brain was a radio stuck between two stations, and one of them was all static and the other was all Zack.

I couldn’t stop looking at him.

He was standing a few feet away, doing a bro-check with Connor, both of them laughing as they adjusted their hats. The morning sun hit his shoulders, picking out the highlights in his brown hair and carving shadows between the muscles of his back. He wasn’t built like Carter’s blocky bulk; Zack was all lean, corded grace, the kind of athletic build that was both powerful and elegant. And he was happy. That easy, blinding, 100-watt smile of his was on full display as he laughed at something Connor said, his teeth impossibly white against his tanned skin. He was a living, breathing beer commercial.

Last night’s dream slammed into me again, hot and confusing. His mouth...

“You listening, Jake?” Emma’s voice cut through my haze.

“Yeah, yeah. Sunscreen. Got it,” I mumbled, forcing a smile. I leaned down and kissed her, keeping it chaste, brief. A duty. When I pulled back, my eyes snagged on Zack again. He was watching us, a funny little smile on his face, but his eyes were on my mouth as I pulled away from hers. The look lasted a second—just a fraction of a second too long—and then he blinked, turning to ruffle his hand through his hair. A fresh sheen of sweat slicked his temples.

I felt a stupid, hopeless flutter in my chest.

“Alright, girls, your chariot awaits,” John announced, performing a ridiculously formal bow toward the dock.

Our deck hand for the day, I guess. John was the designated serious one, the guy who knew how to tie the ropes and check the engine. He and Carter had spent the better part of an hour loading the coolers, their grunts and slaps reverberating across the water.

“Have fun with your little spa thing,” Connor called out to Sarah, his voice dripping with mock sweetness.

“Don’t break anything!” Lisa yelled to all of them.

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Chloe added, which was a hilarious and impossible standard.

The girls piled back into the convertible, a flash of sunglasses and blonde hair, and with a final, trailing wave, they were gone. The sound of their receding engine was slowly replaced by the gentle lapping of the water against the pontoons.

The silence that descended was immediate, heavy with male energy and freedom. The five of us stood there for a beat, just breathing in the day. Then Carter broke the spell.

“Alright, boys. A moment of silence for our innocence.”

Connor popped the lid on the first cooler. The blast of cold air was a blessing. “It died last semester, bro. Let it go.”

“Ceremonial first beers,” Carter declared, already digging through the ice. He emerged triumphant, a frosty bottle in each hand. He tossed one to John, then to Zack. “Sun’s over the yardarm. Hell yeah.”

John twisted off the cap and took a long, dramatic swallow. “Here’s to not having to listen to them talk about exfoliation for the next eight hours.”

“Amen,” I said, my voice a little too tight. I cracked my own beer, the hiss and pop a welcome sound. The cold glass felt real, solid. The first sip was cold and bitter, a promise of something to numb the static in my head.

Zack had already grabbed his line and was perching on the edge of the pontoon, baiting a hook with a casual dexterity that was hypnotizing. The sunlight glinted off his arm as he moved. He must have felt my stare because he glanced over his shoulder at me, a small, knowing smile playing on his lips.

“What’s up, Jake? You look a million miles away.”

“Just thinking about how many fish I’m gonna school you guys at,” I shot back, the response coming automatically. He laughed, and it was a real laugh, not the one from my dream.

“Tough talk from a guy who can barely get his line untangled,” Connor teased.

I just shook my head and took another long pull from my beer, trying to wash away the image of Zack’s mouth with the taste of cheap hops. It wasn't working. We were barely ten feet from the dock, a day of sun and debauchery stretched out before us, and all I could think about was how I was going to make it through the next five minutes without making a complete and total fool of myself.

John, at the helm, executed a perfect three-point turn. With a final, slightly indignant toot of the horn, we were untethered, backing away from the marina and into the wide-open channel. The transition was immediate, palpable. The sounds of the dock faded, replaced by the steady thrum of the 150-horsepower engine and the hiss of water against pontoons. We were five. Free. Castaways in the middle of our own small, testosterone-and-beer-fueled world.

The next hour was a blur of unwritten guy code. We pointed out ridiculous waterfront McMansions, yelling rich-kids jokes at the kids fishing from their tiny docks. Carter and Connor were locked in a debate over who had the worst fishing-related injury, a story that involved a poorly-hooked lure and an ER visit that was growing more exaggerated with every telling.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





