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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

      

    


Shannon stepped out of the lake with water streaming down her skin like liquid glass, the sun painting her in gold.

She didn’t towel off.

Didn’t need to.

The breeze kissed across her bare shoulders and thighs, raising goosebumps, but she didn’t shiver. She liked the contrast—the cold lake against the warm air, the thrill of being exposed with nothing but trees to see her. Her wet feet padded softly along the packed dirt path leading up to the cabin, her fingers dripping, her hair sticking to her collarbones.

She hadn’t felt this alive in months.

No schedule. No texts. No pretending to be okay.

Just her, the water, and the woods.

She reached the clearing by the firepit and paused, stretching her arms overhead. Her skin pulled tight over muscle and softness, and for a second, she felt herself from the outside—curvy, damp, glowing in the light. The heavy weight of her breasts lifted slightly as she arched her back, the cool air brushing across her nipples. Her full C-cups bounced naturally when she shifted her stance, and she didn’t bother hiding them.

Why should she?

No one was here. She’d made damn sure of that.

At least, she thought no one was.

Up by the cabin, someone moved.

Her heart stopped mid-beat.

There was a man—leaning against the railing on the side porch, half in shadow. His posture said he’d been there for a while. Watching.

Shannon froze.

The man didn’t say anything. Didn’t move. Just... looked.

His eyes met hers, and for a moment, neither of them breathed.
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