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Chapter 1: Leaving the Clouds
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The drive from the cloud forest took most of the day. Winding roads, pit stops for coffee and questionable bathroom breaks, Lizzie controlling the aux cord like it was a matter of national security.

Cass kept her eyes on the road, but her attention kept drifting to her right. Lizzie with her feet up on the dash. Lizzie singing along to bad pop songs she definitely knew all the words to. Lizzie's bare thigh, brown from days in the sun, right there in her peripheral vision.

"Earth to Cass. You're gonna miss the turn."

Cass blinked. "No I'm not."

"You literally just passed it."

She hadn't. But she let Lizzie think she had, just to hear her laugh.

The hotel was exactly what they'd booked: cheap, clean, and close enough to the beach that you could pretend you could hear the waves if you tried hard enough. Two stories, white stucco, a palm tree in the corner of the parking lot that looked a little sad.

Lizzie grabbed her bag from the back seat before Cass could kill the engine. "I call first shower."

"You always call first shower."

"Because I always win."

Cass rolled her eyes and followed her to the check-in area, the heat settling heavy on her shoulders. It was different from the mountains. Thicker. Wetter. Everything felt closer here.

The check-in process was quick and simple. They had to leave a small deposit in Colones in case they damaged the room. Pretty standard stuff. Once they had their room keys, they headed back to the rental car to grab their things.

The room was small. Two beds pushed together with a single nightstand between them. A ceiling fan that clicked. A window unit AC that groaned.

Lizzie dropped her bag on the bed closest to the bathroom. "Home sweet home."

Cass dropped hers on the other. They were used to the routine by now. Most places had separate beds. They’d only had to share once. Not that Cass minded at all, of course.

Soon, the shower started. Cass sat on the edge of the mattress and scrolled her phone, not really seeing anything. Steam crept under the bathroom door. Lizzie was humming in there. Something slow. Something Cass didn't recognize.

She closed her eyes and let the fan click above her.

Later, showered and changed, they walked two blocks to a soda tucked between a souvenir shop and a closed-down real estate office. Plastic tables. String lights. A man at the grill who didn't need a menu.

They ate casado with fish and rice and beans so good Cass forgot to be nervous for a full twenty minutes. Lizzie talked about nothing. They noted the guy at the next table. The dog sleeping under the grill. Whether the sound of the ocean seemed louder at night.

"It does," Cass said. "Maybe because it’s more active when the moon’s out?"

Lizzie smiled at her across the table. "That's poetic."

"Shut up."

"No, I like it. Cass the poet."

Cass looked down at her plate. "Eat your dinner."

Back at the hotel, the AC had done its job. The room was almost cold. Lizzie was already in bed, propped against the headboard in shorts and a tank top, phone in hand.

Cass changed in the bathroom. Old habit. Even after ten years of friendship. Even after sharing beds.

When she came out, Lizzie had turned off the main light. Just the lamps on either side of the bed now. Soft yellow.

Lizzie looked up. "Beach day tomorrow?"

Cass climbed into her side of the bed. The sheets were cool. Lizzie smelled like her coconut shampoo.

"Yeah," Cass said. "Absolutely. That sounds perfect."

Lizzie smiled. Reached over and turned off her lamp.

Cass turned off hers.

In the dark, the fan clicked. The AC groaned. Lizzie's breathing slowed.

Cass stared at the ceiling and didn't move until she heard the soft sound of sleep beside her.
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Chapter 2: Tamarindo
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Cass woke to the sound of the ceiling fan clicking and the soft light slipping through the gap in the curtains. She turned her head. Lizzie was still asleep in the other bed, her wavy hair spread across the pillow, one arm hanging off the side. Cass watched her for a moment, then made herself look away.

She got up quietly, found her sandals by the door.

"Where are you going?"

Cass turned. Lizzie was propped up on one elbow, hair a mess, eyes barely open.

"Coffee. Go back to sleep."

"Wait. I'm coming."

“You sure? You don’t have to,” Cass told her.

“Yeah, I’m sure. I’m coming.”

Lizzie swung her legs out of bed, stretched in nothing but shorts and a tank top, and Cass very deliberately looked at the window.

—
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THEY FOUND A CART TWO blocks over. A woman working a small setup, coffee in little plastic cups, sweet and strong. Lizzie took hers black. Cass added some cane sugar and watched Lizzie lean against a lamppost, squinting at the sun like a cat.

"Breakfast? I’m getting pretty hungry," Cass admitted.

"Yeah. Starving. I need food," Lizzie responded.

They walked toward the beach, past shops just opening, surfboards leaning against walls, a man hosing down the sidewalk in front of a bar that definitely saw better nights. A woman called out from a stall selling woven bracelets and linen dresses. Lizzie waved but kept walking.

They found another soda with plastic tables facing the ocean. Eggs, rice, plantains, coffee refills. Lizzie seemed too tired, or too hungry to speak very much. They looked around. A sea gull eyed their table. They chatted about whether the water looked warmer today. The couple a few tables over was speaking what sounded like German. But all they could really focus on was their desire for food.

Finally, it arrived. Neither of them fully understood exactly what they’d ordered in the broken Spanish. Still, it looked absolutely delicious.

Lizzie began to talk again, this time with her mouth full of food. Cass couldn’t really make out exactly what she was saying, but still nodded along, eating her breakfast, and watching the way the sun caught Lizzie's shoulders.

After they finished up, they wandered some more. There was a shop selling handmade jewelry. A stall with bikinis Lizzie immediately started sorting through, holding up colours Cass would never wear. "This one. You'd look good in green." Cass bought it just because Lizzie said that.

Another shop. Hats. Lizzie tried on a wide-brimmed thing, posing like she was famous. Cass laughed so hard a woman turned to look.

The sun got higher. Hotter. Sweat at the back of Cass's neck.

"We should head back," Lizzie said. "Change. Actually get in the water this time. We did say it’d be a beach day, after all."

"Yeah, definitely. Let’s head back and change," Cassie agreed.

They walked toward the hotel, shoulders brushing every few steps. Cass felt every single one.
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Chapter 3: Changing


[image: ]


Back at the hotel, the room felt smaller than it had that morning. Darker. Curtains still half-drawn. The AC still groaning.

Lizzie kicked off her sandals by the door and went straight for her bag. "I'm changing first."

"You always change first," Cass complained. Much like the shower situation, this was the same way.

"Because I'm faster." She pulled out the bikini she'd bought yesterday. Blue. Simple. "Give me two minutes."

Cass sat on the edge of her bed, scrolled her phone, didn't look up. She heard the rustle of clothes. The soft thud of shorts hitting the floor. The creak of the bathroom door even though Lizzie wasn't using the bathroom, just changing right there, because they'd done this a thousand times.

"Okay. Your turn."

Cass looked up.

Lizzie stood by her bed in the blue bikini. Blue against her skin. Brown from days in the sun. A thin line of paler skin where her shorts had been. Hair pushed over one shoulder. She was looking down at herself, adjusting the tie at her hip.

Cass felt her face go warm. She looked back at her phone. "Cute."

"Cute? Just cute?"

Cass made herself look again. Made herself keep eye contact. "It looks fantastic, Lizzie. Really."

Lizzie turned to the mirror on the dresser, checked herself out. "I like it. The blue works."

"Yeah. It definitely works. It suits you, perfectly," Cass smiled.

Lizzie nodded to herself in the nearby mirror, seeming to understand.

Lizzie grabbed her cover-up, a loose white thing she'd bought near the cloud forest, pulling it over her head. Then she flopped onto her bed, phone in hand, already scrolling. "Your turn. Hurry up. I want to try to claim a good spot."

Cass grabbed her bag, pulled out the green bikini Lizzie had suggested she buy earlier this morning. She changed quickly, facing the wall, aware of Lizzie behind her, not looking. The green felt like too much. Too bright. She almost changed into something else.

"Hurry up, slowpoke," Lizzie teased.

Cass turned around. "I’m good. I’m ready."

Lizzie looked up from her phone. Her eyes scanned Cass, up and down, then back again. She grinned. "Told you. Green's your colour."

Cass grabbed her towel and tried not to blush. "It's fine," she said, not quite as confident as Lizzie was.

"It's more than fine. Now let's go,” Lizzie replied, smiling at her.

Lizzie stood, grabbed her own towel, and headed for the door. Cass followed, pulling her hair out from under her strap, the heat already waiting for them outside.

But for some reason, Cass felt as though she could have just as fun a day with Lizzie, inside.
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Chapter 4: The Beach
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The sun was brighter than earlier this morning. Less haze, more blue. Cass felt it the moment they stepped outside, warm on her shoulders, already promising a hot day.

They walked through town toward the beach, past some of the same shops from that morning but different now. Busier. A man power-washing the sidewalk outside a bar. A woman arranging sunglasses on a folding table. The smell of something grilling from somewhere down a side street. Lizzie walked ahead a few steps, cover-up loose over her bikini, sandals slapping against her heels.

The beach opened up in front of them. Golden-brown sand curving south in a long crescent, dotted with towels and umbrellas and groups of people. The Pacific stretching out flat and blue under the sun. Waves rolling in steady, not too big, not too small. Surfers dotted the lineup, dark figures sitting on boards waiting, paddling, dropping into waves when the sets came.

They walked along the sand near the water's edge, where it was damp and cool. Passed a family with kids building something elaborate. A couple sharing a single pair of headphones. A guy selling coconuts from a cooler, machete in hand. Neither of them said anything, but the coconuts indeed looked particularly refreshing.

"There," Lizzie said, pointing to a spot farther down, past the main cluster of people. "Less crowded."

They set up near a small outcropping of rocks, far enough from everyone else that Cass could breathe easy. Towels down. Bag planted. Lizzie immediately stripped off her cover-up and lay back, eyes closed, face to the sun.

Cass sat beside her, knees up, watching the water. Surfers paddling back out after rides. A group of beginners near the shore, instructors shouting encouragement, mostly in Spanish but sometimes in English. A dog chasing a stick, then chasing seagulls, then chasing nothing at all.

"Remind me," Lizzie said, eyes still closed, "I want to do surf lessons while we're here."

"Yeah?"

"Not today. But at some point. Feels like you have to, right? In Tamarindo?"

Cass watched a woman pop up on a wave, ride it almost to the sand, step off laughing. "Yeah. Feels like you have to."

Lizzie turned onto her stomach, propped on her elbows, looking out at the water now too. "Maybe the day after tomorrow. Something like that."

"Okay. Sure. I’ll try to remember to remind you," Cass said, as if she were taking note.

A group of surfers walked past, boards under their arms, speaking what sounded like French. A vendor called out something farther down the beach. The dog was back, chasing the stick again.

Cass leaned back on her hands, letting the sun hit her face. Warm. Bright. Lizzie beside her, close enough to reach.

It was the start of a perfect beach day.
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Chapter 5: Competition
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They stayed on the beach for hours. The sun moved across the sky, the tide crept closer, and neither of them suggested leaving.

Cass read for a while. A paperback she'd brought from home, pages softening from the humidity. Lizzie napped on and off, turning occasionally like a rotisserie chicken, as she put it. At some point she sat up and reapplied sunscreen, handed the bottle to Cass without asking, and Cass did her back, trying not to think about how warm her skin felt under her fingers.

"Want me to do you?" Lizzie asked.

"No, I'm okay," Cass said. She tried not to blush. She may have interpreted her words in a different sense.

"Suit yourself."

Lizzie lay back down. Cass kept reading, or tried to, but her eyes kept drifting to the water. To the surfers. To a group of guys maybe their age, standing in the shallows, boards under their arms, laughing about something. Tanned. Fit. One of them had blond hair bleached by the sun and a smile that seemed permanently fixed.

Lizzie sat up again, following Cass's gaze. "They look like they know what they're doing."

"The surfers?"

"Yeah. We should ask them for tips. Before our lesson. So we don’t look like idiots out there."

“Our lesson? I’m doing it, too?” Cass asked.

“Yeah. Our lesson. Of course we’re both doing it! Now, should I ask them for some pointers?”

Cass sighed for a moment, then shrugged. "Sure."

She looked back down at her book. But for some reason she didn't read a word.

A little while later, music started somewhere down the beach. A guy with a big JBL speaker, the kind that looked ridiculous carrying but sounded impressive once it was set down. Reggaeton. Bassy and rhythmic. A few people near him perked up, started moving to it, even though they were sitting down.

Lizzie's head turned. Just for a second. Then back.

Then a frisbee sailed past, landing a few metres from their towels. A guy jogged over to grab it, apologizing in accented English. Australian, maybe. Shorts, no shirt, sunglasses pushed up on his head.

"No worries," Lizzie said, smiling.

He smiled back. Then he just jogged away.

Cass watched him go. Cass also watched Lizzie watch him go.

"You want to play frisbee?" Cass asked.

"What? No. I'm good," Lizzie replied.

"Just asking, wasn’t sure."

Lizzie lay back down. Cass stared at her book. The same paragraph, three times now.

The afternoon stretched on. More people came. A group set up nearby with a hacky sack, barefoot in the sand, passing it between them in a lazy circle. Two girls and a guy. Good at keeping it going. Laughing when someone missed. Cass made a mental note to never play with them, for fear of embarrassment.

Lizzie watched them for a long moment. Cass noticed because she was watching Lizzie watch them.

"You used to play hacky sack," Cass said. "In university."

"God, yeah. At those awful house parties." Lizzie grinned at the memory. "I was terrible."

"You were okay."

"I was terrible. But it was fun."

The guy in the group missed a kick, stumbled, and made everyone laugh. Lizzie laughed too, just a little, under her breath.

Cass looked away. She still wanted to read her book. She just couldn’t quite get around to it.

The surfers came out of the water. The blond one, the one with the smile, walking right past their spot. He was dripping, board under his arm, and he caught Lizzie's eye as he passed.

"Good waves today?" Lizzie asked.

He stopped. "Yeah, really good. You surf?"

"Not yet. Going to try, though."

"You should. It's the best." He shifted his board, water running down his back. "There's a school right there, at the end of the beach. Carlos is the man! He's a really good instructor."

"Thanks. I'll check it out."

He nodded, smiled again, and kept walking.

Lizzie watched him go. Cass still watched Lizzie.

"Friendly," Cass said.

"Yeah. Helpful."

Cass didn't say anything else.

The music changed. Something older, something Cass's parents used to play. Lizzie perked up. "I know this song."

"Me too."

Lizzie started humming. Tapping her fingers against her thigh. Then she stood, brushing sand off her legs.

"I'm going in the water. You coming?"

"Maybe in a bit."

Lizzie shrugged, walked toward the ocean, cover-up left behind. Cass watched her go. Watched her wade in, dip under a small wave, and come up shaking water from her hair. Then she watched her float on her back for a moment, arms spread, face to the sky.

The hacky sack group had stopped playing. The guy with the speaker was packing up. The Australian guy was farther down the beach now, throwing the frisbee with someone else.

Cass looked at all of them. Then back at Lizzie, still floating, still alone out there.

She didn't know why she felt the way she felt. Watching Lizzie talk to strangers. Watching Lizzie smile at other people. Watching Lizzie exist in a way that made everyone around her look, just for a second.

It wasn't anything. It was nothing. Lizzie was her friend. Lizzie had always been her friend. Lizzie smiled at everyone.

But Cass sat there on her towel, knees pulled up, arms wrapped around them, and watched the water. And waited for Lizzie to come back.

Lizzie came back eventually. Dripping, breathless, collapsing onto her towel with a happy sigh.

"That was perfect. You have to go in."

"Soon."

"It's so warm. Like bath water."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Lizzie rolled onto her side, facing Cass. Water dripped from her hair onto the towel. "You okay? You've been quiet."

Cass shrugged. "Just reading."

"Must be a good book."

"It's okay."

Lizzie looked at her for a moment longer. Then she closed her eyes, let the sun hit her face, and didn't ask again.

Cass opened her book. Stared at the same page. The sun kept moving. The waves kept coming. The beach hummed with voices and music and laughter, all of it around them, none of it theirs.

She didn't know why she felt this way.

But she definitely felt it.
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Chapter 6: I Like You
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The afternoon was winding down, sun starting to soften toward evening, when the Australian guy came back. Not alone this time. Three others with him, two guys and a girl, all carrying frisbees and water bottles and just the easy confidence of people on vacation.

He spotted Lizzie immediately. Then he walked right over.

"Hey. Still alive?"

Lizzie laughed, sitting up. "Barely. The sun's trying to kill me."

"I know the feeling." He gestured back at his group. "We're starting a game. Nothing serious. Just throwing around. You guys want in?"

Lizzie looked at Cass. Cass looked at her book.

"I'm good," Cass said. "You can play if you’d like."

"You sure?"

"Yeah. I'll watch."

Lizzie hesitated for half a second, then stood, brushing sand off. "Okay. Be right back."

She followed the Australian guy to where the others were gathering, taking the frisbee someone tossed her, spinning it in her hands like she'd done this before. Which she had. Cass remembered. Back in university, on the quad, between classes. Lizzie was always good at stuff like this.

Cass watched.

The throwing started loose, easy. People fanning out, calling for throws, missing sometimes on purpose to make someone run. Lizzie fit right in. Laughing. Stretching for a catch she barely made. High-fiving the girl next to her.

The Australian guy threw to her more than the others. Cass noticed.

She told herself she wasn't watching. She opened her book. Then she closed it. Then she watched some more.

Time passed. The game moved closer to the water, then back. More people joined. Someone had a speaker now, different from the guy earlier, playing something poppier. Lizzie was in the middle of it all, hair flying, skin glowing, smiling at everyone like they were old friends.

Cass sat alone on her towel. The book in her lap. The jealousy building in her chest like something physical.

A frisbee sailed wide, arcing away from the group, heading straight for her. She looked up too late, barely got her hands up, fumbled the catch. It bounced off her fingers and landed in the sand beside her.

The Australian guy jogged over. "Sorry. You okay?"

"Yeah. Fine." She picked up the frisbee, stood, and threw it back. It wobbled, went wide, and landed short. He had to chase it.

He laughed, not unkindly. "All good. First time?"

"Something like that."

He jogged back to the game. Cass sat down. She felt her face burning with embarrassment.

Lizzie glanced over. Cass pretended not to notice.

The game went on. Lizzie and the Australian guy talked between throws. Standing closer than they needed to. Him touching her arm when he made a point. Her laughing at something he said, head tilted back, throat exposed.

Cass looked at the ocean. She looked at her hands. Looked anywhere but at them, in this moment.

By the time Lizzie came back, breathless and happy, the sun was starting to think about setting. The group was breaking up, people gathering things, heading off to showers or dinners or whatever came next.

"That was so fun," Lizzie said, dropping onto her towel. "You should've played."

"It’s not really my thing."

"It could be. You just have to practice."

Cass didn't answer.

Lizzie looked at her. Deeply. Soon her smile faded.

"You okay?"

"Yeah, I’m fine."

"You sure? You seem..."

"I'm fine, Lizzie."

Lizzie didn't push. Not then. She started gathering her things, shaking sand from her cover-up, packing the bag. Cass did the same. The silence between them felt different than before. Heavier.

They walked back toward the rocks, away from where the group had been. Away from everyone.

Lizzie stopped walking.

"Cass."

Cass kept going for two more steps. Then stopped, without turning around.

"What?"

"Something's wrong. I'm not stupid."

Cass stared at the rocks. The ocean. Anywhere but behind her.

"It's nothing."

"It's not nothing. You've been off all afternoon. Was it the game? Did I do something?"

Cass shook her head. Swallowed.

"Cass."

She turned. Lizzie was standing there, hair messy, face open, genuinely confused. Genuinely worried. And Cass felt something crack inside her chest.

"It's not—" She stopped. Started again. "You're just so... you. And I'm just me."

Lizzie frowned. "What does that mean?"

Cass felt her eyes sting. Pressed her fingers to them. "God, this is stupid."

"Hey." Lizzie stepped closer. "It's not stupid. Talk to me."

Cass dropped her hand. She looked at Lizzie, the setting sun catching her skin. The concern in her eyes. The way she always, always made Cass feel seen, even when she didn't want to be.

"I'm embarrassed," Cass said, voice smaller than she wanted. "Watching you out there. With them. You're so good at everything. You just... fit. Anywhere. With anyone. And I sit here, on my towel, with my stupid book, and I can't even throw a frisbee back without looking like an idiot."

Lizzie opened her mouth. Cass kept going.

"I wish I could be like you. I wish I could be cool, and athletic, and just... effortless. But I'm not. I'm just me. And you're you. And... and I..."

She stopped. The words caught in her throat.

"And you what?"

Cass shook her head, wiping at her eyes. "It doesn't matter."

"It matters. Of course it matters," Lizzie reaffirmed.

"And I like you." The words came out rough, broken. "I like you as more than just a friend. I've really liked you for a long time. And I'm scared to admit it because you just seem so perfect and amazing, and you get whatever you want so easily. And I don't think you'd ever like me how I like you."

The tears came then. Real ones. Hot and fast down her cheeks. She turned away, tried to hide them, tried to breathe. It was almost too much for Cass to handle. She wished she could disappear into thin air.

Lizzie moved.

She put her arms around Cass, pulling her close. Wrapping her up in that coconut shampoo smell, in the warmth of her skin, in something that felt like coming home.

"Hey," Lizzie said, soft against her hair. "Hey. It's going to be alright."

Cass shook against her. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to—"

"Stop." Lizzie held tighter. "Stop apologizing."

They stood like that for a long moment. The waves in the background. The distant sound of voices. Lizzie's arms around her, solid and real.

Then Lizzie pulled back just enough to look at her. Hands on Cass's shoulders. Eyes searching her face.

"Cass. Listen to me."

Cass looked up. Blinked through tears.

"I have feelings for you too."

Cass went still.

"I didn't mean to make you feel self-conscious. I didn't even realize. I just... I was having fun. I wasn't thinking about how it looked. But I like you. I like you just the way you are. You're beautiful, and you're smart, and you're real in a way that most people aren't." Lizzie's thumb brushed her cheek, wiping a tear away. "I think you're amazing. I've always thought you were amazing."

Cass stared at her. Hardly breathing.

"Really? You really think that?"

Lizzie nodded, holding her gaze. "I really do."

And then she leaned in and kissed her.

Soft at first. Questioning. Then surer, warmer, when Cass kissed back. Lizzie's hands on her face. Cass's fingers curling into the fabric of her cover-up. The sun warm on their shoulders. The sound of the ocean. Everything else falling away.

When they pulled apart, Cass was smiling. Finally smiling.

"Okay?" Lizzie asked.

Cass nodded. Swallowed. "Okay."

They packed up slowly. Not talking much, but different now. Softer. Every glance longer. Every accidental touch meaning something.

When they started walking back toward town, Lizzie reached out and took her hand.

Cass looked down at their fingers, intertwined. Then up at Lizzie.

Lizzie squeezed. Then they kept walking.

They held hands all the way back to the hotel.
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Chapter 7: The Door Closes
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The door clicked shut, and Lizzie was on her. It wasn't soft or questioning like the kiss on the beach. This was a hungry, demanding press of lips, all the pent-up tension of the afternoon finally breaking. Cass gasped into her mouth, her hands flying to Lizzie’s waist, clutching at the thin fabric of her cover-up as she was backed up against the door.

Lizzie’s hands were in her hair, tilting her head, deepening the kiss until Cass was breathless and dizzy. She could taste the salt on Lizzie’s skin, feel the heat radiating off her. It was overwhelming and perfect.

"God," Lizzie breathed against her lips, pulling back just enough to look at her, her blue eyes brimming with desire. "I've been wanting to do this all trip."

"Me too," Cass managed, her voice shaky. She pulled Lizzie back in, needing to feel her again.

This time, Cass took control, her tongue tracing Lizzie’s lower lip before slipping inside. Lizzie met her with a groan, her hips pressing forward, pinning Cass against the door with a deliberate, delicious friction that made her arch into it. All the insecurity from the afternoon melted away, replaced by a desperate, aching need.

Lizzie’s mouth left hers, trailing a hot path down her jaw, her throat. She nipped at the sensitive skin just above Cass’s collarbone, and Cass shuddered, her fingers tightening in Lizzie’s hair.

"Lizzie," she whispered. "Lizzie, please."

"Please what?" Lizzie murmured against her skin, her hands sliding down Cass’s sides, tracing the curve of her hips over the green fabric of her bikini bottoms.

"Touch me. Everywhere."

With a slow, deliberate smile, Lizzie reached for the tie behind Cass’s neck. The knot came undone with a simple pull. The green fabric of her bikini top fell away, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the room. Lizzie’s gaze was intense, hungry.

"Jesus, you're beautiful," she breathed.

She leaned down, her mouth closing over a perked nipple, and Cass cried out, her back bowing off the door. Lizzie’s tongue was magic, swirling and teasing, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak. One hand stayed on Cass’s breast, kneading and plumping, while the other slid down, hooking into the strings of her bikini bottoms.

Lizzie paused, her fingers resting on the ties. She looked up at Cass, her question clear in her eyes.

Cass nodded, her answer a breathless, "Yes."

The ties came undone. The green scrap of fabric fell to the floor. And then Cass was naked, completely exposed, against the door. Any lingering self-consciousness vanished when she saw the look on Lizzie’s face. It was pure, unadulterated want.

Lizzie dropped to her knees.

She pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to Cass’s stomach, her tongue dipping into her navel. Her hands gripped Cass’s thighs, spreading them slightly. And then her mouth was where Cass needed it most.

Cass cried out, her hands fisting in Lizzie’s brown hair as her tongue found her clit. It was a direct, expert stroke that sent a jolt of electricity through her entire body. Lizzie licked and sucked, her movements sure and confident, knowing exactly how to drive her wild. Cass’s hips bucked, practically riding Lizzie’s face, the pleasure building to an impossible peak.

"Don't stop," she panted. "Oh, god, Lizzie, don't stop."

Lizzie didn't. She slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as she continued to work her clit with her tongue. The dual sensation was too much. Cass came with a sharp cry, her body convulsing, her legs trembling as the orgasm washed over her in intense, shuddering waves.

Lizzie held her through it, helping to keep Cass on her feet, with her mouth and hands gentling as Cass slowly came back down, her head resting finally against the cool wood of the door.

When Cass could finally open her eyes, she looked down to see Lizzie looking up at her, her lips glistening, a triumphant, beautiful smile on her face.

"Jesus," Cass said, her voice husky.

"I’m assuming you liked that?" Lizzie whispered back, a dazed smirk spreading across her own face.

Cass reached down, pulling Lizzie to her feet. "Yep, loved it. My turn."

She spun them around, pinning Lizzie against the door. She kissed her hard, tasting herself on Lizzie’s tongue. Her hands were everywhere, mapping the curves of Lizzie’s body, sliding under the strings of her blue bikini top to palm the warm weight of her breasts. She undid the tie, letting the top fall away before moving down to untie the bottoms.

The blue bikini joined the green one on the floor. Cass took a moment to just look. Lizzie was all golden skin and lean muscle, a goddess in the dim light of the room.

"You're so beautiful," Cass said, meaning it with every fibre of her being.

She took Lizzie’s hand and led her to the bed, pushing her down onto the crisp white sheets. Cass followed, settling between her legs, kissing her deeply as her hand slid down Lizzie’s body. She found her wet and ready. She circled her clit with her thumb, teasing her, watching as Lizzie’s head fell back, her lips parted in a silent moan.

Cass slid two fingers inside her, groaning at how tight and hot she felt. She began to move her fingers more quickly, her thumb still circling, her eyes locked on Lizzie’s face.

“Mmm, that feels good,” Lizzie breathed.

“Yeah? You like that?” Cass asked, smiling up at Lizzie proudly as she did.

“Yeah. That’s perfect, Cassie.”

It was exactly what Cass had wanted to hear.

She moved her fingers deeper now, continuing to curl them up inside her, focusing on finding Lizzie’s G-spot. From the look on Lizzie’s face, Cass was pretty certain she’d found it. So she continued with that same motion, repeatedly.

"Cass," Lizzie gasped, her hips rising to meet her hand. "Right there. Don't stop!"

Cass increased her pace, her fingers thrusting deeper, harder. She could feel Lizzie’s muscles start to clench, could hear her breathing become ragged. She leaned down, capturing a nipple in her mouth and sucking hard.

That was all it took. Lizzie came with a loud cry, her body arching off the bed, her inner walls clamping down around Cass’s fingers. Cass continued fingering through it, drawing out her pleasure until Lizzie collapsed back against the pillows, spent and panting.

Cass withdrew her fingers and curled up beside her, propping her head on her hand to look at her. Lizzie’s eyes were closed, a contented smile on her face.

After a moment, she opened them. They were soft, sated. As if she’d just experienced a deep or profound sense of pleasure or contentment.

"Wow," Lizzie said, her voice a lazy drawl.

"Yeah," Cass agreed, leaning in to kiss her softly. "Wow."
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Chapter 8: Give It To Me Again
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The air in the room was thick with the scent of sex and salt, the only sound the hum of the air conditioner and their slowing breaths. Cass lay on her side, tracing lazy patterns on Lizzie’s sweat-slick stomach, a deep, contented thrumming in her chest. She felt powerful. She felt desired. She felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

Lizzie’s eyes fluttered open, a lazy, satisfied smile spreading across her face. She caught Cass’s hand, bringing it to her lips and pressing a soft kiss to her palm.

"You're a natural," Lizzie murmured, her voice husky.

Cass felt a blush creep up her neck, but it was different from the embarrassment on the beach. This was warm, this was good. "What can I say? I was just following a good leader."

Lizzie laughed, a high, airy sound. "Oh, really? Well perhaps I’m not done with giving you instructions, yet." Her eyes seemed filled with a renewed hunger.

She shifted, rolling onto her side to face Cass. Her hand came up to cup Cass’s cheek, her thumb stroking her jawline. "I want to try something," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Something I've been thinking about for a long, long time."

"Okay," Cass breathed, her heart starting to pound again.

"Get on your back," Lizzie instructed, her tone gentle but firm.

Cass complied, her body pliant, her mind buzzing with anticipation. Lizzie moved over her, straddling her chest, her knees on either side of Cass’s head. For a moment, she just looked down at her, her long brown hair falling around her face, her breasts hanging perfectly. Cass looked up at her, at the curve of her hips, the smooth skin of her thighs, and the glistening pink of her sex just inches from her face. The view was intoxicating.

Then Lizzie swung her leg over, positioning herself directly over Cass’s mouth. She lowered herself slowly, giving Cass time to adjust, to breathe her in. And then her weight settled, and Cass was lost.

She wrapped her arms around Lizzie’s thighs, pulling her closer, her tongue delving deep. Lizzie tasted incredible, fresh and sweet. Cass licked and sucked with abandon, lost in the sensation, in the power of giving pleasure this way. She could feel Lizzie’s muscles tense, could hear her sharp intake of breath above her.

"Fuck, Cass," Lizzie groaned, her hips beginning to rock. "Your mouth is... God."

Cass redoubled her efforts, her tongue finding Lizzie’s clit and circling it relentlessly. She felt Lizzie lean forward, her hands bracing against the headboard. And then she felt a new sensation: Lizzie’s own tongue on her.

The jolt was electric. Cass moaned into Lizzie’s pussy as Lizzie began to lick her in long, slow strokes. It was a feedback loop of pleasure, every touch she gave magnified by the one she received. She could feel Lizzie’s arousal building, her hips moving more urgently, and she knew her own was building in tandem.

Lizzie was a master of control. She alternated between broad, flat licks and pointed, precise flicks of her tongue, keeping Cass right on the edge, teetering on a precipice of pure sensation. Cass tried to focus, tried to give back the same pleasure she was receiving, but it was almost too much. Her world narrowed to this: the taste of Lizzie, the feel of Lizzie’s mouth on her, the sounds of their shared pleasure filling the small room.

“Mmmm!”

“Ooooh! Ohhh! Ohhh!”

“Ughhh! Ugghhh! Oh fuck!”

Neither woman could stop making sounds of satisfaction, of deep, prevailing pleasure.

Lizzie slid two fingers inside Cass, curling them expertly, and Cass cried out, the sound muffled by Lizzie’s body. The dual stimulation was her undoing. She felt it building inside her. Her orgasm cresting, a tidal wave of pleasure that was about to break.

"Lizzie," she gasped, pulling her mouth away for a second. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum."

"Cum for me, Cassie," Lizzie commanded, her voice thick with desire. "I want to feel it. I want to see it. I want you to cum just for me."

She plunged her fingers deeper, her tongue working Cass’s clit with a furious, determined rhythm. That was all it took. Cass shattered, her body convulsing as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, her back arching off the bed, her hands clenching Lizzie’s thighs.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, she became aware of Lizzie’s movements above her, more frantic now, more desperate. Cass, determined to push her over the edge, redoubled her efforts. She sucked Lizzie’s clit into her mouth, flicking it rapidly with her tongue as she slid a finger inside her, curling it to hit that perfect spot.

Lizzie cried out, a long, loud sound of pure ecstasy. Her body went rigid, her thighs clamping around Cass’s head as her own orgasm crashed over her. Cass held her through it, lapping gently as Lizzie trembled and shook.

“Fuck! Oh! Fuck, Cass! That’s so fucking good, I can’t even... can’t even think straight,” Lizzie moaned, struggling with both her thoughts and her breath.

Finally, Lizzie collapsed onto her, then beside her, a boneless, breathless heap. They lay there for a long time, just breathing, the silence comfortable and profound.

The two could only laugh and giggle for the moment, each knowing how much fun they’d just had together.

After several moments, Lizzie rolled onto her side, propping her head up on her hand. She looked at Cass, her eyes soft and shining.

"Hey you," she said, a small, proud, but somehow almost shy smile on her face.

"Hi," Cass whispered back, her own smile wide and giddy and genuine. "That was... something."

"Yeah," Lizzie said, nodding. "It was. For sure."

Lizzie leaned in and kissed her, a soft, deep, lingering kiss that tasted of them both, of everything they had just shared. It was a promise. A beginning. And Cass knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that this was just the first chapter of a very long story.

Costa Rica, and Tamarindo specifically, were just their start.
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[image: ]


If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee




    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Ms Naughtee publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-VGACB-ZCHCJ[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-VGACB-ZCHCJ

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Did you love Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella? Then you should read
              
                Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella by Ms Naughtee!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella]
            
	    

	  
        Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella
When rivals become lovers, the real game begins.
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Can they navigate the fierce competition on the ice while exploring the chemistry burning between them off it?
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	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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