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A Day at the Beach





Chapter One




Eden Reynolds locked the employee bathroom door behind her and leaned over the sink, gripping the cold porcelain until her knuckles went white. The mirror showed a disaster: mascara streaked down flushed cheeks, auburn bangs plastered to her sweaty forehead, hazel eyes still swollen from crying. It was a sweltering Thursday night in August, the steakhouse packed to the rafters, and Eden was barely holding it together.

Two days. That’s all it had been since she’d walked into Connor’s apartment and heard the unmistakable soundtrack of betrayal: grunts, rhythmic thumps against the wall, high-pitched moans that definitely weren’t hers. She’d stood frozen in the doorway, takeout bag dangling from her numb fingers, watching her boyfriend of three years pound into his roommate’s girlfriend like the last three years had meant nothing.

Instead of screaming, instead of trying to kick some ass, Eden had done something beautifully, gloriously unhinged. She’d spotted Connor’s brand-new laptop—the one he’d bragged about for weeks, the one he’d been saving for and needed for his final year of college—snatched it off the desk, marched into the bathroom, snapped it clean in half like a chocolate bar, and dropped both pieces into the tub. Splash. Perfect.

Then she’d texted Ryan a single line: Your girl’s riding Connor right now. Enjoy.

She’d grabbed her untouched dinner, stormed out, blocked every possible way Connor could ever contact her again, and driven straight to her best friend Samantha’s apartment. They’d demolished cheap wine and Thai food while Eden sobbed into Samantha’s shoulder until the sun came up.

Now she was here, trying to survive the dinner rush with a heart that felt like ground glass.

“Eden!” Her manager Marcus’s voice boomed through the door, sharp as a whip. “Table twenty’s food has been sitting for ten minutes! Move it before it dies!”

“Coming!” she called, voice cracking. She dabbed at her eyes with rough paper towel that did absolutely nothing, and pushed back into the chaos.

Marcus glared at her from the pass, forehead vein throbbing like it had its own heartbeat. “If you’re sick, you should’ve called in.”

“I’m not sick,” she muttered. “Just… not great.”

“Then fake it better.” He thrust two sizzling plates at her. “Table twenty. Go.”

The older couple looked harmless enough when she set the steaks down, until she came back with their drink refills and the husband’s face had turned the color of rare beef.

“Excuse me, sweetheart,” he sneered, cutting into the half-eaten steak with theatrical disgust. “I ordered rare. This is like chewing a boot.”

Eden forced her customer-service smile. “I’m so sorry, sir. I can have the kitchen fire a new one right away and comp it completely.”

He waved a dismissive hand. “No time. We’ve got theater tickets. These steaks already took forever. If you kids spent less time texting and more time working—”

His wife touched his arm, murmuring something soothing, but he shook her off.

Eden felt heat crawl up her neck. “Sir, it’s really busy tonight. And it looks rare to me. Mistakes happen. Let me get you dessert on the house, or—”

“No,” he snapped. “Just terrible service all around, sweetheart.”

The “sweetheart” landed like a slap. Something inside Eden snapped cleanly in two.

“Then maybe stop whining like a toddler and eat what’s in front of you,” she said, voice low and deadly calm.

The man’s mouth dropped open. His wife gasped.

“I want your manager. Right. Now.”

Eden leaned in just enough for him to hear. “Go fetch him yourself.”

She slammed his water glass down hard enough to slosh ice across the table, spun on her heel, and marched to the bar. Carlos, the bartender, watched wide-eyed as she grabbed a pint glass, poured herself a foaming beer, and chugged half of it in one go.

“Eden, what the hell—?”

She didn’t answer. Just topped it off and drank the rest.

The kitchen went quiet as she strode through, grabbed her purse from the locker, and flipped Marcus a lazy middle finger on her way to the back door. He stood frozen, mouth working soundlessly.

Outside, the night air hit her like a cool kiss. Eden started laughing—wild, ragged, free—as she walked toward the bus stop, thumbs already flying across her phone to text her best friend.

Eden: I just told a customer to stop being a whiny baby, drank on the clock, flipped Marcus off, and quit. Officially unemployed.

Eden: Save me.

Three dots appeared instantly.

Samantha: On my way. Stay put, baby girl. We’re getting you all better tonight!

Eden leaned against the bus shelter wall, tilted her head back to the stars, and for the first time in two days, breathed.

∞∞∞

“You did what now?” Samantha laughed, eyes wide, nearly choking on her iced latte. “That’s hilarious! Girl, that job was trash anyway. Totally worth it for an exit that epic. Worth every last second of unemployment.”

Samantha always knew exactly how to make Eden feel better about her chaos. The two of them were tucked into a cozy corner booth at their favorite late-night café, steam curling from their lattes, a massive slice of New York cheesecake sitting between them, courtesy of Samantha.

“You lost your boyfriend and your job in forty-eight hours,” Samantha had declared while ordering. “You need some dopamine. You’re eating whatever the hell you want tonight. No arguments.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Eden said, finally cracking a genuine laugh. The absurdity was hitting her now, and it felt good.

“To be honest,” Samantha said, lowering her voice with a playful smirk, “I always thought Connor was kind of a… dud. Like, zero spark.”

“Samantha!” Eden gasped in mock disbelief, reaching across the table to swat her arm. “You could’ve said something while I was actually dating him, you know.”

Samantha just grinned, scooping up a huge forkful of cheesecake and chasing it with a sip of latte.

“Wow,” Eden teased, watching her best friend devour the dessert like it was an Olympic sport. “Good thing you’re on the swim team. I’d be the size of a house if I ate like that.”

“Shush,” Samantha mumbled around the bite, crumbs tumbling onto the table as she smiled. God, she was gorgeous—long blonde hair pulled into a messy ponytail, sun-kissed skin that didn’t need any make up, and that killer body sculpted from years of competitive swimming. Toned legs that went on forever, flat stomach, perky C-cups that looked amazing in everything. Eden had always low-key envied how effortlessly hot her best friend was.

“You look all thoughtful when you eat,” Eden joked, nudging Samantha’s foot under the table.

“I am thoughtful,” Samantha said after swallowing, dabbing her lips with a napkin and taking a sip of water. Her green eyes sparkled as she leaned forward. “Listen. I have the entire weekend off. And—get this—my parents aren’t using the beach house. In August. I know, it’s a miracle. They are going on some trip with their friends. I was thinking… you and me, just the two of us. We drive up tomorrow, spend the weekend tanning, swimming, reading trashy magazines, having a full-on slumber party like we did in high school. Cocktails at sunset, face masks, the works. You look like you desperately need it. No offense.”

Eden felt warmth bloom in her chest, the first real happiness she’d felt in days. Samantha’s beach house was paradise: right on the sand, huge windows, private deck overlooking the ocean. And just the two of them? It sounded perfect.

“That would be totally, absolutely, awesomely, definitely amazing,” Eden said, grinning so wide her cheeks hurt. “I am so down.”

“Yay!” Samantha squealed, clapping her hands like they were sixteen again. “I’ll drive. Can you be ready tomorrow morning? Like, nine-ish? It’s supposed to be hot and sunny the whole weekend—perfect beach weather.”

“Tomorrow morning is perfect,” Eden said, practically bouncing in her seat. “Yes! I can’t wait.”

Samantha reached across the table and squeezed Eden’s hand, her touch warm and lingering just a second longer than usual. “It’s gonna be exactly what you need, babe. Just us, the ocean, and zero bullshit. I promise.”

Eden squeezed back, her skin tingling where their fingers touched. For the first time since walking in on Connor, the ache in her chest felt a little smaller. With Samantha by her side, anything seemed possible—even healing, laughing, and maybe something more.


Chapter Two




The next morning, Eden woke to sunlight spilling across her sheets like warm honey, and for the first time in what felt like forever, a genuine smile tugged at her lips before she even opened her eyes. No knot of dread in her stomach, no replaying Connor’s betrayal on an endless loop, just the soft thrill of knowing today was hers and Samantha’s.

She stretched slowly, arms overhead, back arching off the mattress like a cat in a sunbeam. The thin shirt she’d slept in had ridden up during the night, exposing the flat plane of her stomach and the gentle curve of her small, pert breasts. Her nipples tightened in the cool morning air drifting through the open window, and she let herself linger in the sensation for a moment, enjoying the simple pleasure of her own body without anyone else’s bullshit.

Eden rolled out of bed, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton panties, and slid them down her legs, kicking them toward the laundry hamper with a lazy flick of her foot. Naked, she padded across the hardwood floor to the bathroom, the sun painting golden stripes across her skin. The shower was quick but indulgent—hot water sluicing over her shoulders, down the slope of her back, between her thighs. She shaved carefully, lathered with her favorite coconut body wash until her skin felt silky and scented, then stepped out into the steam-clouded room feeling brand-new.

By the time she wrapped a towel around herself and checked her phone, Samantha had already blown it up.

Samantha: Morning, gorgeous. You awake yet?

Samantha: Give me a fifteen-minute warning so I can swing by on time.

Samantha: Can’t wait to get you all to myself for three whole days!

Eden grinned, typing back a quick: On my way to getting cute. Fifteen minutes, promise.

She dropped the towel and stood in front of her closet, debating. The day was already warm, the forecast promising mid-80s and pure sunshine. Perfect beach weather. She pulled on a pair of tiny white Daisy Dukes that hugged her ass just right and left a teasing strip of tanned midriff on display. Over that, a loose red crop top—soft, thin fabric that skimmed her breasts and fluttered when she moved. No bra; she rarely bothered in summer, and today she wanted to feel the breeze on her skin. She tied her auburn hair into a high messy ponytail, slipped on oversized sunglasses, and packed light: a couple of sundresses, extra shorts, tanks, and—buried at the bottom of the bag—the new yellow string bikini she’d impulse-bought a few weeks ago. Tiny triangles of fabric held together by the thinnest strings. She’d never been brave enough to wear it with Connor. Today felt like the day.

The familiar honk of Samantha’s blue civic sounded outside just as Eden zipped her duffel. Through the window she spotted her best friend leaning out the driver’s side, blonde hair gleaming in the sunlight, music thumping from the open windows.

“Hurry up, slowpoke!” Samantha yelled, laughing. “The ocean’s waiting!”

Eden called a quick goodbye to her parents, grabbed her bag, and bounced down the front steps into the bright morning. The air smelled like cut grass and possibility.

Samantha looked like summer personified in a sleeveless yellow sundress that skimmed mid-thigh, the thin straps and lightweight cotton doing nothing to hide the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her full breasts moved freely under the fabric, nipples faintly visible when she shifted. Her long blonde hair was woven into a loose French braid that trailed down her back, and aviators perched on her nose, framing those striking green eyes. A cooler rode shotgun in the back seat, and two iced coffees sweated happily in the cup holders.

“Good morning, sunshine,” Samantha said, voice warm and teasing as Eden slid into the passenger seat. The car already smelled like coconut sunscreen and Samantha’s signature vanilla perfume. “You look edible, by the way.”

Eden felt her cheeks heat, but she laughed it off. “Right back at you. That dress should be illegal.”

Samantha grinned, shifting into drive. “All ready for our great escape?”

“Beyond ready,” Eden said, buckling in and accepting the iced coffee Samantha handed her. The first sip was cold, sweet, perfect. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

Samantha cranked the music—some upbeat indie playlist they’d been obsessed with since senior year—and pulled away from the curb. Windows down, warm wind whipping their hair, the city slowly gave way to open road lined with pine trees and glimpses of sparkling water in the distance.

An hour and a half of singing off-key, sharing snacks from the cooler, and laughing until their sides hurt stretched out ahead of them. Just the two of them, no exes, no jobs, no drama.

Eden leaned her head back against the seat, sunglasses shielding her eyes as she stole glances at Samantha—her profile sharp and beautiful against the bright sky, hands easy on the wheel, bare thighs flexing slightly every time she shifted gears.

For the first time in days, Eden felt light. Free. And maybe—just maybe—a little curious about what the weekend might bring.

∞∞∞

The highway stretched out like a ribbon of freedom, sun glinting off the windshield as Samantha merged onto the coastal route. Eden let her head fall back against the seat, windows down, warm wind tugging at her ponytail and whipping loose strands across her face. For the first time in days, the tight knot in her chest began to loosen. No deadlines, no ex-boyfriends, no asshole customers. Just her, Samantha, and miles of open road.

They sang along to the playlist at the top of their lungs, off-key and laughing, trading stories and inside jokes like they were seniors again. Every shared glance in the rearview mirror, every brush of Samantha’s hand as she passed over a bag of chips, felt easy. Safe. Perfect.

Samantha’s parents were, to put it mildly, loaded. Her dad was some high-powered lawyer they basically never saw. The “beach house” was a sleek, modern three-story mansion perched on a private stretch of coastline—floor-to-ceiling windows, wraparound decks, an infinity pool that spilled toward the ocean like it was trying to join it. Inside: marble floors, a gourmet kitchen with a massive island and Sub-Zero appliances, a living room fireplace big enough to roast a marshmallow the size of a toddler, and a master suite that could double as a luxury hotel.

Eden stepped through the front door with her duffel slung over one shoulder and let out a low whistle. “God, I forgot how ridiculous this place is.”

“And it’s all ours,” Samantha said, bumping Eden’s hip as she pushed past with the cooler. “No parents, no rules. We are going to par-tay.”

Eden laughed. “I do love your enthusiasm.”

Samantha stuck her tongue out playfully. “Obviously I’m claiming the king bed in the master. Unless…” She shot Eden a mock-flirtatious grin. “I manage to charm you into joining me. Now that you’re officially single, no more stealing you from Connor.”

The joke landed light, but Eden felt a little flutter low in her belly. She rolled her eyes to cover it. “Dream on.”

She carried her bag into one of the guest rooms—bright, airy, with French doors opening straight onto the pool deck—and tossed it onto the bed. She was unzipping it when Samantha’s voice echoed down the hall.

“Hey! Beach now? I need to rinse off that drive.”

“Absolutely,” Eden called back. “I’ll grab the cooler and some drinks.”

“Cool! Just throwing my suit on!”

Eden headed toward the front door to retrieve the cooler they’d left in the entryway, barefoot on the cool marble. As she turned back down the hall, she passed the open master bedroom door.

And stopped dead.

Samantha had her back to the doorway, yellow sundress already halfway up her torso. In one smooth motion she pulled it over her head and let it drop onto the bed, revealing miles of golden, swimmer-toned skin. No bra—just the elegant line of her spine tapering down to the swell of her hips. A tiny white thong disappeared between the most perfect, plump ass Eden had ever seen. Samantha bent forward to scoop her bikini bottoms off the floor, the motion pulling the fabric even tighter, outlining everything in a way that sent a sharp, unexpected bolt of heat straight between Eden’s thighs.

Eden’s mouth went dry. She forced herself to keep moving, silent and quick, heart suddenly hammering. It’s nothing. We’ve changed in front of each other a million times. Locker rooms, sleepovers, that one spring break… She’s just comfortable. Door open by accident.

But her body didn’t seem to agree. A restless ache throbbed under her skin as she slipped back into her guest room and shut the door.

She peeled off her crop top and shorts, standing naked in front of the full-length mirror. Her breasts were small and firm, nipples already peaked from the cool air—or maybe something else. She turned, studying the faint tan lines across her ass and lower back, the soft curve of her waist. It hit her suddenly how long it had been since she’d felt desired. Connor had barely touched her the last few months, and now she knew exactly why.

Her gaze dropped to the neat strip of auburn hair between her legs. Without thinking, she parted her thighs just slightly and trailed one finger along her slit. She was already slick. A soft gasp escaped before she caught herself and yanked her hand away.

Later, she promised herself, cheeks burning. Tonight, alone in bed, she’d take care of it.

A loud knock rattled the door. “Hey, slowpoke! You need help in there or what?” Samantha called, voice teasing.

“Coming!” Eden yelled, scrambling for her bikini.

She tied the tiny yellow bottoms low on her hips, the strings settling against her skin, then secured the matching top. The mirror confirmed what she’d suspected: the suit was scandalously small, triangles barely covering her breasts, the high-cut bottoms showing off the length of her legs and the curve of her ass. Good. She felt sexy. Rebellious. Alive.

Samantha was waiting in the kitchen, leaning against the island in a hot-pink string bikini that clung to every athletic inch of her. The color made her sun-kissed skin glow, the thin straps framing her full, perky breasts and the flat plane of her stomach. Her French braid had loosened in the humidity, blonde wisps curling around her face.

Eden’s brain short-circuited for half a second. Holy hell, she’s gorgeous.

The thought came unbidden, and she shoved it down fast. Not gay. Neither is she. Chill.

“Damn,” Samantha said, pushing her aviators up into her hair and giving Eden a slow, appreciative once-over. “Looking good, hot stuff.”

Heat rushed to Eden’s cheeks, but she couldn’t fight the smile. “Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.”

Samantha grinned, grabbing the cooler handle. “Ready for that swim?”

“Hell yes,” Eden said, snagging a couple of spiked seltzers from the fridge. “Lead the way.”

Samantha squealed and bounced toward the back doors, hips swaying, that perfect ass flexing with every step. Eden followed, pulse thrumming, the ocean breeze already calling them down to the private stretch of sand that was all theirs for the weekend.


Chapter Three




They grabbed the coolers—one packed with iced drinks, the other with snacks—and padded through the sliding glass doors onto the private deck. The wooden stairs led straight down to the sand, already radiating heat under the midday sun. Their bare feet sank into the warm grains, and by the time they reached the water’s edge, the cool Atlantic was a delicious shock against their ankles.

Eden squealed as the first gentle wave rolled in, foaming around her calves and splashing higher. Another, bigger one crashed against her thighs, soaking her yellow bikini in seconds and sending cold rivulets racing up her stomach. She laughed—loud, free, the kind of laugh that had been missing for days—and spun around just in time to catch Samantha lunging at her with a handful of water.

Splash war declared.

They dove and ducked and chased each other through the shallows like when they were younger, shrieking every time a wave knocked them off balance. This part of the beach was completely deserted—nothing but endless white sand, turquoise water, and the two of them under a cloudless sky. No neighbors, no boats in sight, no one to witness their chaos.

Eventually the adrenaline settled into lazy play. Samantha waded back to their setup, grabbed her little guitar that she kept at the house, and strummed a few lazy chords while Eden floated on her back, eyes closed, letting the ocean rock her. Samantha’s voice drifted over the waves—soft, playful covers of their old favorites—until she set the guitar aside and stretched out face-down on her oversized beach blanket, pink bikini gleaming against her golden skin.

Eden swam a few more minutes, savoring the cool water sliding over her sun-warmed body, then finally paddled in. She emerged dripping, pushing wet hair off her face, and paused at the edge of the surf.

Samantha was a vision.

She lay on her stomach, arms folded under her head, braid flung over one shoulder. Droplets still clung to the smooth expanse of her back, catching sunlight like tiny diamonds. The pink bikini bottoms had disappeared between her bum cheeks, the thin strings barely holding on, leaving the full, rounded curves of her ass almost completely bare. The sight hit Eden low in the belly—a slow, liquid heat that had nothing to do with the August sun.

She swallowed hard. Why now? Why her? They’d seen each other in bikinis a thousand times. But something about the breakup, the fiasco at work combined with their new privacy, the freedom, the way Samantha’s body looked so relaxed and touchable… Eden’s pulse thudded between her thighs, a steady, insistent ache.

Samantha stirred, rolling onto her side and propping herself up on one elbow. Her green eyes locked on Eden, slow and knowing, a small smile playing at her lips as she took in the sight of Eden standing there soaked and practically glowing as she emerged from the sea.

Eden felt the blush burn across her chest and up her neck, but she couldn’t look away. She walked forward, water streaming off her skin, the clinging yellow fabric of her bikini leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

“Hey,” Samantha said, voice soft and a little husky from the sun. She pushed her aviators up into her hair. “You know what I just realized?”

“What?” Eden asked, dropping onto her towel beside her.

Samantha glanced left, then right, confirming what they both already knew—no one around for miles. She turned back, eyes sparkling with mischief. “We could totally get rid of these stupid tan lines. Like… completely.”

Eden’s breath caught. A sharp, electric pulse throbbed right at her core.

“You mean…” she started, trying to sound casual even as her heart hammered. “You wanna… go topless?”

“Topless. Bottomless. Whatever we want.” Samantha’s grin widened, daring. “No one here but us, babe. More vitamin D.”

Eden felt the heat rush straight between her legs, her clit already swollen and sensitive against the wet fabric. The idea of being naked out here, alone with Samantha, sent a dizzying rush through her.

“Yeah,” she managed, “You’re right.”

Samantha arched a brow. “So… you in? I’ll do it if you do it.”

Eden’s laugh came out shaky, excited. “That sounds like the start of every bad decision. Couldn’t we get in trouble?”

“Ohh, such a crime,” Samantha scoffed, bringing her hand to her mouth, “How dare we show the ocean our bare chests. That we were born with.”

“Oh my gosh, you’re so extra… Okay. Let’s do it. Why the hell not?”

They both stood at the same time, facing each other on the hot sand. The air between them felt charged, thick with something new and unspoken.

Were they really doing this?

“Let’s do it!’ Samantha repeated. “At the count of three. Ready?”

Eden’s yellow strings slipped free first, the tiny triangles falling away as her small, pert breasts met the open air. Her nipples tightened instantly under the sun’s warm gaze and the soft ocean breeze. A second later, Samantha’s pink bikini top followed, tossed aside with a soft laugh. Her breasts were fuller, perfectly rounded from years of swimming—firm and high, swaying just slightly as she straightened. Her nipples were small, dark rose against sun-kissed skin, areolas a soft, pale brown that made Eden’s mouth go dry.

They stood facing each other, only a few feet apart, completely bare from the waist up.

Eden’s breath snagged in her throat. Samantha’s green eyes were bright, alive, locked on hers with an intensity that felt like a physical touch. Eden couldn’t look away. She’d seen her best friend in bikinis, in locker rooms, in passing glimpses over the years—but never like this. Never with the sun painting gold across her collarbones, never with that slow, curious smile curving her lips.

Samantha’s gaze dropped, unhurried, tracing over Eden’s body. Eden felt it like fingertips: the brush of attention across her breasts, down the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. Heat pooled low in her belly, a slick throb starting between her thighs that had nothing to do with the summer temperature.

God, she’s perfect.

The thought slipped through unfiltered. Samantha’s breasts were incredible. Full but athletic, sitting high and proud on her chest, the kind that made Eden’s palms itch with the sudden, insane urge to touch. She forced her eyes back up, cheeks burning, only to find Samantha blushing too, a pretty flush climbing her neck.

Samantha turned first, giving Eden her back as she adjusted her towel. The movement was casual, but it gave Eden a full, unobstructed view of that flawless ass—plump and rounded, the pink thong bottoms barely more than a suggestion, riding low enough to reveal the gentle dimples at the base of her spine. Her legs were long, toned from endless laps in the pool, thighs flexing slightly as she shifted her weight.

Eden’s clit pulsed, a steady ache that made her shift her stance. She was wet—embarrassingly, undeniably wet—and the thin strip of yellow fabric between her legs was doing nothing to help her.

Samantha glanced over her shoulder, catching Eden staring. Instead of teasing, her smile softened, something electric flickering in her eyes. She turned back slowly, letting her own gaze wander down Eden’s body in return, lingering on her breasts, her stomach, lower. Eden shivered despite the heat, nipples tightening further under the scrutiny.

Finally, Samantha broke the silence, voice a little husky. “Fuck, this feels amazing. Freeing the girls to the sun? Ten out of ten.”

Eden laughed, the sound shaky with relief and lingering tension. “Hell yes. I know! Everyone should do this. It actually feels so good.”

“I keep saying we should move to Europe,” Samantha sighed dramatically, stretching her arms overhead. The motion lifted her breasts beautifully. “Topless beaches everywhere. No tan lines, no judgment.”

Eden swallowed, heart racing. The air between them felt thick, charged. She wanted to push it further, see how far this new, dizzying energy would go. “I totally agree. And not just topless beaches, like full on nude ones.”

They stood there for a long moment, topless and sun-drenched, letting the warm breeze kiss their bare skin. The ocean murmured behind them, steady and approving. Neither made a move to sit down right away; it felt too good to stand there, exposed and unashamed, the sun soaking into places it rarely reached.

Eden’s heart was still racing, every beat echoing low in her belly. Samantha’s breasts rose and fell with each breath, full and golden, nipples tight from the breeze. Eden tried not to stare, but it was impossible—her best friend looked like something out of a fantasy she hadn’t known she had.

Eventually Samantha laughed softly, breaking the spell. “Okay, I need to lie down to get the better angle.” She dropped gracefully onto her stomach again, this time without the barrier of her top. Her back was a smooth expanse of sun-kissed skin, the pink strings of her bottoms the only thing left clinging to her.

Eden followed suit, stretching out on her own towel a couple of feet away. The hot sand beneath the blanket radiated up through her body; the sun on her bare breasts was an entirely new sensation—intimate, liberating, almost decadent. She closed her eyes for a second, letting herself feel it all: the warmth, the salt air, the quiet thrill of being pretty much naked on a private beach with the most beautiful girl she knew.

They stayed like that for a while, lazy and content. Samantha reached over and snagged a spiked seltzer from the cooler, passing one to Eden without looking. Their fingers brushed—deliberately or not, Eden couldn’t tell—and the contact sent a fresh spark skittering across her skin.

“God, this is perfect,” Samantha murmured, voice muffled slightly against her folded arms. “No parents yelling about sunscreen, no creepy guys staring, no tan lines. Just us.”

Eden hummed in agreement, taking a long sip of the cold drink. The carbonation fizzed on her tongue, cool against the heat building everywhere else. She rolled onto her back, arms stretched overhead, letting the sun bathe her chest completely. Her nipples tightened again at the exposure, and she felt Samantha’s gaze drift over her before the blonde pretended to focus on the horizon.

Minutes stretched into a hazy, golden hour. The kind of timeless summer afternoon where nothing matters except the feel of warmth on skin and the distant crash of waves.

Eventually Samantha rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. Her breasts shifted with the movement, full and heavy in the sunlight, and Eden’s mouth went dry all over again.

“You know,” Samantha said, voice low and thoughtful, “I’ve never actually skinny-dipped before. I always thought I would have.”

Eden turned her head, meeting those green eyes. “Seriously? You’ve had this beach your whole life.”

“Yeah, but we were always here with my parents, or siblings, or friends, or… whatever. Someone was always around.” Samantha’s lips curved into a slow, mischievous smile. “This is literally the first time it’s ever been just us. With no one within miles.”

Eden’s pulse kicked up again. She knew exactly where this was going.

Samantha’s gaze flicked down Eden’s body—over her bare breasts, the dip of her waist, the yellow strings still tied at her hips—then back up. “When else are we gonna get the chance? Private ocean, perfect day… total YOLO moment.”

Eden laughed, but it came out breathy. The idea sent a fresh rush of heat between her legs, her clit throbbing against the damp fabric of her bottoms. “You’re trying to get me completely naked, aren’t you?”

Samantha’s grin turned wicked. “Seriously. When else will you get the chance? Have you ever felt the sun on you pussy?”

“No, I have not.”

They looked at each other for a beat, the air thick with possibility.

Eden bit her lip, heart pounding. “Okay, fuck, okay,” she said finally, voice soft but sure. “Let’s do it.”

Samantha’s eyes lit up. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Eden sat up slowly, brushing sand from her arms. “But you first.”

Samantha laughed, delighted. “Chicken. Fine—together, then.”

They both rose to their knees on their towels, facing each other again. The sun was lower now, painting everything in warm amber light. Samantha’s fingers went to the ties at her hips, tugging gently. Eden mirrored her, heart in her throat.

The air felt impossibly still for a moment, as if the ocean itself was holding its breath.

Samantha’s fingers moved first—tugging the loose bows at her hips with a deliberate slowness that felt almost teasing. The pink strings unraveled, and the tiny scrap of fabric slipped down her toned thighs, pooling at her knees before she kicked it aside with a soft laugh. She rose slightly to let it fall completely, and there she was: utterly, gloriously naked.

Eden’s gaze dropped involuntarily, and her breath caught sharp in her throat.

Samantha’s pussy was perfect—smooth and golden like the rest of her, with just a neat, narrow landing strip of blonde hair above soft, plump lips that glistened faintly in the sunlight. The outer folds were a delicate pink, slightly parted from the way she shifted her weight, revealing the barest hint of slick inner petals. Everything about her looked soft, inviting, touchable. Eden felt a hot, dizzy rush between her own legs, her pussy aching with a needy urgency she hadn’t experienced before.

She realized her own hands had moved without her brains permission, untying the yellow strings at her hips. The bikini bottoms loosened and slid down her legs in a whisper of fabric. She stepped out of them, fully bare, the breeze kissing her wet, aching slit for the first time. The neat strip of auburn curls above her lips was damp from more than just ocean water.

They both stood at the same moment, naked and sunlit, only a few feet apart.

A nervous, delighted laugh bubbled out of Samantha first—bright and a little breathless. Eden joined in a second later, the sound shaky and giddy, both of them flushed pink from more than just the sun. Their eyes danced over each other, trying to be subtle and failing completely: Samantha’s gaze lingering on Eden’s small, firm breasts and the soft curve where thigh met hip; Eden stealing glances at the gentle swell of Samantha’s mound, the way her full breasts moved as she breathed.

“Wow,” Samantha said, voice low and laughing, running a hand through her loosened braid. “We’re really doing this.”

“Yeah,” Eden managed, biting her lip against a grin. “We really are.”

Another beat of shy, charged silence—both of them shifting their weight, thighs brushing together slightly, trying not to stare too obviously at the newly exposed skin between each other’s legs.

Then Samantha’s face lit up with that familiar mischievous spark. “Fuck it—let’s go in!!!”

She spun on her heel and bolted toward the water, bare feet kicking up sand, laughter trailing behind her like music.

Eden’s eyes locked on her as she ran: the long, elegant line of Samantha’s naked back, the flare of her waist, and that perfect, plump ass bouncing with every stride—round and firm, sun-kissed cheeks flexing, the faint shadow between them teasing as she sprinted into the shallows. A wave splashed up around her thighs, then her hips, water glittering off her skin as she dove forward with a whoop.

Eden’s heart slammed against her ribs. She felt wild, reckless, alive.

She took off after her, laughing as the warm sand gave way to cool water. Waves rushed up her bare legs, splashing against her pussy in a shocking, delicious caress. She dove in right behind Samantha, the ocean closing over her head for a moment before she surfaced, gasping and grinning.

Samantha was already there, treading water a few feet away, blonde hair slicked back, water beading on her lashes and running down her bare chest. Their eyes met—bright, breathless, full of the same electric secret. Eden dove under again.

This weekend had officially crossed every line they’d ever drawn.


Chapter Four




The water closed around Eden like silk. It was cool, weightless, and shockingly intimate.

As she surfaced again, gasping and laughing, the ocean rushed between her thighs without any barrier for the first time in her life. The gentle current slid over her bare lips, teasing her swollen clit with every subtle shift of the waves. It was nothing like wearing a suit; there was no fabric to blunt the sensation, just cool water kissing slick, heated skin. Each small swell felt like a lover’s tongue—soft, insistent, impossible to ignore. Her pussy throbbed in response, aching and open, the contrast between the cold Atlantic and her own feverish heat making her breath hitch.

She treaded water, hair plastered to her neck, and looked across the few feet of shimmering turquoise at Samantha.

Samantha, who was also completely naked. Samantha, whose perfect breasts bobbed just above the surface as she floated on her back, nipples hard and dark against the sky. Samantha, who was grinning at her like this was the best, most secret adventure they’d ever shared.

Eden’s mind spun in happy, dizzy circles.

I’m skinny-dipping. With Samantha. My best friend. Naked. And I’m so turned on I can barely think.

The disbelief hit her in waves almost as strong as the ocean itself. This was the girl she’d known since high school—the one she’d shared secrets and sleepovers and stupid crushes with. The one who’d held her hair when she puked tequila, who’d driven through the night to pick her up after Connor’s betrayal. And now they were here, bare under the open sky, nothing hidden, the water stroking places Eden had never imagined sharing with anyone like this.

She felt wild. Free. Terrified in the most delicious way.

Samantha rolled onto her stomach, swimming closer until their legs brushed underwater—bare skin on bare skin, accidental and then not. The contact was electric, a slow slide of calf against thigh that made Eden’s breath catch again.

“Having fun?” Samantha asked, voice low, eyes brighter than the sun on the water.

Eden laughed, the sound breathless and a little desperate. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Me neither,” Samantha murmured. She was close enough now that Eden could see droplets clinging to her lashes, could see the quick rise and fall of her chest. “But it feels so good.”

The words hung between them, simple on the surface, heavy with everything unsaid.

Another wave lifted them gently, pressing their bodies closer for a heartbeat, and Samantha’s arm brushed Edens chest, the soft heat between Eden’s legs grazing Samantha’s hip before the water pulled them apart again.

“Oops, sorry…” Samantha said.

“It’s all good… The waves.”

Eden’s heart pounded so hard she was sure Samantha could hear it over the waves.

The water had half carried them gently toward shallower ground, waves now lapping at their waists instead of their chests. The sun hung low and heavy on the horizon, turning the ocean into liquid gold and painting their bare skin in warm, rosy light.

“So beautiful…” Eden whispered.

“Yeah…” Samantha’s green eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. She drifted forward slowly, deliberately, until only inches separated them. Water beaded on her lashes; her lips were parted, breathing quick and shallow.

Eden couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away.

Samantha lifted one hand from the water, droplets streaming down her arm as she reached out. Her fingertips brushed Eden’s jaw first—gentle, tentative—tucking a wet strand of auburn hair behind her ear. Then her thumb traced the line of Eden’s cheekbone, slow and reverent, before settling at the corner of her mouth.

Eden’s breath stuttered. She leaned into the touch without thinking. “Sam…’

Samantha closed the last bit of distance.

Their lips met—soft, saltwater-slick, sun-warmed. A question asked and answered in the same heartbeat. Eden felt the world tilt, everything narrowing to the press of Samantha’s mouth, the soft exhale against her lips. It was tender for all of three seconds.

Then Eden parted her lips, and Samantha took the invitation.

The kiss turned hungry—open-mouthed, desperate, tongues sliding together with a low moan that Eden wasn’t sure came from her or Samantha or both. Samantha’s hands found Eden’s waist underwater, fingers digging in as she pulled their naked bodies flush.

Finally.

Eden gasped into the kiss when Samantha’s full breasts pressed against her smaller ones, nipples dragging in a slick, electric slide. Their bellies met, slick and warm; lower, the soft press of Samantha’s mound against Eden’s thigh, the unmistakable wetness that wasn’t from the ocean. Eden rocked instinctively, and Samantha answered with a roll of her hips that brought their bare pussies together in one slow, deliberate glide.

Both of them shuddered hard.

Samantha broke the kiss just enough to pant against Eden’s lips, voice wrecked. “Holy fuck… Eden....”

Eden couldn’t form words. She chased Samantha’s mouth again, kissing her deeper, dirtier, teeth grazing her bottom lip. Her hands finally—finally—slid down the elegant line of Samantha’s back to grip that perfect, plump ass, pulling her closer. Samantha groaned, one thigh sliding between Eden’s under the water, giving her something firm to grind against.

Eden didn’t hesitate. She rocked forward, dragging her throbbing clit along smooth muscle, the cool water rushing over her exposed lips with every thrust. Pleasure shot through her like lightning; she whimpered into Samantha’s mouth, nails digging into soft flesh.

Samantha’s hand came up to cup Eden’s breast, thumb circling a tight nipple before pinching lightly. Eden arched, breaking the kiss on a broken moan.

They were both shaking now—kissing messily, grinding shamelessly, hands roaming everywhere they’d secretly wanted to touch for hours. Samantha’s fingers trailed down Eden’s side, teasing the curve of her hip, dangerously close to where Eden needed her most.

Samantha pulled back just enough to meet Eden’s eyes, foreheads pressed together, both of them breathing like they’d run a mile.

“Tell me to stop if you don’t want this,” she whispered, voice raw. “Tell me right now.”

Eden’s answer was immediate, desperate. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Samantha’s smile was small, fierce, relieved. She kissed Eden again—slow and filthy—then pulled back, eyes blazing. “Come.”

Samantha took her hand and tugged her toward shore, the waves reluctantly releasing them. Water streamed off their naked bodies as they waded out—thighs slick, breasts bouncing slightly with each step, sun glinting off every curve. Eden couldn’t stop staring: Samantha’s ass flexing as she walked, the gentle sway of her hips, the way droplets raced down the small of her back.

I’m dreaming, Eden thought. There’s no way I’m not dreaming.

They reached the towels in seconds, breathless and laughing softly, collapsing in a tangle of limbs. The sand beneath was warm from the day’s heat; the sun bathed them in golden light, low and intimate now.

Samantha rolled Eden onto her back immediately, climbing between her hips, wet hair dripping onto Eden’s chest. Their bare pussies pressed together—hot, slick, no barrier—and both of them moaned at the contact as they kissed.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” Samantha breathed, rocking forward once, slow and deliberate. Her plump outer lips parted around Eden’s, clit dragging against clit in a wet, perfect slide.

Eden’s hips bucked up to meet her. She had never felt anything so electric, and all she knew was that she didn’t want it to end. “Oh my god…So are you.”

Samantha grinned, wicked and gorgeous, and started moving—slow circles at first, grinding their mounds together, spreading their combined wetness in messy, obscene glides. Eden’s hands flew to Samantha’s thighs, gripping the toned muscle, urging her on.

The rhythm built fast. Samantha leaned forward, breasts swaying over Eden’s, and captured her mouth again in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled as their hips rolled in sync—clits bumping, lips sliding, the lewd, wet sounds of their moans mingling with the crash of distant waves.

Eden broke the kiss on a gasp when Samantha shifted, slotting their legs together properly—thigh between thigh, pussies flush in a perfect scissor. The new angle was devastating: Samantha’s hot, swollen pussy dragging directly along Eden’s with every thrust.

“Yes—fuck—right there,” Eden whimpered, head falling back against the towel.

“Oh shit… That’s so fucking hot… oh my god…”

Samantha’s breath hitched. She braced one hand beside Eden’s head, the other sliding down to grip Eden’s ass, pulling her tighter. Their hips snapped together harder, faster—wet slaps echoing on the empty beach, both of them chasing the building pressure.

Eden’s fingers dug into Samantha’s perfect ass, spreading her cheeks slightly, feeling the flex and clench of muscle as she rode her. Samantha groaned, dropping her head to Eden’s neck, sucking a bruising kiss just below her ear.

“I’ve wanted this so fucking long,” Samantha confessed against her skin, voice ragged. “Wanted to feel you like this.”

The words sent Eden spiraling. She wrapped one leg higher around Samantha’s hip, opening herself wider, grinding up desperately. “Me too—God, Sam—don’t stop—”

Samantha’s hand left Eden’s ass and slipped between them, two fingers finding Eden’s clit and rubbing fast, tight circles while their pussies kept sliding together. Eden cried out, back arching off the towel.

Then Eden retaliated—her own hand snaking down, fingers dipping into Samantha’s dripping folds, finding her swollen clit and stroking in time with their thrusts.

They lost it completely then—kissing messily, moaning into each other’s mouths, hips jerking erratically as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter.

Samantha came first—hard. Her whole body seized, pussy clenching against Eden’s, a broken cry tearing from her throat as she shuddered through it, flooding Eden’s fingers and thigh with fresh wetness.

The sight and feel of it—Samantha coming apart on top of her, golden and gorgeous in the sunset—pushed Eden right over the edge. She bucked up once, twice, and shattered, clit pulsing against Samantha’s fingers, waves of pleasure crashing through her so intensely her vision whited out for a second as she squirted.

They rode it out together—slow, lazy grinds, drawing every last tremor from each other’s bodies until they collapsed sideways on the towel, limbs tangled, chests heaving.

Samantha pressed a soft, lingering kiss to Eden’s lips, then her forehead, then the tip of her nose—tender and sweet in the afterglow.

∞∞∞

They lay tangled on the towel, limbs heavy and loose, the warm sand cradling them like a bed. The sun had slipped lower, brushing the sky in soft pinks and golds that reflected off the gentle waves. A lazy breeze drifted over their bare skin, cooling the flush on their chests and thighs, carrying away the faint salt-and-sex scent of what they’d just done.

Eden’s head rested on Samantha’s upper arm, her auburn hair still damp and wild across the towel. Samantha’s fingers traced slow, idle circles along Eden’s hip, as if she couldn’t quite stop touching her now that she’d started.

For a long minute, neither spoke. Just the hush of waves, the distant cry of a gull, their breathing slowly syncing.

Then Samantha let out a soft, incredulous laugh. “Holy shit,” she whispered, turning her head to look at Eden. “Did that actually just happen?”

Eden huffed a laugh too, cheeks heating all over again. “I was literally just thinking the same thing.” She lifted her head a little, meeting Samantha’s green eyes—still dark with lingering want, but softer now, almost shy. “We just…had sex on the beach. Naked. Came all over each other like—”

“Like we’ve been dying to for years,” Samantha finished, voice low and wondering. She bit her lip, grinning. “Because I have.”

Eden’s heart did a slow flip. She shifted closer, tucking her leg between Samantha’s, their bare skin brushing in a way that still sent little sparks through her even now. “Me too,” she admitted quietly. “I didn’t even let myself think it most of the time. But… yeah. You. It’s true.”

Samantha’s fingers stilled on Eden’s hip. “Really?”

Eden nodded, suddenly a little nervous. “Like… random moments. You in that red bikini when we went shopping and stayed at the hotel with the pool. Or when we shared a bed on that road trip last summer year and you fell asleep with your arm around me. I’d lie there pretending I wasn’t imagining rolling over and kissing you.”

Samantha exhaled a shaky laugh, eyes wide. “Fuck, Eden. I did the exact same thing that night. I remember waking up in the middle of the night with my hand basically on your boob and panicking, but also… not wanting to move it. I was literally so wet.”

They both dissolved into quiet, giddy laughter, foreheads pressing together.

“Okay but seriously,” Eden said after a moment, voice softer, “have you ever… with a girl? Before this?”

Samantha shook her head immediately. “No. Never. I’ve thought about it—fantasized a ridiculous amount, honestly—but never acted on it.” She paused; cheeks pink. “Pretty much all of those fantasies starred you, though. Like… vividly.”

Eden felt warmth bloom in her chest, spreading everywhere. “Same,” she whispered. “First time for me too. And yeah… it was always you in my head. The way you laugh, the way you look when you’re concentrating on swimming, that stupid perfect ass—” She reached down and gave it a playful smack, making Samantha yelp and laugh.

“Hey!” Samantha swatted her hand away, then rolled half on top of Eden, pinning her gently. “You’ve been checking out my ass?”

“Since approximately the entire time I’ve known you,” Eden said solemnly, then grinned. “Don’t act like you haven’t been staring at mine.”

Samantha’s eyes sparkled. “Guilty.” She brushed her nose against Eden’s. “So… first time for both of us. And we just had full-on scissoring sex on a beach like it was the most natural thing in the world.”

Eden laughed again, the sound bright and disbelieving. “We really did. I squirted, Sam. On a public—well, private, thank God—beach. With my best friend.”

“Our beach,” Samantha corrected softly, kissing the corner of Eden’s mouth. “And I’m not just your best friend anymore, am I?”

Eden’s breath caught. She cupped Samantha’s cheek, thumb tracing her lower lip. “No,” she said, voice steady despite the butterflies rioting in her stomach. “You’re… a lot more than that now.”

Samantha’s smile was slow, radiant, a little teary at the edges. She leaned down and kissed Eden gently—no heat this time, just tenderness, lips lingering like a promise.

When they pulled apart, Samantha rested her head on Eden’s chest, listening to her heartbeat. Eden’s fingers threaded through Samantha’s damp blonde hair, stroking softly.

The sky deepened to rose and lavender above them. The first star winked into view.

“Best weekend ever,” Eden murmured.

Samantha hummed in agreement, pressing a kiss to the skin over Eden’s heart. “And it’s only Friday.”

They stayed like that until the sun slipped fully below the horizon, wrapped in each other and the quiet certainty that everything had changed—and neither of them wanted it any other way.


Chapter Five




The sky had darkened to a deep indigo by the time they finally gathered their things—towels slung over shoulders, bikini scraps stuffed in a bag, coolers left for morning. They walked hand-in-hand up the wooden stairs from the beach, naked and unhurried, stealing glances and giggling like criminals who’d just gotten away with something enormous.

Every brush of fingers, every shared look sent fresh sparks skittering across Eden’s skin. Her thighs were still slick from earlier, the memory of Samantha cumming on top of her replaying in vivid detail. Samantha’s cheeks were flushed, eyes bright even in the low light, and she kept squeezing Eden’s hand like she needed the reassurance that this was real.

They slipped through the open glass doors into the cool, dimly lit kitchen, the sudden hush of air-conditioning raising goosebumps on their bare bodies. The marble floor was cold under Eden’s feet, a delicious contrast to the lingering heat between her legs.

The second the door slid shut behind them, Samantha dropped the stuff and spun Eden around.

She pressed her against the wide kitchen island, hands framing Eden’s face, and kissed her—deep, claiming, still tasting faintly of salt and sun. Eden melted into it, hands sliding up Samantha’s bare back, pulling her closer until their breasts crushed together again.

Samantha pulled back just enough to rest her forehead against Eden’s, both of them breathing hard.

“I still can’t believe it,” she whispered, voice raw with wonder and want. Her green eyes searched Eden’s face in the soft glow from the pendant lights. “That we finally… that you feel the same.” She brushed her thumb across Eden’s swollen lower lip. “I need more of you. Right now.”

Eden’s heart stuttered. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Samantha’s smile turned wicked and tender all at once. “I want to taste you.”

Before Eden could respond, Samantha was sinking to her knees on the cool marble, hands sliding down Eden’s sides, guiding her hips back until Eden’s ass met the edge of the counter. Eden’s breath caught as Samantha looked up at her—blonde hair tousled and wild, lips parted, eyes dark with hunger.

“Spread your legs for me,” Samantha murmured.

Eden obeyed without thinking, thighs parting, one foot sliding wider on the floor, her elbows on the counter behind her. The position left her completely exposed—pussy still slick and swollen from the beach, clit peeking out, glistening. The cool air kissed her wetness; Samantha’s warm breath followed a second later.

Samantha didn’t tease. She leaned in and licked a slow, flat stripe up Eden’s center, tongue dragging from her entrance to her clit in one deliberate stroke.

Eden’s head thunked back against the cabinet, a strangled moan tearing from her throat. “Fuck—Sam—”

Samantha hummed in approval, hands gripping Eden’s thighs to hold her open. She licked again, deeper this time, circling Eden’s entrance before sucking gently on her outer lips, tasting every inch like she’d been starving for it. Eden’s hands flew to Samantha’s hair, fingers tangling in the damp strands, hips rocking forward instinctively.

“Oh my god… Oh fuck…” Eden whined.

Samantha took her time at first—long, slow licks that gathered Eden’s wetness, tongue dipping inside just enough to make Eden whimper, then pulling back to flick lightly over her clit. She looked up the whole time, watching Eden’s face, eyes locked on hers as she worked.

“God, you taste incredible,” Samantha breathed against her, the vibration sending a fresh jolt through Eden’s core. Then she sealed her mouth over Eden’s clit and sucked—firm, steady pressure while her tongue fluttered fast.

Eden’s knees buckled. She gripped the counter behind her with one hand, the other tightening in Samantha’s hair. “Oh my god—don’t stop—just like that—”

Samantha didn’t. She slid two fingers inside, slowly—curling them up, stroking that perfect spot in slow, deliberate thrusts while her mouth stayed relentless on Eden’s clit. The wet sounds of her fingers pumping, her mouth sucking, filled the kitchen, obscene and perfect.

Eden’s thighs started to shake. Pleasure coiled tight and fast, building higher than she thought possible. She looked down again and met Samantha’s eyes, saw her best friend—no, her lover—on her knees devouring her like it was everything she’d ever wanted.

That was it.

Eden came harder than she ever had in her life.

Her back arched off the counter, a sharp cry ripping from her throat as her pussy clenched around Samantha’s fingers in hard, rhythmic pulses. Pleasure crashed through her in endless waves; she felt herself gush against Samantha’s tongue, hips jerking helplessly as Samantha kept licking, drawing it out until Eden was almost sobbing with overstimulation.

When it finally ebbed, Eden’s legs gave out completely. Samantha caught her, easing her down gently until they were both on the cool floor—Eden straddling Samantha’s lap, trembling and breathless, arms wrapped tight around her neck.

Samantha kissed her softly, letting Eden taste herself on her lips.

“Holy fuck…”

“You okay?” she whispered, brushing damp hair from Eden’s face.

Eden could only nod at first, then laughed shakily against Samantha’s shoulder. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard. Ever. I saw stars. Literally.”

Samantha’s smile was smug and adoring all at once.

Eden lifted her head, kissed her slow and deep.

“Take me to bed,” Eden murmured. “Your turn.”

Samantha’s eyes flared with heat. She stood, pulling Eden up with her, and led her—naked, giggling, and utterly ruined—down the hall toward the master bedroom. The king bed loomed ahead, soft light spilling through the huge windows overlooking the ocean.

They tumbled onto it together, laughing breathlessly between kisses, bodies sliding against cool cotton. Samantha rolled onto her back in the center of the mattress, hair fanning out across the pillow like a golden halo. She looked up at Eden—flushed, lips swollen, chest rising fast—and slowly let her knees fall open.

Wide open, exposing her bare pussy.

“Come here,” she whispered, voice husky and inviting. One hand trailed down her own stomach, fingers brushing the neat strip of blonde hair before parting her lips just slightly, showing Eden how wet she still was. “Your turn to taste me.”

Eden’s mouth went dry. She crawled forward on the bed, settling between Samantha’s toned thighs, hands sliding up the smooth skin to hold her open. Up close, Samantha was breathtaking—plump outer lips glistening, inner folds pink and slick, clit peeking out swollen and needy.

The scent hit Eden first: warm, musky arousal, unmistakably feminine, with a faint salty tang from the ocean still clinging to her skin. It was intoxicating—headier than Eden had imagined in all her secret fantasies. She leaned closer, breathing her in, and felt her own pussy clench at how turned on it made her.

“Mmm. Fuck…” Eden cooed.

Samantha’s fingers threaded gently into Eden’s hair. “Please,” she breathed.

Eden didn’t make her wait.

She started with a slow, tentative lick—tongue flat, dragging from Samantha’s entrance all the way up to her clit. The taste exploded across her tongue: salty-sweet, musky, with an underlying sweetness that was pure Samantha. Not like anything Eden had experienced before, but instantly addictive. She moaned softly against her, the vibration making Samantha’s hips twitch.

“Fuck, yes,” Samantha gasped, thighs trembling.

Emboldened, Eden did it again—longer this time, dipping her tongue inside just a little to gather more of that delicious wetness. Samantha was soaked, coating Eden’s lips and chin, the flavor rich and heady, like ripe summer fruit mixed with raw desire. Eden licked deeper, exploring every fold, tracing the soft, silky texture of her inner lips before circling her clit slowly.

Samantha’s back arched off the bed. “Eden—shit—just like that—”

Eden found a rhythm: slow licks up the center, pausing to suck gently on Samantha’s clit, then fluttering her tongue fast and light. She slid two fingers inside easily—Samantha was dripping, hot and tight around her—and curled them upward, stroking in time with her mouth.

The sounds Samantha made were unreal—soft whimpers turning into broken moans, hips rolling to meet Eden’s tongue. Eden glanced up the length of her body: Samantha’s full breasts heaving, nipples tight, one hand gripping the sheet while the other stayed tangled in Eden’s hair, guiding but not forcing.

“You taste so fucking good,” Eden murmured against her, lips brushing slick skin. She meant it—couldn’t get enough of the musky sweetness, the way Samantha’s arousal coated her tongue thicker with every lick.

Samantha’s thighs started to shake. “Don’t stop—please—I’m—”

Eden sucked her clit harder, fingers thrusting faster, curling just right. Samantha’s whole body tensed, then shattered, her hips bucking, a sharp cry echoing in the quiet room as she came hard against Eden’s mouth. Fresh wetness flooded Eden’s tongue, hot and sweet, and Eden lapped it up greedily, drawing out every pulse until Samantha was trembling with aftershocks.

When she finally pulled back, lips shiny and swollen, Samantha hauled her up immediately for a messy, desperate kiss—tasting herself on Eden’s tongue and moaning into it.

“Holy shit,” Samantha panted against her lips, laughing softly. “For a first timer, you’re… unreal.”

Eden grinned, face flushed with pride and lingering arousal. “I just had the best inspiration.”

Samantha’s lips trailed down Eden’s neck, teeth grazing softly, but the fire between them had shifted into something slower, heavier. Exhaustion from the sun, the ocean, and the multiple shattering orgasms finally caught up. Their kisses turned lazy, limbs tangling as they sank deeper into the cool sheets.

“I’m so comfy…” Samantha murmured against Eden’s collarbone, voice thick with sleep and satisfaction.

Eden hummed, nuzzling into her neck. “Me too. Just want to hold you.”

Samantha smiled against her skin, pulling Eden close until they were chest-to-chest, legs intertwined. The ocean whispered faintly through the open windows; moonlight painted silver stripes across their bare bodies. Within minutes, their breathing evened out, bodies pressed together, and they drifted into the deepest, sweetest sleep either had had in years.

∞∞∞

Saturday morning light filtered softly through the gauzy curtains, warm and golden. Eden woke first, blinking slowly, disoriented for a second until she felt the soft weight of Samantha’s breast against her back, the arm draped possessively over her waist, fingers splayed just below Eden’s navel.

She smiled, pressing back into the embrace. Samantha stirred behind her, making a sleepy little sound that went straight between Eden’s legs. The arm tightened; Samantha’s lips found the curve of Eden’s neck without opening her eyes, pressing open-mouthed kisses there, lazy and affectionate.

“Morning,” Samantha mumbled, voice husky with sleep.

Eden turned in her arms, facing her. Their legs slotted together naturally, bare skin on bare skin under the tangled sheet. “Morning,” she whispered back, brushing blonde hair from Samantha’s face.

They kissed—slow, lingering, tasting last night on each other’s lips. No rush, just gentle exploration. Samantha’s hand slid down Eden’s side, tracing the dip of her waist, the swell of her hip, before slipping between her thighs from behind. Eden was already wet; one slow stroke of Samantha’s fingers through her folds drew a soft gasp.

“Ready for me?” Samantha whispered, circling Eden’s clit lazily.

“Always,” Eden breathed.

They moved like that for a long while—slow, sleepy grinding under the sheets. Samantha’s fingers pumped gently inside Eden while Eden reached back between Samantha’s legs, stroking in matching rhythm. Hips rolled languidly, thighs squeezing, breaths mingling in quiet moans and soft laughter when their movements got a little clumsy in the haze of half-sleep.

Eventually Samantha rolled Eden onto her back, kissing down her body with reverent slowness—sucking gently on each nipple, trailing lips over her stomach until she settled between Eden’s thighs again. But this time Eden tugged her upward.

“Come here,” she murmured.

Samantha’s eyes flared. She shifted forward, straddling Eden’s face while lowering her own mouth back to Eden’s pussy—perfect 69, bodies aligned, sheets kicked to the foot of the bed.

The first touch of Eden’s tongue on Samantha that morning drew a muffled moan against Eden’s clit. They moved together instinctively with slow licks, gentle sucking, fingers curling inside each other in perfect sync. Sunlight warmed their skin; the room filled with soft, wet sounds and breathless whimpers.

They came almost at the same time—quiet, shuddering releases that rolled through them like waves, mouths never leaving each other, riding the pleasure out until they were both trembling and oversensitive.

Samantha collapsed to the side, pulling Eden with her so they lay face-to-face again, foreheads pressed, giggling softly in the afterglow.

After a minute of catching their breath, Samantha traced lazy circles on Eden’s stomach. “So… deeper confessions time?”

Eden bit her lip, nodding.

Samantha took a breath. “I used to masturbate thinking about you. A lot. Like… embarrassingly often.”

Eden’s cheeks went pink, but she laughed. “Same. God, so many times.”

“Tell me one,” Samantha whispered, eyes bright with curiosity and affection.

Eden hid her face against Samantha’s neck for a second, then peeked up. “Last summer, after that hotel pool day… you in that red bikini. I went back to my room, locked the door, and touched myself imagining it was your fingers instead of mine. Came so hard I had to bite the pillow so no one would hear through the wall.”

Samantha groaned softly, pulling her closer. “Fuck, that’s hot. Mine was after that road trip—waking up with my hand on you. I waited until you were in the shower the next morning, then fingered myself in the same bed thinking about waking you up with my mouth between your legs.”

Eden shivered, pressing a kiss to Samantha’s jaw. “We were so close to this for so long.”

“Yeah,” Samantha whispered, cupping Eden’s face. “But we’re here now.”

They kissed again—soft, deep, full of everything they’d finally admitted.

“I love you,” Eden murmured against her lips.

Samantha smiled. “I love you.”

“Best weekend ever.” Eden giggled.

“And we just got here!”


Chapter Six




They lay there in the sun-warmed afterglow, hearts still racing from the confessions, the words “I love you” hanging soft and new in the air between them. Eden traced the curve of Samantha’s collarbone with one fingertip, feeling the quick flutter of her pulse.

Samantha caught her hand, brought it to her lips, and kissed Eden’s knuckles. “Say it again,” she whispered.

“I love you,” Eden said, no hesitation this time. The words felt like coming home.

Samantha’s eyes shone. She rolled them gently until Eden was on her back, settling between her thighs with deliberate care. Their bodies fit together like they’d always been meant to—breasts pressing, hips aligning, legs tangling. Samantha kissed her slow and deep, tongue stroking lazily as her hand slipped between them.

Eden was still soaked; Samantha’s fingers slid through her folds easily, gathering wetness before circling her clit with feather-light touches. Eden sighed into the kiss, hips lifting to chase more pressure.

“I love you,” Samantha murmured against her mouth, sliding two fingers inside Eden in one smooth glide. Eden clenched around her, moaning softly as Samantha curled them just right, stroking that spot that made her toes curl.

The rest of the weekend blurred into a golden haze of touch and laughter and discovery.

They woke late both days, tangled in sheets that smelled like salt and sex, trading sleepy kisses that turned into slow, languid fingering under the covers until one or both of them came with soft moans against the other’s neck. Showers became long, steamy playgrounds—Samantha pressing Eden against cool tile, water cascading over them as she dropped to her knees again, or Eden pinning Samantha’s hands above her head while she sucked and teased her breasts until Samantha begged.

They cooked naked in the big kitchen, stealing bites of fruit from each other’s fingers, ending up on the counter more than once—Eden sitting on the edge while Samantha licked strawberry juice from between her legs, or Samantha bent over the island as Eden fingered her from behind, whispering filthy praise in her ear.

Sunsets were spent walking the empty beach hand-in-hand, bare feet in the surf, stealing kisses as the sky turned pink and orange. They talked about everything: how long they’d wanted this, what they wanted now, the future that suddenly felt wide open and theirs. Nights were for experimenting—finding new angles to grind together, discovering how Samantha liked her nipples pinched just so, how Eden melted when Samantha whispered “good girl” while rimming her.

They fell asleep every night wrapped around each other, waking to do it all again—learning every sound, every sensitive spot, every way to make the other come undone. By Monday evening, as they packed up reluctantly, both knew this weekend had rewritten everything.

Two Months Later…

Samantha’s apartment had quietly become theirs. Eden’s things migrated over in waves—first a toothbrush, then clothes, then half the closet and a shelf in the bathroom. The ex, Connor, was a distant memory, a story they laughed about now: the cheating bastard who’d accidentally given Eden the push she needed to find what she’d really wanted all along.

Eden was thriving—new job at a little beachside café (ironic, they joked), new confidence, new life. But the best part was always coming home to Samantha.

That Friday night, Eden walked in from her shift to find the living room lit with candles, soft music playing, Samantha waiting on the couch in nothing but a silk robe and a nervous, excited smile.

“Got a surprise for you,” Samantha said, pulling Eden into a slow kiss before leading her to the bedroom.

On the bed lay a black harness and a sleek, curved silicone dildo—deep purple, realistic but not too much, the one they’d picked out together online two weeks ago, giggling over sizes and colors late at night.

Eden’s breath caught. “Oh shit! Tonight?”

“Tonight,” Samantha confirmed, eyes dark with love and heat. “I want to fuck you with it. Slow. While I look in your eyes and tell you how much I love you.”

They took their time undressing each other, the candlelight flickering across their skin like a lover's caress. Samantha untied her robe first, letting it pool at her feet, revealing her golden body—full breasts, toned stomach, the soft curve of her hips. Eden's breath hitched as she traced her fingers down Samantha's arms, pulling her close for a deep, unhurried kiss. Samantha's hands slipped under Eden's shirt, lifting it slowly, palms grazing her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts as she peeled the fabric away.

Eden stepped out of her pants next, kicking them aside, completely bare now in the warm glow. Samantha's eyes roamed her hungrily, lovingly—taking in the faint tan lines, the way Eden's nipples tightened under her gaze.

"You're so beautiful," Samantha whispered, cupping Eden's face and kissing her again, tongues dancing slow and sweet. "I love you so much."

"I love you," Eden echoed, voice trembling with the weight of it. She reached for the harness, helping Samantha step into it, buckling the straps around her hips with careful fingers. The purple dildo curved upward, smooth and inviting, and seeing it there—attached to Samantha, ready—sent a fresh wave of heat between Eden's legs.

Samantha slicked the toy with lube, her movements deliberate, eyes never leaving Eden's. She guided Eden back onto the bed, settling her against the pillows, kissing her way down—lips on her neck, collarbone, breasts. She sucked one nipple gently, then the other, drawing soft moans from Eden's throat.

"Spread for me, baby," Samantha murmured, kneeling between Eden's thighs.

Eden parted her legs wider, knees falling open, exposing her slick pussy to the cool air. Samantha traced a finger through her wetness first, circling her clit lightly, making Eden arch and whimper.

"So wet already," Samantha praised, voice low and reverent. "All for me. God, I love how responsive you are."

She lined up the tip of the dildo at Eden's entrance, rubbing it slowly up and down her folds, teasing until Eden was rocking her hips, begging with her eyes.

"Ready?" Samantha asked, green eyes locked on hazel.

"Yes—please," Eden breathed.

Samantha pushed in—slow, inch by inch, watching Eden's face for every reaction. The stretch was exquisite, filling her perfectly, the curve pressing right against that sensitive spot inside. Eden gasped, eyes wide, hands clutching the sheets, back arching as Samantha bottomed out.

"Oh fuck—Sam—"

"You feel amazing," Samantha whispered, stilling to let her adjust, leaning down to kiss her deeply. "So tight around me. You're taking it so well, baby. I love you."

She started moving then with long, slow thrusts that dragged the toy in and out, the base grinding against Samantha's own clit with each push. Eden wrapped her legs around Samantha's waist, pulling her closer, their breasts brushing with every motion.

"Look at me," Samantha said softly, eyes burning with emotion. "I want to see you when you cum."

Eden held her gaze, the intimacy almost overwhelming. Samantha's thrusts stayed measured, deep, each one punctuated with praise: "You're perfect," "I love how you feel," "You're mine, all mine." She reached between them, thumb circling Eden's clit in time with her hips.

The pleasure built slow and steady, coiling tight in Eden's core. "Sam—I'm close—"

"Cum for me," Samantha whispered, thrusting a little harder, a little deeper. "Let me feel you, baby.”

Eden shattered—her pussy clenching hard around the toy, waves of ecstasy crashing through her, hips bucking as she cried out Samantha's name. Samantha kept moving through it, drawing it out, whispering "That's it, beautiful, cum for me" until Eden was limp and trembling.

Samantha kissed her tenderly, pulling out slowly, but she wasn't done. "Turn over," she murmured, voice husky with her own building need.

Eden flipped onto her stomach, ass up, thighs spread. Samantha groaned at the sight, running her hands over the curve of Eden's back, gripping her hips. She slicked the toy again and pushed back in from behind—deeper this angle, filling her completely.

"Fuck—yes—" Eden moaned into the pillow. “Oh shit…fuck me…”

Samantha started thrusting—slow at first, then building to a steady pound, hips slapping against Eden's ass with each drive. The base rubbed hard against Samantha's cunt now, her own moans mingling with Eden's.

"You feel so good like this," Samantha panted, one hand sliding under to rub Eden's clit again. "Taking me so deep. You're doing so well, baby.”

Eden pushed back to meet her, the angle hitting perfectly, pleasure spiking sharp and hot. "Yes—please—love you—"

Samantha obliged, pounding faster, deeper, her free hand gripping Eden's hip for leverage. The room filled with their cries, the wet sounds of the toy driving in and out.

Eden came again, harder this time, pussy spasming around the strap, face buried in the sheets as she sobbed with release. The clench and Eden's moans pushed Samantha over the edge seconds later—her hips stuttering, clit grinding against the base as she came with a broken "I love you—fuck—Eden—"

They collapsed together in a breathless heap, Samantha easing out slowly, carefully, before unbuckling the harness and tossing it aside. She gathered Eden into her arms immediately, pulling her close until their sweaty bodies were pressed together, legs tangled, hearts hammering in perfect sync against each other.

Eden buried her face in the crook of Samantha’s neck, breathing her in—vanilla and salt and the faint musk of everything they’d just done. Samantha’s fingers traced lazy patterns along Eden’s spine, soothing the tremors still rippling through her.

For a long moment, neither spoke. Just the soft sound of their breathing slowing, the flicker of candlelight dancing across the walls, the distant hum of city traffic far below their apartment window.

Samantha pressed a kiss to Eden’s damp temple, then her cheek, then the corner of her mouth. “I love you,” she whispered, voice raw and reverent. “So much. Forever.”

Eden lifted her head, eyes shining in the low light. She cupped Samantha’s face, thumb brushing over her swollen lips. “I love you too,” she said, the words steady and sure. “More than I ever thought I could love anyone.”

Samantha’s smile was soft, a little teary. “You’re my everything now. You know that, right?”

Eden nodded, leaning in to kiss her—slow, deep, full of gratitude and wonder. When they parted, she rested her forehead against Samantha’s. “I used to think getting cheated on like that was the worst thing that could happen to me. But it led me here. To you. To this.”

Samantha laughed quietly, the sound warm and full of joy. “Best plot twist ever.”

They shifted under the covers, bodies fitting together like they were made for it—Eden’s head on Samantha’s chest, Samantha’s arm wrapped possessively around her waist, fingers interlaced. The room smelled like them: sex and candles and the faint trace of the ocean that always seemed to linger in their lives now.

“I can’t wait for all of it,” Eden murmured sleepily, tracing circles over Samantha’s heart. “Lazy Sundays like our beach weekends. Trips we’ll actually plan together. Waking up to you every morning. Growing old and still not being able to keep our hands off each other.”

Samantha’s chest rumbled with a soft laugh. “Deal. Especially the last part. I’m never going to stop wanting you. Not in fifty years. Not ever.”

Eden tilted her head up for one more kiss—gentle, lingering, sealing the promise.

Samantha pulled her tighter. “And it’s only just beginning.”

Eden and Samantha lived Happily Ever After…

The End.
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