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“Ivy, we can’t get in the water yet, we just ate like, fifteen minutes ago,” Fiona said.

I smiled at her and cupped my breasts through my bikini’s top, “That’s a myth, besides, you think I put this on just to sit around in the hotel room?”

“Ivy, chill with that shit, you know how I feel about you talking like that,” she grumbled as she turned her head away from me. Those soft blue eyes lingered on my swimsuit, even if she wanted to pretend that she wasn’t all that interested.

“Talking like what? It’s not a crime to want someone to look at my body. Fuck, you were the one that got me into the gym in the first place,” I said as I crossed the room. My hands fell on Fiona’s shoulders and I gently massaged them as I whispered, “Besides, can you imagine how many people would want to see what you hide in your bikini?”

Fiona stiffened and mumbled, “I’d wear a pair of shorts or something in the water anyway.”

“Why? If guys can get away with having their bulges poking out for everyone to see, why can’t you?” I asked.

“Aren’t you supposed to be encouraging me to make a healthy choice or something? Like, I don’t know, maybe not having everyone at the beach staring at my dick?” she grumbled.

“What are best friends for if they can’t get you to live a little?”

She let out a deep sigh and leaned back against me, “We could always just stay here. I’m really enjoying the massage and if you’re down, we could just order room service or have someone bring us a bottle of whiskey. That’d be more fun than the beach.”

“For you, maybe. I want to get out there. It’s been so damn long since I’ve been able to just have a one-off with a stranger. The problem with living in a small town is that you can only have a one night stand once or twice before everyone knows your name and expects you to spread your legs,” I said.

Fiona laughed and tilted her head back to rest against my chest, “Yeah, but if we’re being fair, you usually do spread your legs if they’re sweet enough.”

“That’s not the point. If I let them fuck me, that’s because I want to get fucked, not because they expect to get laid if they make me laugh,” I grumbled.

“So what made me different?” Fiona asked.

I wasn’t ready for that question. My fingers kneaded her tense neck and I thought back to the night we met. It was at a party, the first and probably only one that Fiona would have gone to if I hadn’t talked her into going to more. She was sitting by herself in the corner of the living room, sipping on a glass of wine that she didn’t seem to want at all.

At the time, I thought I’d just let her have a pity fuck, maybe finger her on the couch or something. The more I got to know her, the more I realized how deep her personality went. Besides, her getting hard when I put my hand on her arm really confused me at first. That bulge in her panties was one I’d wanted for a while, but she just never seemed ready to take that step. And thus, the dreaded friend zone.

I used to see Fiona as a challenge, how close did I have to get to her to get her to fuck me? And now… now I just wanted her to be happy and come out of her shell a little.

“Honestly, you didn’t make a move. That was all that really stopped us from doing it the night we met,” I said softly.

She sighed and let out a soft giggle. “That makes sense. I thought it was because you weren’t into women.”

“Oh, no, definitely into women. I’d happily hold you down by your ponytail while you ate me out,” I said teasingly.

“Glad to know that you think of me as a chick,” Fiona said.

I chuckled and gave her shoulders a firm squeeze, “You’re the most beautiful chick I know. Even if you do have a massive cock in those panties.” Her gasp almost made me blush. “Now, go get your bathing suit on, I want to go swim.”

Fiona was never one to argue when she got flustered. She grabbed her bathing suit from the dresser and hurried into the bathroom. When she came back out, I was a little surprised by how well the frilly skirt on her bikini bottom covered her crotch. I could still make out the bulge of her balls in the panties, but most anyone else probably would have only guessed that she had a puffy pair of lips.

I grabbed my robe and put it on before tying the sash around my waist to keep it in place. The beach was only a mile from the hotel and I wasn’t interested in putting on a full set of clothes just to drive for a few minutes.

Fiona slid on a large tee shirt that draped down past her mid-thigh and looked at me sheepishly, “I’m not taking it off to swim.”

“Aw, you sure? Why can’t you let me see those tits when they’re nice and wet, baby?” I asked.

“D-Don’t talk like that!” Fiona yelped.

“Scared of getting turned on?”

She shrugged her shoulders as her cheeks and neck flushed with color, “Let’s just go before I change my mind.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. As much as I hated to admit it, I still wanted her cock in me. I wanted to corrupt her and make her mine. Fuck, I wanted to date her, that might not seem like much to many people, but Ivy Evans didn’t date anyone…

The drive to the beach was shorter than my attention span and as soon as we parked, I shed my robe and draped it over the back of my car seat. As happy as I was to get wet, I really didn’t want to get sand in my seat. Fiona, true to her word, didn’t take off her shirt and nervously followed me out of the car.

While I would have loved to tan in the sun for a while and let random people stare at my tits or ass, I knew Fiona wouldn’t have the patience for that. She always got uncomfortable when I scampered off with someone else to scratch my itch for a good orgasm, but that would probably still end up happening. If she would just grab me by the hips and pull me against her, she wouldn’t have to watch me run off with someone else…

I reached over and took Fiona’s hand and started walking toward the water. Without even making it two full steps, she pulled her hand away and mumbled, “What are you doing?”

“Dragging you into the water?” I asked, not quite sure why she took her hand away.

“No, why were you holding my hand?”

I shrugged, “Is it that much of a problem? I was just trying to be sweet.”

Fiona hesitantly took my hand and spoke in a near-silent voice, “P-People are going to think we’re a couple, that might hurt your chances of getting laid.”

“Eh, I’ve had plenty sex. Maybe this should be more about our friendship rather than getting laid,” I mumbled. Whatever was bothering her about holding my hand seemed a little more personal. The conversation in the hotel didn’t seem like it was that important, but maybe it meant more to her than I understood.

Fiona took the first step toward the water and smiled at me, “I think that would be nice.”

I reached across with my other hand and brushed a lock of her golden hair out of her face and smiled back. “You know that you can talk to me if there is something on your mind, don’t you?”

“I know, I just don’t know how I’d say anything I’ve got on my mind without making things weird.”

“Weird and I are good friends. I’m sure you’ve seen some of the pictures I’ve saved on my phone,” I said with a smirk.

She giggled and shrugged her shoulders. “You mean the hentai you’ve shown me a thousand times? Yeah, I think I can remember a few anime women tied up with tentacles in all their holes.”

“Ooh, is that something you liked? Is that why it stayed in your memory?” I asked.

The hot sand under our feet shifted almost immediately into the cool, wet sand that I loved feeling between my toes as we reached the edge of the water. Fiona glanced over at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t think I’d like to be the one tied up.”

“Sure could have fooled me, I pegged you for a submissive,” I teased.

“What happens in the bedroom is a lot different than what you’re used to seeing,” Fiona said as she took a nervous step into the water.

The temperature was nearly perfect, but the heat of the sun contrasted against the relatively warm water and made it feel a lot colder than it really was. A smile formed on my lips as I looked at Fiona. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze and waded further into the water.

By the time we were up to our waist, she let out a quiet gasp and stopped moving for a moment. I let go of her hand and put my arm around her waist, “Is everything okay?”

“F-Fuck it’s cold on my junk,” she mumbled.

I laughed and shook my head, “Need some help with that?”

“W—What are you going to do, pee in the water?” she asked.

Against my better judgment, I turned in the water to face her and pulled her deeper into the water as I slid my hand under the surface. Taking a deep breath as I looked her in the eyes, I let my hand cup her balls and spoke softly, “Just until you want me to stop.”

Fiona’s cheeks filled with color and she froze in place, “O-Okay.”

That wasn’t the answer I was expecting. I let my fingers curl and uncurl to tease her. It was strange to be able to feel her balls drawing up closer to her body, whether from arousal or from the cold, I had no clue. Either way, I could feel her cock hardening against my wrist and she let out a few soft moans as I continued to play with her.

Instead of stopping me, she reached down and held my wrist loosely with her hands and whispered, “F-Fuck that feels good. S-Should we stop? There are p-people around, someone could s-see.”

“They could, but the water is pretty good at hiding what’s going on. Besides, it’s not that busy here, we did decide to come here on a Tuesday,” I said softly.

She tilted her head back and let out a low moan before mumbling, “Maybe a little further in, then?”

“Yeah, I’d love for you to be a little further inside me,” I said teasingly.

Her cock tented her bikini and she looked me in the eye, “That would ruin our friendship and you know it.”

“Maybe, but what about a relationship?” I asked.

“D-Don’t tease me like that,” she mumbled and pushed my hand away from her crotch. “That’s really not funny.”

“Fiona, I wasn’t joking.”

She hesitated for a moment before looking away from me, “And how long would it last? A day or two until you got bored of me?”

The words probably weren’t meant to hurt, but they bit deep. “Do you really think that little of me, Fiona? I figured if anyone would appreciate me being serious with them, it would have been you.”

Fiona ducked her head, “I think the world of you, Ivy. That’s why I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to do right now. I know you love sex, but I’m not stupid enough to think I could be the only person you’d want. I can’t do an open relationship, Ivy. I just can’t do that and if I couldn’t satisfy you, then what the hell would we end up being?”

“I do love sex, but the thing about sex is that it’s only physical with the people I’ve been fucking. It’s not making love. It’s not passionate. It doesn’t mean a god damn thing. So you tell me, Fiona, why the fuck would I want someone like you?” I asked, an angry tear threatening to spill down my cheek.

She sighed softly and put her hands on my waist, “Please don’t get upset, Ivy.”

“H-How can I not?” I asked. “I’m trying to tell you how I feel about you and I’m not sure that you even want to be with me. I don’t know what the hell I can even offer you. In the year that I’ve known you, you’ve never had sex. You haven’t even admitted to touching yourself. If I didn’t want to be with you for something other than sex, why did we keep hanging out?”

Fiona sighed and pulled me closer to her. Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she hugged me tight, “Ivy, please calm down. I don’t want to tell you how to act, but I think we’re already on the same page and we’re just approaching it differently.”

I took a deep breath to try and calm myself. That didn’t work all that well, but if she needed me to calm down to make her more comfortable, I’d at least pretend that the breathing worked.

“Tell me what page you’re on before I lose my shit,” I whispered.

“I’m on the page that says that we both want a relationship but we’re not quite sure what we’d give one another. It says that I want to try and take care of your needs, but that you have needs that aren’t just sexual,” she said softly. The warmth of her body against mine felt damn good, but it was a little difficult to have an emotional moment with her cock pressing against my stomach. “It also says that we should probably go a little deeper in the water because there are a lot of people staring at us right now.”

That last bit drew a chuckle out of me and I nodded before carefully pulling away from her. Maybe I was wrong about her being a bit of a submissive. When push came to shove, she knew what she wanted, but I really didn’t know what I wanted aside from wanting her. That had been my problem for years. Sex was the outlet I used to try and fill the hole within me, no pun intended. It obviously wasn’t working. Maybe it did fill a certain hole for the night, but I always woke up feeling like I needed something more.

But when I was with Fiona, I didn’t really have those needs. The only hole that needed to be filled when I was with her was sexual, it was the only thing she left me wanting. It seemed so obvious now, but approaching her about a relationship felt so damn hard. Then again, the conversation we just had wasn’t easy, but we made it through.

As we went deeper into the water, I tried my best to swim a little ways away from the small crowd of people near the shore. Just around a small bend, we were left relatively alone. In the distance, a few jet skis blew by and I could see a couple of boats further out, but as far as people swimming went, there were none.

In the comfort of isolation, Fiona pulled me against her again. While I was up to my neck in water, her chest was visible. I didn’t want to make it too sexual yet, not before we finished our chat, but I really wanted that shirt to come off.

“Ivy, I’ve been hoping that I could figure out how to talk to you about how I feel about us at some point. It’s not as easy as just saying it, as I’m sure you know. But, if you feel the same way, I think it’s worth a risk to tell you exactly how I feel.”

I nodded slowly, “I’ll try to keep my cool. Sorry about how I reacted a minute ago, but I felt like you were making me out to be some kind of cock hungry whore. I mean, I am in the bedroom, I’ll admit that, but this is different.”

“It is,” Fiona said and put her hands back on my waist. “When you tease me, I love and hate it. I want to tell you how much I’d love to make you scream, but then I think about all the people you’ve slept with. I probably can’t compare to them, I’m okay with that from a performance standpoint. I haven’t slept around. I really don’t know what I’m doing, but I know that I want you. So when I tell you that I hate when you talk to me like you do, it’s not because I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want to have to live up to expectations I can’t meet.”

“Trust me, most of the people I’ve been with aren’t good. There are the outliers, but it’s not like I’ve fucked a ton of people. Thirteen, if you wanted to count. Three of them were women, so it’s not all about the cock, I promise,” I mumbled.

“I’ve been with zero,” she said. “Which is why I don’t know how to say that I want you. That I want to make you scream my name, that I want to try out some of those kinks you’ve got porn of, that I want to taste your honey. There’s nothing I want more than to satisfy you than to just hold you in my arms. But I know that you met me as a shy, nervous woman. I still am, I’ll admit that, but I know what I want. Maybe I couldn’t sweep you off your feet or be the life of a party like you can, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t try if you wanted me to.”

I smiled at her and put my hands on her shoulders and then bounced in the water so that I could wrap my legs around her waist. “You’re saying a lot of things that make me feel like you’re just waiting for permission. Well, you’ve got it,” I said.

Fiona’s eyes locked with mine as she slid her hands further around my waist and then down to my ass. Her hands cupped my cheeks and she let out a soft groan as she pulled my hips against hers, “F-Fuck, I’ve wanted to do that for a while. B-But that wasn’t quite where I was going with that. I was going to ask you if you wanted to make this official.”

“Fiona, you’re my girlfriend. Got that?” I asked as I squeezed my legs around her to help grind myself against her rapidly hardening cock.

“Got it,” she groaned.

“Want to lose your virginity in the ocean?” I asked.

Her cheeks flushed again and she mumbled, “I don’t think I could fuck you like you want me to if we’re in the water.”

“You don’t know how I want you to fuck me,” I said. “But I can tell you that I don’t want you to pull out when you cum.”

“W-What?” she asked. “Isn’t it a little early for that?”

“The worst that could happen is you knock me up. I’ve got a thing for impreg, but you’re not the kind of woman that’d run off and leave me with a kid to raise by myself. Think of it as the first and most intense kink we’ll try,” I purred.

Fiona let out a quiet whimper before mumbling, “But what if you don’t want to be together in a few weeks?”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, but even if it is, then we’re probably still going to be friends,” I said. “So, sex at the beach?”

Fiona smiled at me and took a few steps toward the shore. “You mind holding onto my shirt while we do this?”

“Only if you don’t mind fucking me from behind,” I said.

She reached down to push my knees away from her, “Get the hell off me so I can get the fuck in you!”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. I expected to have sex today, but I didn’t know it would be with Fiona. I might have fantasized about it a time or two, but it seemed like a pipe dream. I knew how I felt about her, but that didn’t seem like it would ever be a reality. Then again, some of life’s greatest surprises happened in the blink of an eye.

As soon as I had my feet down on the sandy floor, Fiona pulled her shirt off and draped it over my shoulder. Without so much as a warning, her hand pushed into the back of my panties and she pushed a finger into my pussy. A shocked gasp escaped me and I moaned, “W-What?”

Fiona kissed my neck as she pushed a second finger into me. She left a trail of kissed up my neck until she reached my ear and then pushed a third finger into my tight pussy. The stretching sensation was amazing, but her words nearly made me cream my panties, “I told you that I knew what I wanted.”

Her warm cock pressed against my naked lower back as she whispered, “It’s been you for so long. I’ve thought about everything I’d do to you, but I don’t think you could handle my cock without a little foreplay, Ivy.”

“F-Fuck, you’re probably r-right,” I gasped as she kept pushing her fingers into my core. Never in a million years would I have expected her to be so damn confident when it came to playing with my pussy. Well, playing wasn’t the right word. She was claiming me and stopping her was the furthest thing from my mind.

Her fingers curled within me, teasing my inner walls like no one else had done with me before. For a virgin, she seemed to have a pretty fucking good idea of what she was doing and my moans were loud enough to encourage her further.

Fiona’s cock rubbed against the back of my bikini as she kept fingering me. It didn’t take long for her to start rubbing it against my ass, but with her hand in the way, she couldn’t tease my holes with it and I hated that. She seemed to as well. Her fingers slowly slipped out of me and she let out a long, low moan as she pulled my bikini to the side.

A quivering breath escaped her lips as she pressed her hot, thick crown against my entrance. “D-Do you want it?”

“Please don’t tease me right now, b-baby,” I purred.

Fiona pushed her cock into me and even though I’d seen the outline of her thickness quite a few times, my pussy wasn’t ready to be stretched that wide. And yet, the stinging pain in my cunt was something I welcomed. The cool water around my hips helped keep me from losing my mind, but that pain kept me grounded in reality. My best friend was inside me. She chose to let me take her virginity… fuck, that meant more than I could have imagined.

Her hands slid to my waist for a moment as she pushed deeper inside me. Inch after inch of her cock pushed into me until I could feel her cock pushing against my stomach. Just when I thought I’d have to beg her to stop, her warm hips pressed against me. The weight of her body against mine felt too damn good and I was relieved to not have to pussy out about taking her impossibly huge cock.

I would have been happy to take a second to gain my bearings, but my best friend didn’t have the same plan. Her right hand slid down my stomach and into my panties as her left hand moved to cup my breast through my top. Fiona’s fingers started rubbing my clit as she pumped slowly into my pussy, “You’ll have to let me know if I’m not doing something right, Ivy. I… I watched a lot of videos about how to get a woman off.”

My toes curled in the sand and I could do nothing but moan as she wracked my body with unbearable pleasure. Of all the times I’d been fucked, I’d never been this close to cumming this fast. The sheer size of her cock was a huge factor, but knowing who it was that was pleasuring made much more of a difference.

The friction of the water was my savior at the moment, if not for that, she probably would have been able to fuck me hard enough to make me finish within seconds. That wouldn’t save me for long, though. As she built a rhythm, my cries of pleasure got louder until I had to shove her salty shirt in my mouth to keep from drawing too much attention to us. The cotton was disgusting in my mouth, but I couldn’t risk someone coming over and interrupting Fiona.

Her left hand pushed under my top and she started tweaking my nipple with her fingers as she kept rocking my clit from side to side. So far, I’d managed to keep myself from being pushed over the edge, but Fiona did something that no one else had ever done when they fucked me. She spoke the not-so-dreaded words, at least, they weren’t dreaded coming from her.

“I love you, Ivy,” she moaned.

My walls clenched around her cock and Fiona gasped loudly. Her cock pushed deep into me and I screamed at the top of my lungs into the shirt as my juices gushed into the ocean. She’d never know that she made me squirt if I didn’t tell her, but I probably would. Fuck, I’d probably make her prove that she could make me squirt again later.

Her hands moved to my hips and she gripped them tight enough to cause her fingernails to dig into me, “I-I’m about to cum!”

I opened my mouth and let the shirt fall out so that I could whimper, “F-Fucking breed me, baby.”

Fiona let out a soft, feminine moan as she shoved herself into me as hard as she possibly could with the water holding her back. The pressure within my stomach intensified and only got more distracting as her cock throbbed within me. Each pulse of her shaft sent a thick glob of her cum into my fertile pussy and I literally crossed my fingers in the water, praying to whatever deity could hear me that I’d get pregnant from this. My best friend losing her virginity and getting me pregnant at the same time, it would have been too fucking perfect.

My pussy seemed to agree as it clenched around Fiona’s cock a second time. Another wave of ecstasy coursed through me as Fiona’s soft moans continued to pour out into the warm summer air before being carried away on the gentle breeze.

We stayed like that for a few more moments before her cock finally started softening within me and she slowly pulled out. I quickly reached down to pull my panties back into place and I held my pussy tightly to both help ease the stinging from being stretched by her huge cock and to keep her cum from sliding out of me. It’d probably ruin this expensive fucking swimsuit, but I didn’t really care.

Fiona put her arms around my shoulders and spoke softly, “Not to sound too clingy, but you don’t mind if I say I love you again, do you?”

“F-Fucking say it again and I’ll cum,” I mumbled.

“I love you,” she whispered sultrily.

I let my head hang limp and giggled. “You’re going to eat your cum out of my pussy when we get back to the hotel. Do you understand me?”

“Only if you’re on your hands and knees and it’s a fresh load, baby,” she said.

“Mm, you know, I think I like the more dominant version of you, Fiona.”

“Enough to say it back?” she asked.

I turned around so that I could look up into those beautiful blue eyes, “I fucking love you.”

Her smile made the sun seem dark in comparison. Yeah… this was the woman I’d be spending the rest of my life with.
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