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      “Wait, hold on,” Naomi said, holding up a manicured hand as I described the house. “A beach house? Like, an actual house on the beach? Not a condo or some Airbnb where you have to share the hot tub with strangers in questionable swimwear?”

      I nodded, trying not to smile too much because I already knew where this conversation was heading. “Yeah, an actual house. Thom’s parents own it. It’s right on the water. He says you can hear the waves crashing from every room.”

      Naomi let out a loud, dramatic gasp and pressed a hand to her chest like I’d just told her I’d inherited a castle. “Rebecca Marie! You’re telling me now that your boyfriend has access to prime coastal real estate? Do you even understand how rare that is? This is… this is elite-level living.”

      I laughed, shaking my head at her antics. “It’s not like he owns it himself, Naomi. His parents bought it years ago when property prices weren’t insane. It's just their vacation home.”

      “Uh-huh.” She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “And what did you say earlier? Something about staying there this weekend?”

      “Yes,” I said slowly, bracing myself for whatever angle she was about to work.

      She tilted her head and gave me that sly grin of hers that usually preceded trouble—or a very persuasive argument. “Okay, hear me out. What if—you know, just hypothetically—I came along with you guys?”

      I blinked at her in confusion, because surely she wasn’t serious. “What? Naomi, no! It’s supposed to be a romantic weekend for me and Thom.”

      “Romantic schmantic,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Think about it: how many cute couple pictures do you really need to take before he’s over it and you’re bored? Meanwhile”—she leaned forward, lowering her voice like she was conspiring with me—“if I come along, we can turn this into a whole thing. You’ll still have your romance or whatever, but I can help you document the trip for Instagram! A few dreamy sunset pictures here, maybe some candid shots of you two being adorable… It’ll be perfect!”

      “Naomi…” I groaned, dragging out her name in protest.

      “No, no, no—don’t ‘Naomi’ me yet!” She placed both hands flat on the table between us and locked eyes with me as if willing me to agree through sheer force of will. “You don’t understand how much this could boost my account right now. My followers love anything coastal or cottagecore adjacent. If I could get just one shot of me lounging on a deck overlooking the ocean…” She trailed off dreamily before snapping back into focus.

      “I can’t invite you,” I insisted weakly, though even as the words left my mouth, they felt unconvincing. “It’s not my house—it’s Thom’s parents’. And what would Thom say if I suddenly brought someone else along?”

      “Oh please,” she scoffed with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. “Thom loves me! And besides, do you really think he’ll care? He spends half his time playing guitar and talking about craft beer anyway—he probably won’t even notice I’m there. I’ll be like... a cool, photogenic ghost!” Naomi grinned, clearly proud of her ridiculous analogy.

      I sighed and rubbed my temples, feeling the familiar tug of guilt that always seemed to surface when I thought about denying her something. “It’s not that simple, Naomi. This weekend is really important to me. Thom and I haven’t had much time alone together lately, and this was supposed to be our chance to reconnect.”

      “I’m not trying to ruin your lovefest or whatever,” she said, softening her tone and leaning back in her chair. “I just… I feel like this could be mutually beneficial, you know? You get someone to third-wheel awkward situations if things get too tense between you two—because let’s be real, couples always have at least one mini-argument on trips—and I get content for my feed. Win-win!”

      I couldn’t help but let out a small laugh despite my growing frustration. “Wow, you’ve really thought this through, haven’t you?”

      “Of course I have! It’s called being resourceful,” she said with a wink, twirling a lock of her dark hair around her finger like some kind of cartoon villain plotting their next move.

      “Naomi…” I shook my head again, but the fight was draining out of me. She could sense it—I could see the way her eyes lit up with determination as she leaned forward again.

      “Rebecca,” she said seriously, using that tone she reserved for moments when she really wanted something from me. “You know I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important. This isn’t just about Instagram likes or whatever—I’m trying to build something here. And we’re best friends, right? You get how much this means to me.”

      The worst part was that I did understand. Naomi had been working tirelessly on her social media presence for months now, pouring hours into photoshoots and editing and networking with other influencers. She believed in herself so fiercely that it was almost contagious—almost.

      But still… this weekend wasn’t supposed to include anyone but Thom and me.

      “I’ll think about it,” I muttered finally, knowing full well what those words would mean to her.

      Naomi clapped her hands together triumphantly and let out an excited squeal. “Yes! Oh my God, you won’t regret this—I promise! It’s going to be amazing!”

      I tried not to look too defeated as she launched into a brainstorming session about potential hashtags and photo ideas for the trip. My mind was already racing ahead to my next challenge: telling Thom.
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        * * *

      

      That’s how I ended up standing outside his apartment later that evening, nervously shifting from foot to foot as I debated whether or not to knock on the door. The lights inside were on, and I could hear faint music playing—something soft and acoustic that was probably part of his ‘chill vibes’ playlist.

      Finally, I took a deep breath and knocked twice.

      Thom answered almost immediately, his face lighting up in surprise when he saw me. “Hey! What are you doing here? I thought we weren’t meeting up until tomorrow.”

      “Yeah, uh… surprise?” I said weakly, forcing a smile as he stepped aside to let me in. The familiar scent of his apartment—fresh coffee and that faint, woodsy cologne he always wore—hit me as I walked in, clutching the strap of my bag like it might anchor me.

      “Not that I’m complaining,” Thom said, closing the door behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist. “You know I like surprises.”

      I relaxed into his embrace for a moment before stepping back, fiddling with the hem of my sweater. “Actually, I came over because… well, there’s something I need to tell you.”

      He raised an eyebrow, but his expression stayed warm, curious. “Okay. Should I be worried?”

      “No, no, nothing bad!” I rushed out, though my heart was pounding hard enough to make it feel like a lie. “It’s just… about our trip this weekend.”

      “Alright…” He leaned casually against the edge of his kitchen counter, crossing his arms. His hair was slightly messy, probably from running his hands through it one too many times while working on one of his sketches. He looked so effortlessly handsome that for a moment, I almost forgot what I was there to say.

      “Naomi wants to come,” I blurted finally, before my nerves could get the better of me. “She thought it’d be a good opportunity for her social media stuff, and she’s been really insistent about it.”

      To my surprise—and slight irritation—Thom didn’t look upset or annoyed. Instead, he gave a small shrug and said calmly, “Okay.”

      “Okay?” I echoed, blinking at him. “That’s it?”

      “Well, yeah. If it’s important to her and you’re okay with it, then why not? It could actually be fun having someone else along for the ride.” He smiled at me in that easygoing way of his that usually melted all my tension away.

      But this time… something about his reaction didn’t sit quite right with me. Wasn’t he supposed to be at least a little disappointed? Or annoyed that our romantic weekend was turning into something decidedly less private?

      “You’re sure you don’t mind?” I pressed carefully.

      “Rebecca.” Thom stepped forward and took my hands in his, his gaze steady and reassuring. “I’m sure. We’ll still have plenty of time together—you don’t have to worry about that. And hey, Naomi’s fun. It’ll be fine.”

      Forcing myself to smile back at him, I nodded. “Yeah… fine.” But there was a small knot forming in my chest that refused to go away.

      “Now,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear as he leaned closer, “was there anything else you wanted to talk about? Or can I kiss you already?”

      My unease didn’t stand much of a chance against Thom when he looked at me like that. Pushing down whatever strange mix of jealousy and doubt had started bubbling up inside me, I tilted my chin up and kissed him instead.

      He kissed me back with more intensity than I expected—like he wanted to erase any lingering concerns from my mind through sheer force of passion alone. And for a little while, it worked.
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        * * *

      

      The following week came faster than I anticipated. Naomi was waiting outside of her apartment, all long legs and glossy hair that shimmered in the afternoon sun. She wore a cropped white halter top that barely covered her chest and a pair of neon green biker shorts that clung to her like a second skin. Sunglasses perched on her nose, she leaned against her suitcase with one hip cocked, scrolling through her phone.

      “There she is,” Thom said, his voice light with amusement as he parked the car. He unbuckled his seatbelt and gave me a quick grin before stepping out to help with her bags.

      I followed more slowly, gripping the door handle tighter than necessary. The knot in my chest from earlier in the week seemed to tighten as I watched Naomi greet Thom with an easy laugh, tossing her arms around him for a quick hug. Her perfectly manicured nails grazed his shoulders as she pulled back, and I felt a sharp twinge of something unpleasant twist in my stomach.

      “Rebecca!” Naomi beamed at me as I approached, throwing her arms around me in turn. Her perfume—something floral and just a tad overwhelming—filled my nose as we hugged. “Thank you so much for letting me crash your trip! You’re saving my life. Seriously.”

      “It’s no problem,” I replied, forcing a smile. My voice came out lighter than I felt. “I’m glad you could come.”

      “Me too,” she said brightly, pulling back to look at me. “And oh my God, this place you rented—it looks amazing in the pictures! I can’t wait to see it.”

      Thom was already lifting her suitcase into the trunk with one smooth motion. He shut it and turned to us with that easygoing smile again. “Alright, ready to hit the road?”

      Naomi slid into the backseat without hesitation, pulling out her phone again as Thom climbed into the driver’s seat. I took my place in the passenger seat beside him, trying not to feel ridiculous for how much space Naomi’s presence seemed to take up—even from behind me.

      The drive was filled with chatter between Thom and Naomi—I chimed in here and there when prompted but mostly stayed quiet, staring out the window at the rolling scenery while they laughed about some viral video or debated where we should stop for snacks along the way.

      By the time we reached the beach house, I had nearly convinced myself that this little ache in my chest wasn’t jealousy but something simpler… something easier to deal with.

      The house itself was even more beautiful than the photos suggested: modern yet cozy, with big windows that overlooked a stretch of golden sand and sparkling blue water beyond.

      Naomi let out an audible gasp as we stepped inside. “This is perfect!” she exclaimed, spinning around like a kid in Disneyland. “Oh my God, Rebecca—this is going to look so good on my feed.”

      Thom chuckled as he set our bags down by the door. “Glad you approve.”

      “I more than approve,” Naomi gushed, practically bouncing over to one of the windows to peer outside. “Look at this view! Okay—first things first.” She turned back toward us with an excited grin. “I need pictures.”

      My stomach sank slightly when her gaze landed squarely on Thom.

      “Would you mind?”

      Thom hesitated for just a second, glancing at me as though seeking permission. I shrugged, trying to appear indifferent. “Go ahead,” I said, my voice steady, even if my chest felt tight.

      Naomi clapped her hands together. “Amazing! Let me change real quick.” She darted toward one of the bedrooms with her duffel bag in tow, leaving Thom and me standing awkwardly in the living room.

      He scratched the back of his neck and gave me a small smile. “You okay?”

      “Of course,” I replied too quickly. I busied myself by unzipping my suitcase and pulling out one of my sweatshirts. “It’s her thing, you know? Building her account or whatever.”

      “Right,” he said easily, though the look in his eyes lingered for another beat before he moved toward the sliding glass doors leading out to the deck. The sound of waves crashing rhythmically beyond filled the silence between us.

      When Naomi reappeared, it was like she’d stepped straight out of a glossy magazine spread. She wore a tiny black bikini that left little to the imagination. Her skin practically glowed under the soft afternoon light streaming through the windows.

      “Okay!” she announced with a bright grin, holding up her phone. “I need some shots on the deck. You don’t mind being my photographer for a bit, do you, Thom?”

      “Sure,” he said with a laugh as he followed her outside.

      I trailed behind them, each step feeling heavier than the last. The deck was wide and open, with sleek wooden planks stretching toward a set of stairs that led down to the sand below. Naomi positioned herself near the railing where the ocean served as an impossibly beautiful backdrop.

      Thom stood a few feet away from her, adjusting his grip on her phone while she struck her first pose—one hip cocked, arms stretched overhead as though she were reaching for the sun.

      “That’s good,” he said after snapping a few pictures. “Try turning slightly… yeah, like that.”

      I lingered near the doorway at first, unsure if I should join them or retreat into the house altogether. But then Naomi glanced over her shoulder and waved me forward.

      “Rebecca! Come here—help me decide which side looks better.”

      Reluctantly, I walked over to where she stood. She handed me her phone briefly so I could scroll through some of the shots Thom had already taken. They were good—too good—and I hated how naturally photogenic she looked in every single one.

      “You look great in all of them,” I said honestly but clipped.

      “Oh, stop,” she teased lightly before turning back to Thom. “One more set? Maybe something candid this time?”

      Thom nodded obligingly as Naomi leaned against the railing now, tilting her head just so while letting one shoulder drop lazily. The position felt almost too intimate somehow—like it wasn’t just meant for thousands of strangers scrolling through Instagram but specifically for him.

      I swallowed hard and crossed my arms tightly over my chest to anchor myself against… what? The jealousy that coiled hot and sharp in my gut? Or something stranger—the way the sunlight caught Naomi’s skin, making her look like she was made of gold, or the way Thom’s gaze lingered just a second too long as he snapped the photos. I couldn’t tell anymore.

      “Alright, I think we’ve got enough,” Thom said finally, handing Naomi her phone. She scrolled through the pictures, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

      “These are amazing. Thanks, Thom,” she said, her voice warm and appreciative. Then she turned to me, her eyes bright. “Now it’s your turn.”

      “My turn?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

      “Yeah, you and Thom. Let me get some shots of you two being all cute and couple-y. It’ll be fun.” Her tone was light, but there was something in her expression—something teasing, maybe even daring—that made my stomach flutter.

      Thom glanced at me again, his brows raised in silent question. I hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Sure, why not?”

      Naomi clapped her hands together again, clearly thrilled. “Perfect! Okay, let’s go back inside—the lighting in the living room is so cozy right now.”

      We followed her back into the house, where the fire crackled softly in the fireplace. The room was bathed in a warm, flickering glow that made everything feel intimate and dreamlike.

      “Sit on the couch,” Naomi directed us. “Get close.”

      Thom and I sat down together, our thighs pressing against each other. He slung an arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer still. I could feel the heat of his body against mine, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

      “That’s good,” Naomi murmured as she stepped back to frame the shot. “Now look at each other like you’re totally in love.”

      I arched my brow. “We are totally in love.”

      “Then it should be easy for you, shouldn’t it?” she teased.

      I turned to face Thom, our faces inches apart. His eyes searched mine for a moment before he leaned in slowly, his lips brushing against mine in a soft kiss. It was gentle at first—almost chaste—but then something shifted. The kiss deepened, his hand sliding from my shoulder to cup the back of my neck as I leaned into him.

      When we finally pulled apart, my heart was pounding.

      “Wow,” Naomi breathed from somewhere nearby. She sounded breathless herself now—maybe even a little unsteady.

      “That was… perfect,” she said, her voice low and soft. She lowered the phone, her eyes lingering on us for a moment longer than necessary. Then she walked over and sat down on the couch beside me, her thigh pressing against mine.

      Naomi leaned in closer, her shoulder brushing against mine, and I could smell the faint scent of her floral perfume. She turned her head slightly, her lips just inches from my ear.

      “You two are so beautiful together,” she whispered, her breath tickling my skin. “But you know what would make this even better?”

      I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My heart was racing, and my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that I couldn’t quite untangle.

      Naomi didn’t wait for a response. She leaned in further, her lips brushing against mine in a soft, tentative kiss. I froze for a moment, my eyes wide with surprise, but then something inside me gave way. I kissed her back, my hands instinctively reaching up to tangle in her hair.

      Thom’s arm tightened around me as he watched us, his breathing growing heavier. Naomi pulled away slightly, her eyes searching mine before she turned to him.

      “You’re okay with this?” she asked softly.

      He nodded, his gaze intense. “Yeah,” he said hoarsely. “I’m okay with it.”

      Naomi smiled and leaned in again, kissing me more deeply this time. Her hands slid down to the hem of my shirt, hesitating for just a moment before pulling it up and over my head. Next, she unclasped my bra and slid the straps down my shoulders until I was topless before her. I shivered as the cool air hit my skin, but then Thom’s hands were there, warm and steady as they began to massage my breasts.

      Naomi knelt on the floor in front of me, her hands sliding down my thighs as she looked up at me with dark eyes. She kissed the inside of my knee, then moved higher, her lips trailing up my thigh until she reached the edge of shorts. She unfastened them slowly, and then pulled them down with my panties in one smooth motion, dropping them onto the floor beside her.

      I leaned back into Thom’s lap as Naomi’s mouth found me, her tongue hot and wet against my skin. My breath hitched as pleasure shot through me like an electric current. Thom’s hands continued to move over my body—cupping my breasts, caressing my stomach—while Naomi worked me closer and closer to the edge.

      When I finally came apart beneath their hands and mouths, it was like nothing I had ever experienced before. My body trembled with the force of it as I gasped for breath.

      “Okay,” I said finally when I could speak again. My voice was shaky but determined as I looked at Naomi. “Now it’s your turn.”

      She raised an eyebrow at me questioningly but didn’t stop me as I stood up, bringing her with me. Then, I untied her bikini top and bottoms until she was completely naked. I’d seen her naked before, but not like this. Not knowing what I was about to witness.

      “Now,” I whispered, daringly, “I want to see you fuck my boyfriend.”

      Her cheeks flushed and Thom inhaled sharply. “Are you sure, Rebecca?”

      Without breaking eye contact with Naomi, I nodded. “I’m sure.”

      Thom stood and removed his shirt, khakis, and briefs. He sat back down on the sofa while Naomi straddled his lap.

      I sat beside them, playing with my pussy, still swollen from my orgasm. Fuck, was I really doing this? Was I really commanding my best friend to fuck my boyfriend?

      What happened to the jealousy? What happened to our romantic getaway? I knew it wasn’t supposed to go this way, and yet I couldn’t stop it.

      As my fingers circled my clit, I knew I was more excited than ever for the next few minutes. This was way better than coming here with Thom alone.

      Naomi shifted forward, her hands resting on Thom’s shoulders as she positioned herself above him. She looked at me once more, her eyes searching mine for any hint of hesitation, but I just nodded, my fingers still working between my legs. I wanted this. I wanted to see her take him.

      She lowered herself slowly, her breath hitching as she sank onto him. Thom’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her down until she was fully seated, her body flush against his. A soft moan escaped her lips, and I felt a surge of heat pulse through me as I watched them connect.

      “Oh God,” Naomi whispered, her head tilting back as she began to move. Her hips rolled in a slow, deliberate rhythm, and Thom’s hands slid up her sides to cup her breasts. He teased her nipples with his thumbs before leaning in to take one into his mouth, sucking gently as she rocked against him.

      I couldn’t look away. The way they moved together—so synchronized, so intimate—was mesmerizing. Naomi’s body arched into his touch, her moans growing louder as she ground down on him. Thom’s grip on her tightened, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched her.

      “You feel so good,” he murmured against her skin, his voice rough with desire. “Fuck, Naomi.”

      She whimpered in response, her pace quickening as she chased her pleasure. I could see the tension building in her body, the way her thighs trembled with every thrust. My own hand moved faster between my legs, the sight of them driving me closer to the edge.

      Thom’s mouth left her breast and he kissed up her neck until his lips found hers. Their kiss was deep and hungry, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony. Naomi broke away with a gasp, her hands gripping his shoulders as she rode him harder, faster.

      “I’m close,” she panted, her voice trembling. “Oh God, I’m so close.”

      Thom groaned in response, his hips jerking up to meet hers. “Come for me,” he whispered hoarsely. “Let go.”

      Naomi’s body stiffened as the orgasm hit her, a sharp cry escaping her lips as she clenched around him. Thom followed moments later, his head falling back against the couch as he came inside her with a guttural moan.

      For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of their breathing filling the room. Naomi collapsed against him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Thom wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they both came down from the high.

      I sat there beside them, my own body still tingling from what I’d just witnessed—and from my own touch. My heart was pounding in my chest as I finally let my hand fall away from my pussy.

      Naomi turned to look at me then and smiled softly before kissing Thom on the lips again.

      “Mmm,” she whispered and kissed him once more before turning back to me again with mischief in those dark eyes of hers.

      “So…” she said slyly with a little smirk on those beautiful red lips of hers. “How was that?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. Her cheeks were still flushed, her hair slightly damp at the edges from the exertion, but she looked radiant—like she’d just conquered something monumental.

      I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “Incredible,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “You two… it was… I don’t even have the words.”

      Thom chuckled softly, his hand still resting on Naomi’s hip. “Glad you enjoyed it,” he said, his tone warm but slightly breathless. He glanced at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction, and I felt a fresh wave of heat flood through me.

      Naomi slid off him slowly, wincing slightly as she settled onto the couch beside me. She stretched lazily, like a cat basking in the afterglow, before turning to face me fully. “You’re next, you know,” she said, her smirk widening.

      “Next?” I repeated, my heart skipping a beat.

      She nodded, her fingers brushing against my arm. “Yeah. You’ve been watching us this whole time. Don’t think I didn’t notice your little… distraction.” Her gaze dropped briefly to my lap before meeting mine again. “It’s only fair Thom returns the favor.”

      Thom raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading across his face. “I’m not opposed,” he said, his voice smooth and inviting.

      My stomach flipped at the thought. I’d been so focused on watching them that I hadn’t considered what might come next. But now, with Naomi’s hand on my arm and Thom’s eyes locked on mine, the idea sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

      “Well?” Naomi prompted, her fingers tightening slightly. “What do you say?”

      I hesitated for just a moment before nodding. “Okay,” I said softly. “Yes.”

      Naomi’s smile turned triumphant as she leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Good girl,” she murmured against my skin before pulling back and glancing at Thom. “Your turn.”

      Thom shifted closer to me on the couch, his hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. His touch was gentle but deliberate, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “You’re sure?” he asked, his voice low.

      I nodded again, more firmly this time. “I’m sure.”

      He didn’t need any further encouragement. His lips met mine in a slow, deep kiss that left me breathless. Naomi watched us intently from beside me, her hand resting on my thigh as if to ground me in the moment.

      When Thom finally pulled away, he looked at me with a mixture of desire and something softer—something that made my chest ache in the best possible way. “Let’s make this good for you,” he murmured before guiding me onto his lap.

      As I sank onto him moments later—his hands steadying my hips—I caught Naomi’s gaze over his shoulder. She was smiling that same mischievous smile again as she leaned back to watch us.

      And for the first time since this had all started, I felt completely consumed—not just by Thom or Naomi but by the raw, unfiltered intensity of the moment itself. Thom’s touch was both commanding and tender. I could feel every inch of him, every shift of his body beneath mine, and it was overwhelming in the most exquisite way.

      Naomi’s voice broke through the haze, soft but persistent. “You look so hot together,” she murmured, her tone laced with admiration and something else—something possessive. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my back, her touch feather-light. “Tell me how it feels, Rebecca.”

      I tried to speak, but my words came out as a breathy gasp instead. “You know how it feels,” I taunted. But that thought alone made me remember that she’d just been riding this same cock moments before.

      “But having you watch us? It’s… I can’t even…” I managed, my voice trembling as Thom’s grip tightened on my hips, guiding me into a rhythm that made my head spin.

      “That’s it,” Naomi coaxed, her lips brushing against my ear. “Come for me.”

      Her words were like a spark igniting something deep inside me. I leaned into Thom’s chest, my hands gripping his shoulders for balance as the pace quickened. His breath was hot against my neck, his low groans sending shivers down my spine.

      Naomi’s hand slid around to rest on my stomach, her fingers splayed possessively as she watched us with an intensity that only heightened the experience. “Mmm, yeah. Just like that.”

      I turned my head to meet her gaze, and in that moment, it felt like the three of us were connected in a way I couldn’t fully articulate. There was no jealousy, no guilt—just an electric current of shared desire that bound us together.

      Thom’s fingers dug into my hips as he pushed deeper, his movements becoming more urgent. I could feel the tension building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter until it threatened to snap. And when it finally did, he followed right after, his breath hitching as he buried his face in the crook of my neck.

      For a long moment, we stayed like that. Naomi’s hand remained on me, grounding me as the world slowly came back into focus.

      “Wow,” she finally said, her voice soft but filled with awe. “This is the best vacation ever.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh—a breathless, giddy sound that seemed to break the spell. Thom joined in, his chest rumbling beneath me as he pressed a kiss to my shoulder.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, still catching my breath. “It is for me, too.”

      Naomi leaned in to kiss me then—a slow, lingering kiss. When she pulled away, her eyes sparkled with mischief once more.

      “We’re only just beginning,” she assured me.

      “Good,”I replied. “Because I haven’t had my fill.”

      “Are you sure?” Thom teased, reminding me of what we had just done.

      The three of us laughed while Naomi tossed us our clothes. “First, we need snacks. I’m famished.”

      We got dressed and headed to the kitchen, but I was counting down the minutes until we had our clothes on the floor again. Something told me I’d never want this vacation to end.
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