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Spotted Skinny-Dipping by her Crush

The heat shimmered across the lake's surface, transforming the water into a rippling mirror that reflected the cloudless azure sky. Eden reclined on the weathered wooden dock, her slender body stretched out across a faded beach towel as the early morning sun caressed her skin. She'd been at the lake house for three days now, and the solitude had become a balm for her exam-frazzled nerves.

She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, savouring the mingled scents of pine, sun-warmed wood, and the clean, mineral tang of the lake water. Her textbooks and lecture notes felt like a distant memory now, replaced by the gentle lapping of water against the shore and the occasional call of a loon echoing across the lake.

Eden shifted slightly, adjusting the straps of her bikini top. She'd chosen a modest navy blue two-piece that contrasted nicely with her tanned skin, though there was really no need for modesty out here. The nearest neighbour was a half-mile away, and no boats had disturbed the lake's tranquillity all the time she had been here. Still, the thought of shedding her swimsuit made her cheeks flush. Even alone, Eden's natural shyness remained. But she had thought about it. Every day. As she relaxed, recuperated, unwound, the idea of just becoming one with the beautiful nature around her kept finding its way to the front of her mind.

Rolling onto her stomach, she propped herself up on her elbows and gazed out across the water. The lake house had always been her sanctuary, a place where she could escape the social anxieties that plagued her at university. Here, she didn't have to worry about saying the wrong thing or making awkward conversation. Here, she didn't have to pretend she wasn't stealing glances at Shawn whenever he walked into their shared literature seminar.

Shawn. The mere thought of him sent a flutter through her belly. The way his eyes crinkled when he smiled, how he always seemed to perk up when she had something to contribute to class discussions, gently encouraging her when words failed. Eden buried her face in her arms, embarrassed by her own thoughts even though no one was around to witness them.

The memory of him lingered, unwilling to dissipate in the warm summer air. Eden rolled onto her back again, one arm draped across her forehead as unbidden images of Shawn flooded her mind. The way water droplets had clung to his shoulders that day the sprinklers had unexpectedly come on after class. How his shirt had plastered against his chest, revealing the contours of what she now knew was a swimmer's physique. The softness in his eyes when he'd offered her his dry jacket, seemingly oblivious to how his sudden proximity had sent her heart racing.

"Oh god," she whispered to the empty air, her body growing warm in a way that had nothing to do with the sun beating down upon her.

Last night, she'd thought about him before bed and… gotten a bit carried away. The quiet of the lake house had magnified every soft gasp that escaped her lips as her fingers traced paths across her body, as she imagined they were his. In the darkness of her bedroom, with only moonlight filtering through gauzy curtains, she'd surrendered to fantasy—Shawn's hands replacing hers, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his voice low and commanding in her ear. She'd arched and trembled, her release washing over her in waves that left her breathless and flushed with a mixture of satisfaction and awkward self-consciousness.

The memory made Eden press her thighs together now, that same heat building inside her again despite the cooling breeze that danced across the lake. She sat up abruptly, brushing errant strands of hair from her forehead. This wouldn't do. She needed to clear her mind, to reset the uninvited fizzing energy coursing through her veins.

A swim, she thought to herself, rising to her feet. That’ll do the trick.

The water beckoned, cool and inviting, promising relief from both the summer heat and her overactive imagination. Eden walked to the edge of the dock, her toes curling around the weathered wood as she gazed down at her reflection. The woman who stared back at her looked different somehow—her eyes held a spark that hadn't been there at the beginning of the break, her posture more relaxed, more confident.

And then, like a whisper from the wilderness around her, a thought crystallised in her mind. If not here, then where? If not now, then when?

Eden glanced around, confirming what she already knew. The lake stretched out before her, empty and serene. The surrounding forest stood as a natural barrier between her and the rest of the world. She was utterly, completely alone.

A small, daring smile tugged at her lips. Why not? Why shouldn't she enjoy the lake as nature intended? The idea sent a delicious shiver down her spine—part fear, part exhilaration. She felt silly for even being excited, as if she were about to do something taboo, when in reality she was about to do the most natural thing in the world.

Her fingers trembled slightly as they found the tie at the nape of her neck. The knot yielded easily, and she felt the first whisper of freedom as her bikini top loosened. For a moment, she hesitated, her innate bashfulness battling with this sudden burst of boldness. Then, with a deep breath, she untied the second knot at her back and let the fabric fall away.

The air kissed her exposed breasts, hardening her nipples almost instantly. Eden closed her eyes, enjoying the novel sensation of the sun warming her bare skin. It felt both illicit and oddly normal at the same time.

"Nobody for miles," she reassured herself aloud, as if to emphasise the point. But it might as well have been a thought, her voice barely audible above the gentle lapping of the water.

With growing confidence, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms. She slid them down over the curve of her hips, past her thighs, until they dropped to the dock at her feet. She stepped out of the discarded fabric, finally standing fully nude on the sun-warmed dock.

The transformation was immediate. It was as if she'd shed much more than just her swimsuit—she'd cast off the weight of expectations, insecurities, and inhibitions that normally clung to her like a second skin. Her body seemed to exhale, every inch of her skin awakening to sensations previously filtered through fabric. The gentle breeze that had merely cooled her before now played intimately across her exposed flesh, raising goosebumps along her areas of her body previously concealed from its touch.

Eden stood motionless, her eyes closed, arms slightly extended from her sides as if embracing the vastness around her. She felt the sun bathing her tanned skin in its golden light. She felt its warmth kiss the gentle curves of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her hips. Her long brown hair lifted and danced in the breeze, tickling her shoulder blades and occasionally sweeping across her bare back like the softest caress.

This is… perfect, she thought, her inner voice carrying a level of wonder that surprised her.

She opened her eyes to take in the scene before her—the crystalline lake stretching toward distant tree-lined shores, the sky an endless blue canvas overhead. The world seemed more vibrant somehow, colours more saturated, sounds more distinct. She could feel the rough texture of the weathered dock beneath her bare feet, the warmth where sunlight had soaked into the wood contrasting with the cooler patches in shadow.

Eden took a deep breath, filling her lungs with pine-scented air. A laugh bubbled up from somewhere deep inside her—a sound of pure, uncomplicated joy that echoed across the water. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this free, this unburdened. Her body, usually a source of self-consciousness and careful concealment, now felt like a natural extension of the wilderness around her. She belonged here, like this, as much as the trees or the water or the sky.

She stretched her arms high above her head, elongating her spine and relishing the pull of muscles across her stomach and back. Her breasts lifted with the movement, and she felt a curious pride in their shape, in the way they caught the light. There was no one to judge, no one to avert her eyes from, no reason to hunch her shoulders or cross her arms protectively across her chest.

The breeze picked up, rushing across the lake to wrap around her naked form. It was cool against her sun-warmed skin, raising more goosebumps and making her nipples tighten further. Eden shivered, not from cold but from the sheer sensuality of the moment. The wind whipped her hair around her face, long brown strands dancing wildly before settling back against her shoulders and spine.

She turned slowly in place, allowing the elements to touch every part of her. The breeze seemed to find new pathways across her body, slipping between her thighs and caressing her in ways that made her breath catch.

Eden gazed out at the lake, its surface now rippling with the strengthening breeze, sunlight fracturing into countless diamonds across the water. A sense of wonder bloomed within her chest, expanding until it filled every corner of her being. Why had she waited so long for this? Why had the thought of baring herself to empty air and open sky seemed so terrifying when it felt so utterly right?

"All those summers," she whispered to herself, the words carried away by the wind. "All those years of hiding behind fabric when I could have felt like this."

The realisation struck her that this freedom had always been within reach. It wasn't the privacy of the lake house that had changed—that had been here all along. It was something inside her that had shifted, some small seed of courage that had finally taken root and blossomed. Perhaps it was the stress of finals that had pushed her to this edge, or perhaps it was the gradual awakening of desires she'd kept carefully contained—desires that took the shape of a certain classmate with kind eyes and a gentle smile.

Whatever the catalyst, Eden felt a surge of gratitude for this moment, for this newfound bravery. Her body felt more alive than it had in years, every nerve ending singing with awareness. The contrast between her usual cautious existence and this wild, unrestrained freedom was intoxicating.

She walked to the very edge of the dock, her toes curling over the weathered wood once more. The water below beckoned, its surface shimmering with invitation. Having taken the metaphorical plunge, the literal one now called to her with irresistible force.

Eden bent her knees slightly, extended her arms above her head, forming a perfect diving posture. She drew in a deep breath, held it for a heartbeat, and then propelled herself forward and downward in one fluid motion.

Her body sliced through the air and then through the lake's surface with barely a splash. The shock of cold water against her naked skin was immediate and all-encompassing. It was like plunging into liquid ice, the contrast between the warm summer air and the cool depths of the lake sending a jolt through her system that would have made her gasp underwater had she not been bracing for it.

The cold assaulted every inch of her bare skin at once. Her nipples, already hardened by the breeze, instantly tightened further—almost painfully—as the water rushed past them. The soft flesh of her breasts and thighs and thighs prickled with the sudden chill. And a similar sensation—familiar but entirely new at the same time—assaulted her centre. Recently shaved, and now fully uncovered, she had never before felt quite the same chill right there. It sent an unexpected shiver of pleasure-pain tingling outwards.

Eden surfaced with a gasp, her long hair slicked back from her face, water streaming down her shoulders and chest as she treaded water. The initial shock of cold gradually gave way to a pleasant coolness that soothed her sun-warmed skin. She kicked her legs gently beneath the surface, relishing the novel sensation of the water flowing entirely unimpeded around her body.

"Oh," she breathed, the single syllable carrying a wealth of discovery.

The lake embraced her, its touch simultaneously intimate and impersonal. Without the barrier of fabric, Eden experienced the water in an entirely new way. It slipped between her thighs, caressed the undersides of her breasts, and flowed across her stomach with a silken touch that made her skin tingle. Each small current and eddy found new pathways across her naked form, creating sensations she had never before experienced.

Slowly, she leaned back, allowing her body to rise until she floated on the surface. The water cradled her, supporting her weight as effortlessly as if she were lying on the softest mattress. Her breasts, freed from both gravity and confinement, gently broke the surface, her nipples pointing skyward. The contrast between the air on her exposed chest and face and the cool water enveloping the rest of her created a delicious boundary of sensation.

She spread her arms wide, her fingers trailing through the water as she gazed up at the endless blue expanse above. Wisps of clouds drifted lazily across her field of vision, their shapes morphing and dissolving in a never-ending dance. The sun warmed her face while the lake cooled her body, a perfect equilibrium.

"Heaven," she whispered to the sky, her voice carrying across the empty lake.

She closed her eyes, surrendering completely to the moment. The water lapped gently at her ears, a rhythmic soundtrack that muffled all other sounds. In this cocoon of sensation, Eden felt her mind emptying of its usual anxious chatter. There were no awkward social interactions to replay and analyse, no upcoming assignments to worry about, no careful calculations about how to position her body to appear smaller or less noticeable.

Instead, there was only this—the perfect harmony of her naked body and the natural world. Her breathing slowed, deepened, synchronised with the gentle rocking of the water. Each inhalation lifted her higher on the surface; each exhalation allowed her to sink slightly, the water rising to her chin before receding again.

Eden stretched her legs, pointing her toes and feeling the water slide between them. She arched her back slightly, experiencing how the movement changed her buoyancy, how different parts of her body rose and fell with each subtle shift.

Time seemed to lose all meaning as she floated. Minutes or hours could have passed; Eden couldn't tell and didn't care. The water had become her world, her naked body merely another natural element in this perfect ecosystem. The gentle rocking motion lulled her into a meditative state, her mind drifting as aimlessly as her body on the lake's surface.

The sun climbed higher in the sky, its rays penetrating the crystal-clear water and warming her submerged skin. Golden light danced across her closed eyelids, painting her vision with swirling patterns of amber and crimson. She could feel the heat on her face, her neck, the tops of her breasts—those parts of her that broke the surface as she floated. The rest of her body remained deliciously cool, suspended in the lake's embrace.

A fish darted beneath her, its sleek body a flash of silver against the darker depths. The unexpected company made her smile, eyes still closed. She imagined how she must appear from below—a pale shape suspended against the bright sky, legs and arms spread like a starfish, hair fanning out around her head in undulating tendrils.

The thought didn't embarrass her as it might have before. Instead, it filled her with a sense of belonging, of rightness. She was part of this lake now, as much as the fish or the water plants or the smooth stones that lined the bottom. Her nakedness wasn't vulnerability here—it was communion.

In response to this profound feeling of ease, Eden arched her back slightly, letting her hips rise higher in the water. The sun kissed places that had rarely felt its touch, sending a delicious warmth spreading through her lower belly. Her toes broke the surface momentarily, ten small islands appearing and disappearing as she flexed her feet. The water lapped at the junction of her thighs, cool currents finding secret hollows and soft folds with blind persistence. She was lost in exploration, in sensation. She was lost in her blissful solitude. She was at peace.

Until…

SNAP!

Eden's eyes flew open, her body tensing instantly. That peaceful bubble that had been enveloping her shattered, reality crashing back with the force of a breaking wave. Her arms and legs moved instinctively, abandoning their relaxed float to tread water as she twisted her head toward the shore.

What was that? An animal? Surely not a person.

Her eyes scanned the tree line frantically, heart hammering against her ribs with such force she could feel each beat reverberating through the water around her. The dock—her literal safe harbour— and the two small scraps of fabric that were her discarded bikini suddenly seemed impossibly far away.

Panic seized her throat, constricting it until each breath came in short, shallow gasps. The water that had cradled her so lovingly moments before now felt like a trap, exposing her vulnerable body from all angles. She crossed her arms over her chest instinctively, though the gesture offered no real protection—just the illusion of it.

"Hello?" she called out, her voice thin and tremulous. The word hung in the air, unanswered except by a faint mocking echo that soon faded back to silence.

That silence felt heavier now, oppressive rather than peaceful. Eden's mind raced through possibilities. Maybe it was nothing—a branch falling, a woodland creature moving through the underbrush. But what if it wasn't? What if someone had found this supposedly secluded spot? What if they'd been watching her all along?

The thought sent a wave of nausea rolling through her stomach. How long had she been floating there, completely exposed, utterly vulnerable? Minutes? An hour? She'd lost all track of time as she’d allowed herself to feel as if she were melting into her surroundings. Now that same disconnection from reality seemed like dangerous negligence.

She began swimming toward the dock, her strokes clumsy with fear. Every few seconds, she'd pause, treading water while scanning the shoreline. The dense forest that encircled the lake now seemed less like a protective barrier and more like perfect cover for prying eyes. Anyone could be hiding among those trees, watching her naked body slice through the water, ogling her most private parts as they broke the surface with each stroke.

Stop it, she chided herself, trying to rein in her spiralling thoughts. It was probably just a deer or something.

But the seed of doubt had been planted, and her imagination watered it generously. What would she do if it was a person? What could she do? She was completely, utterly exposed—more exposed than she'd ever been in her life. The distance to the dock stretched before her like an impossible gulf. Even if she made it there, the thought of struggling awkwardly back into her bikini as some opportunistic voyeur enjoyed every moment of her panic seemed even more humiliating than her current situation. Her only immediate chance at modesty would be the small beach towel, which could cover… what? Half of her? Front or back? Top or bottom?

Could she wait them out? Remain in the water until whoever it was grew bored and left? But the thought of treading water indefinitely made her legs ache in anticipation. The sun that had warmed her so pleasantly before now felt like a spotlight, illuminating her predicament for anyone who cared to look.

Eden forced herself to take a deep breath, to steady her racing heart. Maybe she was overreacting. Maybe there was no one there at all. She'd always had an active imagination—too active, her mother used to say. This could be just another example of her mind conjuring threats from nothing.

"Hello?" she called again, louder this time, her voice carrying across the water with more strength than she felt. "Is someone there?"

Silence answered her once more, but just as she began to relax slightly, to consider that perhaps she had indeed imagined the sound—

CRACK!

Another noise, unmistakable this time. Closer. The sound of a twig breaking underfoot, followed by the rustle of leaves.

Eden's blood turned to ice in her veins. Someone was definitely there, moving through the undergrowth near the shoreline, partially concealed by the treeline but drawing nearer to the water's edge. The realisation hit her with physical force—she was being watched. Right now. Naked. Exposed. Vulnerable.

"Who's there?" she shouted, her voice breaking on the last word. "This is private property!"

Her mind raced through her options, each one more mortifying than the last. Would she be better off making a dash for the dock, grabbing her towel, and running for the house? Or should she stay in the water, using it as cover while demanding the intruder leave? Neither option seemed particularly dignified or effective.

Her imagination painted vivid, extreme pictures. Some leering pervert with binoculars, hungrily devouring the sight of her naked body? A group of local teenagers who had somehow discovered her secret swimming spot and decided to turn her vulnerability into their entertainment?

But she still couldn't spot anyone through the dense foliage. Just sounds. Movement. The certainty of being observed without being able to observe in return.

Then she heard something again—a low, indistinct murmur that might have been a voice. Now she was beyond panic. She was sure somebody was watching her. The murmur solidified into the unmistakable rhythm of human speech, though Eden couldn't make out the words. Her chest constricted, lungs struggling to draw breath as the reality of her situation crashed over her. Someone was watching her—had been watching her—as she floated naked and blissfully unaware, every intimate part of her body on display.

Her skin crawled with revulsion. The lake water, which had felt like a silken caress minutes ago, now seemed to cling to her body like something viscous and unclean. She imagined eyes—hungry, predatory eyes—following the curve of her breasts as they broke the surface, lingering on the junction of her thighs when she'd arched her back in that moment of abandoned pleasure. Had they been there then? Had they watched as she stretched, catlike and sensual, completely oblivious to their presence?

The thought of some stranger—some faceless, nameless voyeur—crouching in the underbrush, feasting on her nakedness, made her stomach heave. She imagined dirty fingernails and sweaty palms, a hand moving rhythmically beneath stained clothing as she'd luxuriated in her false solitude. She imagined laboured breathing, the wet sounds of self-pleasure, all while she'd been floating there like some naïve offering on the altar of this creep's perversion.

Eden's arms tightened around her chest, pressing her breasts flat as if she could somehow retroactively erase the view she'd unwittingly provided. Her thighs clenched together underwater, a futile attempt to shield what had already been thoroughly exposed. She felt violated in a way that transcended physical touch—her privacy, her sense of safety, her moment of hard-won freedom, all contaminated now by this unseen observer.

"Who's there?" she called again, her voice higher, thinner, edged with panic.

More rustling. Closer now. The sounds of someone moving with less caution, branches pushed aside, leaves crunching underfoot. They weren't even trying to hide anymore.

A fresh wave of terror washed over her. What if they weren't content just to watch? What if seeing wasn't enough? The lake house was isolated—purposefully so. No one would come if she called for help. She was alone with whoever was stalking through those woods, their intentions unknown but almost certainly malevolent.

She was twenty years old, naked and vulnerable, treading water as her muscles began to burn with the effort. Her clothes—her protection—lay in small heaps on a dock that now seemed miles away. The shore nearest to where the sounds were coming from was lined with sharp rocks and tangled roots—impossible to exit the water there with any dignity or speed. She was trapped, cornered, exposed.

Just as Eden's mind began to conjure up images from every cautionary tale she'd ever been told...

She heard her name.

"Eden?"

The indistinct murmur clarified into a voice—a familiar voice—calling her name through the trees. This sent a different kind of shiver through her body. Not a stranger, not some predatory lech, thank god! But… who?

"Eden? I saw your car parked out front."

Her heart, which to this point had been hammering with fear, skipped several beats before resuming at an even more frantic pace. That voice. She knew that voice. It had encouraged her in her seminars… It had whispered to her in her most private fantasies…

Shawn.

"Oh my god," she whispered, sinking lower in the water until it lapped at her chin. "Oh my god, oh my god."

Her heart raced in her throat as her mind tried to process this new development. Shawn. Here. Now. While she was completely… This was far worse than a stranger.

SPLASH!

The sudden sound of water crashing violently behind her made Eden spin around, arms still desperately crossed over her chest. The sound had come from the far side of the dock, maybe thirty yards away. Water droplets hung suspended in the air for a moment, catching the sunlight like scattered diamonds before falling back to the lake's surface.

"Hello?" she called out, her voice cracking with renewed panic. "Shawn? Is that you?"

No answer came. Just ripples expanding outward from where something—someone—had entered the water. Eden's mind reeled. Had Shawn jumped in? Why wouldn't he answer? Was there someone else here? Her gaze darted frantically between the shore where she'd heard his voice and the disturbed water where the splash had originated.

The lake, which had seemed so peaceful and inviting earlier, now felt vast and threatening. Anything could be moving beneath its surface. Anyone could be swimming toward her unseen. The thought made her kick harder, turning in circles as she tried to watch all directions at once.

"Shawn?" she called again, desperation edging her voice. "This isn't funny!"

The seconds stretched into what felt like minutes. Eden's legs burned with the effort of staying afloat, her arms aching from being so tightly crossed over her breasts. Her eyes strained against the sun's glare on the water, searching for any movement, any sign of what had caused that splash.

Then, without warning, the water before her erupted.

A figure burst through the surface not ten feet away, water cascading down broad shoulders and a well-defined chest. Droplets clung to dirty-blond hair, now darkened and slicked back from a face she knew all too well. A face that had quickened her pulse in lecture halls, a face that had smiled in her fantasies just last night.

"Eden!" Shawn exclaimed, that same brilliant smile spreading across his features as he treaded water before her. "I thought that was you! I was calling from the shore, but I guess you didn't hear me."

Sudden relief flooded through her. Confirmation. It was Shawn—not some stranger, not some threat. But that relief didn’t last long. It was immediately overwhelmed by a tidal wave of mortification. Here he was, the object of her most secret desires, suddenly materialising in the one place she had felt free to be completely herself, to be completely at one with nature, to be completely… naked.

"Shawn," she managed to choke out, staying so low in the water that it gurgled as she spoke. "What are you… how did you… why are you here?"

"I hope you don't mind," Shawn said, shaking water from his hair with a quick toss of his head. Droplets scattered in a glittering arc, catching the sunlight. "I ran into your mom at the campus coffee shop yesterday. She mentioned you were up here decompressing after finals and said I should stop by if I was in the area." He grinned, treading water effortlessly. "I was heading to my cousin's place about twenty miles north and thought… why not surprise Eden?"

His words registered dimly through the fog of panic enveloping her. Her mother. Of course. The well-meaning betrayal of a parent who had no idea what she was interrupting. What her daughter had been doing. What her daughter wasn’t wearing.

"That's… that's nice," Eden stammered, her mind racing in frantic circles. Did he know? Had he seen her? The dock was a good distance away, but her discarded bikini would be clearly visible to anyone standing on it. Had he noticed the navy scraps of fabric lying abandoned on the weathered wood? Had he been watching from the shore as she floated naked, utterly exposed? The thought sent a fresh wave of heat flooding her cheeks.

Shawn was still talking, something about the drive up, the beauty of the lake, but Eden could barely focus on his words. All she could think about was the fact that beneath the water's surface, she was completely, utterly exposed. Her breasts, hidden just below the waterline, were covered only by her crossed arms. Her most intimate parts further below were completely bare, obscured only by the depth of the water itself.

"I called out a few times from the shore," he was saying, "but you seemed lost in your own world. I hope I didn't scare you when I jumped in." He swam a casual circle around her, seemingly oblivious to her distress. "The water's perfect today. I couldn't resist."

Eden rotated awkwardly to keep facing him, her legs working overtime beneath the surface. "You should have texted," she managed, trying to keep her voice steady. "I mean, before driving all the way out here."

Shawn paused, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his features. "Your mom said you'd be happy for the company. That you'd been here alone for days." He frowned slightly. "I can leave if you want. I didn't mean to intrude."

"No!" The word burst from her with more force than she'd intended. As mortified as she was, the thought of him leaving—of losing this unexpected chance to be with him—felt somehow even worse. "No, it's fine. I'm just… surprised."

The ripples in the water between them were like an embodiment of the unspoken tension Eden felt. Her mind raced through possible solutions. Should she play it cool? Just pretend she had a bikini on beneath the surface? The absurdity of that plan struck her immediately—the moment she'd have to leave the water would reveal her deception in the most humiliating way possible.

"So," Shawn said, floating about with easy confidence, "how's the decompression going? Feeling better after finals?"

His casual tone was surreal given her predicament. Eden swallowed hard, struggling to maintain normal conversation while every nerve in her body screamed with awareness of her nakedness.

"It's been… liberating," she managed, wincing at her choice of words. "I mean, it's peaceful here. It’s quiet."

Shawn nodded, his gaze drifting to the surrounding forest. "I can see why you love it. Feels like you could just disappear into nature out here."

If only she could disappear right now. Eden's arms tightened across her chest as she watched him float, seemingly unaware of her discomfort. But had he noticed? The water was worryingly clear—not perfectly transparent, but clear enough that if he looked down at the right angle… Her stomach clenched at the thought.

"That literature final was brutal," he continued, mercifully ignorant to her internal crisis. "I'm pretty sure I mixed up my Brontës at one point."

Eden forced a laugh, the sound brittle even to her own ears. "I warned you about that. They’ve got pretty distinct styles once you know what to look for."

They fell into a discussion about the exam, the conversation giving Eden something to focus on besides her predicament. Shawn seemed relaxed, his responses thoughtful and engaging as always. No lingering glances, no smirks, nothing to suggest he'd noticed her state of undress. Maybe the water was murkier than she'd thought. Maybe the angle of the sun on the surface created enough distortion. Maybe, just maybe, she might survive this encounter with her dignity intact.

Shawn returned to treading water. "I've been meaning to ask you something, actually," he said, his tone shifting to something more serious.

Eden's heart lurched. Here it comes, she thought. He's going to ask why I'm swimming naked. He knows.

"There's this writing workshop in the city next month," he said instead. "I thought maybe we could go together? Professor Halstead mentioned it might be good for both of us."

Relief flooded through her so intensely she nearly forgot to respond. "Oh! That sounds… that would be nice."

His face brightened. "Great! I'll send you the details when we're back on dry land."

Dry land. The phrase sent a fresh wave of panic through her. Eventually, they would have to leave the water. She couldn't stay here forever. Her limbs were already beginning to tire from the constant movement. Her muscles had begun to ache, a dull throb that only grew with each passing minute.

"I should probably head back to shore soon," Shawn said, as if reading her thoughts. "I've got a bag in my car with a change of clothes. Didn't exactly plan on swimming." He laughed, the sound light and carefree in a way Eden could only envy at that moment.

Eden's mind raced through increasingly desperate scenarios, grasping at any possibility to avoid further embarrassment. Could she ask him to go ahead, to wait for her at the house while she retrieved her bikini? But that would mean admitting she needed privacy, which would inevitably lead to questions about why. Could she somehow swim to the dock without him noticing, quickly don her swimsuit before he realised what was happening? But the dock was at least thirty yards away, and he'd surely wonder why she was making such a beeline for it.

"You look worried," Shawn observed, interrupting her frantic thoughts, his expression concerned. "Everything okay?"

Eden felt the heat rise in her cheeks, spreading down her neck to her chest beneath the water. She couldn't keep this charade going much longer. The inevitable confrontation with reality was looming larger with each passing second.

"I'm fine," she lied, her voice thin and unconvincing even to her own ears. "Just… thinking about how to get out of here."

Shawn tilted his head, confusion evident in his expression. "The dock's right there," he said, gesturing toward it. "Unless you want to go to the shore? The rocks look pretty sharp, though."

Eden swallowed hard, her throat suddenly desert-dry. The moment stretched between them, taut with a tension only she could understand, but which she was sure he, too, must have been able to feel. Whatever cover the water had provided her thus far, it wouldn't last forever. The awareness of that simple fact settled over her like a physical weight. She would just have to tell him. There was no other way to extricate herself from this situation with even a shred of dignity intact.

"Shawn," she began, her voice tiny, as if unwilling to follow through with her decision. She cleared her throat and tried again. "Shawn, there's something I need to tell you.”

His eyes met hers, patient and kind, waiting for her to continue. Something in that gaze—the gentle attentiveness she'd admired from across seminar rooms—gave Eden the courage to speak.

"I'm not…" she began, her voice barely above a whisper. The words caught in her throat like fish bones. She swallowed hard… "I don't have…" A deep breath. "I'm not wearing anything."

The admission hung in the air between them, as tangible as the water droplets clinging to Shawn's eyelashes. For one excruciating moment, he didn't react at all, his expression frozen in that same attentive curiosity.

"I was alone," Eden rushed to explain, the words tumbling out in a desperate cascade. "I've been here for days without seeing another soul, and I just thought… I wanted to know what it felt like. To swim without… to be completely…" Her voice dropped to a mortified murmur. "I'm naked, Shawn."

The heat that had been building in her cheeks spread like wildfire, engulfing her entire face, blazing down her neck to her chest. She could feel her skin burning beneath the cool water, as if her embarrassment were a physical force radiating from within. Her crossed arms tightened instinctively across her breasts, pressing them flat against her ribcage.

"I know," Shawn said softly.

Two simple words, yet they crashed into Eden with the force of a tidal wave. Her eyes widened, pupils dilating with shock as the implication sank in.

"You… know?" she repeated, her voice rising to a squeak on the second word.

Shawn nodded, a gentle smile playing at the corners of his mouth. Not mocking, not lecherous—something else entirely. Something warm and understanding that somehow made her both more embarrassed and less at the same time.

"I saw you," he admitted, his gaze never leaving her face, respecting her even as he confessed. "When I first arrived. I was coming down the path through the woods, and I saw you standing on the dock. I called out, but I think the wind carried my voice away."

Eden's mind replayed those moments on the dock—her deliberate removal of her bikini top, the slow slide of her bottoms down her legs, the way she had stretched her naked body toward the sun. He had seen all of it. The realisation made her want to sink beneath the water and never resurface.

"I was going to turn around," Shawn continued, his voice low and earnest. "To give you privacy. But then you looked so… free. So completely in your element. I've never seen you like that before—not self-conscious, not hiding. Just… Eden." He dipped lower in the water, bringing his eyes level with hers. "It was beautiful."

Eden's breath caught in her throat. Beautiful? Her? The shy girl who sat in the back of the lecture hall, who second-guessed every raised hand and whispered comment? The thought that Shawn—confident, articulate Shawn—had found her beautiful in that moment of vulnerability was almost too much to process.

"I—" she began, but the words dissolved on her tongue. What could she possibly say? Thank you for watching me strip naked without my knowledge? Please forget everything you saw? Her mind spun uselessly, like wheels on ice.

"I didn't mean to embarrass you," Shawn said, misreading her silence. "I should have made my presence known sooner. That was wrong of me." His eyes, earnest and apologetic, held hers. "But when I saw you dive in… the way you moved through the air, through the water… I couldn't look away."

Eden sank lower, until the lake lapped at her nose. The cool water did nothing to soothe the burning in her cheeks, the tightness in her chest. She should be outraged. She should be mortified beyond words. Yet something in his voice—a raw honesty, a genuine admiration—sent an unexpected flutter through her belly.

After a while, she rose in the water again, just enough to get her words out. "So you just… watched me?" she managed finally, her voice a whisper.

Shawn's expression turned solemn. "Not for long. Just those first moments. Then I backed away. I debated whether to leave entirely or announce myself properly." He ran a hand through his wet hair, droplets cascading down his temples. "I chose the latter. I called out from the shore, but you seemed lost in your own world."

Eden remembered those moments of blissful abandonment, floating naked beneath the vast sky, every worry dissolved into the lake around her. Had he called her name while she drifted in that state of perfect freedom? Had his voice been carried away by the same breeze that had caressed her bare skin?

"And then you decided to jump in?" she asked, still trying to piece together the sequence of events.

"I figured it was the best way to approach without frightening you," he explained. "I didn't want to just appear at the edge of the dock while you were… you know."

While she was naked. The unspoken word hung between them like a tangible thing. Eden could feel her nipples hardening again behind her crossed forearms. Had the water gotten cooler? Of was this her body’s reaction to Shawn’s candour? His appreciation?

"I'm sorry," Shawn said again, his voice dropping to match her near-whisper. "I should go. I can swim back to shore, get my things, and leave you in peace." He began to turn away, preparing to put distance between them.

"Wait," Eden called out, the word escaping her lips before she could consider its implications. "Don't… don't go yet."

Shawn paused, treading water as he turned back to face her. Something in his expression had shifted—a vulnerability that hadn't been there before, a hesitance that mirrored her own.

"I should tell you something too," he said, his voice carrying a strange note she couldn't quite identify. "Since we're being honest with each other."

Eden felt her heart quicken, its rhythm no longer simply from exertion or embarrassment. "What is it?" she asked, curiosity momentarily overriding her mortification.

Shawn swallowed visibly, a droplet of water tracing the strong line of his throat as he did. "When I saw you—how free you looked, how beautiful—I felt something I've never felt before." His eyes held hers, unwavering despite the confession. "I wanted to know what that freedom felt like too."

Eden's brow furrowed in confusion. "What do you mean?"

"I mean…" He took a deep breath, as if steeling himself. "When I jumped in, I wasn't wearing anything either."

The words stole the breath from Eden’s lungs. "You're… you're naked too?" she stammered.

Shawn nodded, a flush spreading across his cheekbones. "I left my clothes on the shore. I know it was impulsive, maybe inappropriate, but after seeing how liberated you looked…" He shook his head slightly, water droplets flying from his hair. "I couldn't help myself. I wanted to feel what you were feeling."

Eden's mind reeled with this new information. All this time they'd been talking, circling each other in the water, he had been as bare as she was. Just beneath the surface, just out of sight, his body moving unencumbered through the water—the same body she'd glimpsed that day after class, the same body she'd imagined pressed against hers in the darkness of her bedroom.

"Oh," she breathed. For the second time that day, that single syllable was laden with a complex mixture of emotions Eden couldn't begin to untangle.

"I'm sorry," Shawn said quickly, misreading her reaction. "It was presumptuous. I should have—"

"No," Eden interrupted, surprising herself with her firmness. "No, it's… it's okay."

And strangely, it was. The initial shock of his revelation was rapidly giving way to something else—something warm and electric that radiated outward from her core, spreading through her limbs until her fingertips tingled with it. The embarrassment that had consumed her moments ago was transforming, alchemizing into a different kind of heat altogether.

The knowledge that Shawn was as naked as she was changed everything. The embarrassment that had been crushing Eden moments before began to dissolve, replaced by something altogether different—a heady mixture of relief and excitement that made her feel slightly dizzy.

"So we're both…" she began, then trailed off, still processing this unexpected development.

"Naked as the day we were born," Shawn finished for her, a tentative smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Guess we're even."

Even. The word echoed in Eden's mind. There was a strange equality in their shared vulnerability, a levelling of the playing field she hadn't anticipated. The power imbalance she'd felt moments ago on the basis of an assumption—him clothed, her exposed—had vanished. They were both bare beneath the water's surface, both choosing to shed the constraints of fabric and convention.

"I don't know what to say," Eden admitted, a nervous laugh bubbling up from her chest. Her arms remained crossed protectively over her breasts, but she could feel the tension in her shoulders beginning to ease.

"You don't have to say anything," Shawn replied, his voice gentle. "We can pretend this never happened if you want. I can swim to shore, get dressed, and we can meet at the house like normal people who wear clothes in lakes."

The suggestion hung between them, a safe and sensible exit from this unexpected situation. Eden knew she should take him up on it, should grab this lifeline of normalcy he was offering. But something kept her treading water, kept her from accepting the easy way out.

"What did you think?" she asked instead, the question surprising even herself. "When you saw me, I mean."

Shawn's eyes widened slightly, clearly caught off guard by her boldness. For a moment, he seemed to struggle for words—an unusual state for someone normally so articulate.

"I thought…" he began, then paused, as if carefully choosing his next words. "I thought you were the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen."

Eden felt her cheeks warm, but it wasn't the mortified burning of before. This was different—a pleasant heat that spread through her like honey, sweet and golden.

"Really?" she asked, her voice small but steady.

Shawn nodded, his gaze never leaving hers. "The way you stood there in the sunlight, completely uninhibited… it was like seeing the real you for the first time." He swam a little closer, but just a little, careful to maintain enough distance to respect her comfort. "You've always seemed so guarded in class, always hiding behind your books or your hair. But there on the dock, you were… radiant."

The word settled over Eden like a caress. Radiant. No one had ever described her that way before. She'd always been the shy one, the quiet one, the one people overlooked. The thought that Shawn had seen her—truly seen her—in that moment of vulnerability made something shift inside her.

"Radiant," Eden repeated softly, the word settling into her consciousness like a stone dropping into still water, sending ripples through her understanding of herself. "I've never thought of myself that way."

"That's because you don't see yourself the way others do," Shawn said, his voice taking on a deeper timbre that seemed to resonate through the water between them. "The way I do."

The intensity in his gaze made Eden's breath catch. There was something there beyond simple appreciation—a hunger that matched the one she'd felt in her most private moments.

"Tell me," she whispered, the words barely audible above the gentle lapping of the water. "Tell me what you saw."

Shawn's eyes darkened, his pupils expanding until only a thin ring of blue remained. "I saw the sun kissing your skin," he began, his voice low and intimate. "The way it highlighted the curve of your shoulders, the line of your spine. Your hair was moving in the breeze, those beautiful chestnut waves dancing against your back."

Eden felt herself becoming entranced by his words, by the reverence in his voice. Her embarrassment continued to recede like the tide, replaced by a warm current of something more primal.

"When you untied your top," he continued, "the way you hesitated for just a moment before letting it fall… I could see your courage building. Then when it dropped away…" He paused, drawing a deep breath. "Your breasts caught the light amazingly—so full and natural… And I saw your perfect pink nipples harden in the breeze."

Eden's felt her nipples tightening again in response to his description, pressing against her forearms where they remained crossed over her chest. The physical reaction was immediate and undeniable.

"And when you stepped out of your bottoms," Shawn went on, his voice dropping even lower, "I saw how beautiful the lines of your body are, how perfectly formed. The curve of your hips, the flatness of your stomach, the way your thighs meet…" He trailed off, seemingly lost in the memory. "I've never seen anything—anyone—so beautiful in my life."

The water around them seemed to grow warmer with each word he spoke. Eden felt a familiar heat building between her legs, the same sensation she'd experienced while thinking of him just the night before. Only now, the object of her fantasy was here. And he was naked. And he was describing her body with an appreciation that bordered on worship.

"When I dove in," Shawn continued, "and swam toward you underwater, the sight was… incredible. The sunlight filtering through the surface created these patterns across your skin, like you were made of living marble veined with gold. I could see the gentle sway of your breasts as you treaded water, the way your legs moved to keep you afloat, strong and graceful."

Eden's breath quickened. The thought of him seeing her from below, viewing her naked body through the crystal waters… it should have been mortifying. But that was gone now.

"And…" Shawn hesitated, his eyes searching hers as if gauging whether to continue.

"Tell me," Eden urged, her voice barely above a whisper. Something had shifted between them—her embarrassment had given way to a heady anticipation that made her skin tingle beneath the water.

Shawn moved slightly closer, close enough that she could feel the subtle currents created by his movements.

"When I swam towards you, beneath you," he continued, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur that seemed to vibrate through the water between them, "I could see how perfectly smooth you were… there." His eyes flicked momentarily downward before returning to her face. "The sunlight was streaming through the water, illuminating everything, and I could see that you'd… that there wasn't any…"

"That I shave," Eden finished for him matter-of-factly.

He nodded, swallowing visibly. "It was the most intimate thing I've ever seen. So delicate, so vulnerable. So beautiful. Like some classical sculpture come to life, but warmer, more real." His voice grew rougher. "I had to force myself to look away, to swim back up. It felt too private, too sacred."

Eden’s body responded involuntarily, a pulsing heat blooming between her legs, radiating outward until her entire lower body felt alight with desire. The knowledge that he had seen her most intimate parts—had admired them, had found them beautiful—sent a shiver of arousal through her that was impossible to disguise.

"When I saw you floating there," Shawn continued, his eyes never leaving hers, "so completely at peace, so utterly yourself… I wanted to know what that felt like. That freedom. That connection with the water, with nature." His voice dropped even lower. "With you."

Eden's crossed arms relaxed slightly, her defensive posture softening as she treaded water. The confession in his words, the naked desire in his eyes—it matched something inside her, something that had been growing since she'd first noticed him in class, something that had culminated in her fantasy of him just last night.

"You know," she said, surprising herself with her boldness, "we're not actually even."

Shawn's brow furrowed slightly. "What do you mean?"

Eden bit her lower lip, gathering courage before responding. "You've seen all of me. But I haven't seen you."

Shawn's eyes widened slightly, his pupils dilating further until they nearly swallowed the blue of his irises. "Would you… like to?" he asked, his voice rough with something between hesitation and desire.

Eden nodded, a single, deliberate movement. "Yes," she whispered. "I would."

Shawn's eyes held hers for a long moment, something electric passing between them. Then, with a deliberate motion, he began to tread water using only his legs, bringing his arms to his sides.

"Then look," he said softly, his voice a gentle invitation rather than a command.

Eden's heart hammered against her ribs, her mouth suddenly dry once more. This was happening. After months of stolen glances in lecture halls, of daydreams during study sessions, of whispered fantasies in the darkness of her bedroom—this was actually happening.

She took a deep breath, then allowed herself to sink slightly lower in the water. The clarity of the lake had seemed like a liability moments ago. Now, it was a gift. As she dipped her face beneath the surface, opening her eyes underwater, the world below came into perfect focus.

Shawn's body was suspended before her, the sunlight filtering through the water to illuminate him in dappled gold. His chest was broader than she'd imagined, with lean muscle that tapered to a strong but narrow waist. His skin was smooth and pale beneath the water, contrasting with the sun-kissed tan of his face and arms. She could see the definition in his abdomen, the light trail of hair that began at his navel and descended downward.

And then—

Eden's breath caught, a small stream of bubbles escaping her lips underwater. She rose back to the surface with a small gasp, her eyes wide, heart pounding even harder than before.

"Oh," she breathed.

Shawn was watching her face carefully, his expression a mixture of vulnerability and desire. "Now we're even," he said, his voice rougher than before.

Eden swallowed hard, her mind replaying what she'd just seen. He was fully, undeniably aroused—his erection standing proud from his body, substantial and unexpectedly beautiful in its naked honesty. It was one thing to hear his appreciation in words, to know intellectually that he found her attractive. It was something else entirely to see the physical evidence of his desire, so unmistakable, so primal.

"You're…" she began, then faltered, unsure how to express the swirl of emotions coursing through her.

"Hard?" he finished for her, a flush spreading across his cheekbones. "Yeah. Have been since I saw you on that dock. I tried to fight it, but…" He shook his head slightly. "Impossible. Not when you look the way you do."

Eden dipped beneath the surface again, unable to resist another look. This time she allowed her gaze to linger, to absorb every detail. The smooth, flushed head. The impressive length and girth. The way it seemed to pulse slightly with his heartbeat. The visual confirmation of his arousal ignited something primal within her, a matching heat that bloomed between her thighs.

Eden rose to the surface again, her heart hammering against her ribs like a caged bird. The water droplets on her face disguised the flush that had spread across her cheeks, down her neck, across her chest. Something fundamental had shifted between them—embarrassment had transformed completely into desire, pure and undeniable.

"You're beautiful," she whispered, the words escaping before she could contain them. "All of you."

"So are you," he replied. "More beautiful than I ever imagined."

Eden's breath caught. "You’ve… imagined me?"

A smile played at the corners of his mouth, somehow both shy and predatory at once. "More times than I can count," he admitted. "In class, when you'd tuck your hair behind your ear, or bite your lip when you were thinking… I'd wonder what you looked like beneath those oversized sweaters you always wear."

The confession sent a jolt of electricity through her body, settling as a persistent throb between her legs. Her crossed arms, still shielding her breasts from view, relaxed further.

"And?" she asked, a hint of coquettishness creeping into her voice. "How does reality compare?"

"Reality puts fantasy to shame," he said without hesitation. "You're perfect, Eden. Absolutely perfect."

Something unfurled inside her at his words—a newfound confidence she hadn't known she possessed. With deliberate slowness, Eden uncrossed her arms, allowing her breasts to float just beneath the surface. The cool water caressed her hardened nipples, sending shivers racing across her skin.

"I've imagined you too," she confessed, her voice steadier than she expected. "Last night, actually."

Shawn's jaw tightened, a muscle pulsing in his cheek. "Tell me," he urged, drawing slightly closer, the water rippling between them.

Eden bit her lower lip, steeling herself before continuing. "I was in bed, thinking about you. About your body, your face, your… hands." She paused, her gaze dropping momentarily to the water between them, then rising to meet his again. "I touched myself, pretending it was you."

A low groan escaped Shawn's throat, the sound primal and unrestrained. "Eden," he breathed, her name like a prayer on his lips.

The distance between them had narrowed without either consciously moving closer. Now only a foot or so of crystal-clear water separated their naked bodies. Eden could sense the heat radiating from him despite the coolness of the lake.

"I want to touch you," she whispered, unprompted.

She registered a hint of shock in his face, but his reply came unwavering. "Then touch me, Eden," Shawn said, his voice commanding despite its softness. There was no playfulness now, no teasing—just a raw, undisguised need that made the water between them seem to vibrate with tension.

The seriousness in his expression, the intensity blazing in his eyes, sent a shiver through Eden's body. This wasn't just desire—it was something deeper, more primal, a connection that transcended the physical even as it celebrated it.

Eden held his gaze as she slowly closed the final distance between them, her movements creating gentle ripples that expanded outward across the lake's surface. Neither of them blinked, neither looked away, as if breaking that visual connection might shatter the moment entirely. The world around them—the trees, the sky, the distant shore—all faded to inconsequence. There was only this. His eyes, her eyes, and the decreasing space between their bodies.

When she was close enough to feel his breath on her face, Eden paused. Their legs brushed once or twice beneath the surface as they both treaded water, each accidental contact sending sparks of sensation racing through her body. She could see individual droplets clinging to his eyelashes, could count the subtle variations of blue in his irises, could trace the curve of his lips with her gaze.

Without looking down, without breaking that intense eye contact, Eden slowly lowered her hand beneath the water's surface. The anticipation was almost unbearable—her heart thundering so forcefully in her chest she thought it must be creating ripples of its own. Her fingers spread, reaching blindly through the cool water, guided by an instinct more ancient than thought.

When her fingertips first brushed against him, so light it might have been accidental, a visible shudder passed through Shawn's body. His pupils dilated further, nearly eclipsing the blue of his irises entirely. His lips parted slightly, though no sound emerged beyond a sharp intake of breath. Still, their eyes remained locked, communicating something words couldn't capture.

Eden's fingers explored tentatively at first—tracing the length of him, discovering the smooth warmth of his skin despite the coolness of the water surrounding them. He was so hard, yet the skin was velvet-soft, a contradiction that fascinated her. She mapped him with her touch, learning the shape of him, the subtle ridges and veins, the flare of his head.

Then, with growing confidence, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

The effect on Shawn was immediate and profound. His features tightened, brow furrowing slightly, jaw clenching as if in pain—but his eyes, still locked with hers, conveyed that it was the sweetest kind of agony. A muscle jumped in his cheek as he fought to maintain composure, to keep treading water when his body clearly wanted to surrender to her touch.

The power Eden felt in that moment was intoxicating. For someone who had spent her life in the shadows—shy, retiring, always deferring to others—the experience of holding Shawn in her hand, of seeing the naked desire in his eyes, of knowing she was the cause of his pleasure, was transformative. A heady cocktail of confidence and desire surged through her veins, emboldening her movements beneath the water.

She squeezed him gently, testing, learning his response. His breath hitched, the sound carrying across the water's surface like a secret whispered just for her. Eden continued to stare into his eyes, revelling in his pained expression as she began to stroke his hardness with more purpose, her grip firming as she established a rhythm. The water created an unusual sensation around her movements—a kind of weightlessness that made each slide of her hand along his length feel dreamlike, otherworldly.

"Eden," Shawn breathed, her name escaping his lips like something sacred. His eyes never left hers either, even as pleasure contorted his features. The intensity of his gaze was almost too much to bear—too intimate, too raw—yet she couldn't look away. Wouldn't look away. There was something profoundly connecting about watching his face while she touched him, about witnessing each flicker of pleasure as it passed across his features.

The water lapped gently at their shoulders, the sun warm on their faces, as Eden continued her ministrations beneath the surface. Her world narrowed to the feel of him in her hand, the subtle changes in his breathing, the occasional involuntary twitch of his hips toward her touch. She varied her technique—sometimes stroking the full length of him, sometimes focusing on just the sensitive head, sometimes squeezing just firmly enough to make his eyelids flutter.

"Is this okay?" she whispered, suddenly uncertain despite the obvious evidence of his enjoyment. The shy, self-conscious part of her—the part that had spent years doubting, questioning, second-guessing—momentarily resurfaced.

A sound somewhere between a laugh and a groan escaped Shawn's throat. "More than okay," he managed, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "It's perfect. You're perfect."

The simple affirmation chased away her fleeting doubt. Eden felt a smile tug at the corners of her mouth—not coy or self-conscious, but genuine and perhaps a little mischievous. She let her thumb sweep over the sensitive tip of him, circling the smooth head with deliberate slowness.

Shawn's reaction was immediate—his eyes widened, then narrowed, a sharp hiss of indrawn breath cutting through the quiet morning air. His free hand found her waist beneath the water, fingers pressing into her skin with an urgency that sent shivers racing up her spine. The water rippled around them, disturbed by their increasingly laboured movements. Eden continued her rhythmic stroking beneath the surface, mesmerised by the changing expressions flitting across his face—pleasure, restraint, desire, all mingling in a dance as ancient as time itself.

"Eden," he murmured, his voice rough with need. "Last night, you said you touched yourself thinking of me." His fingers flexed against her waist, the gentle pressure sending sparks of sensation radiating outward. "You imagined my hands on you."

It wasn't a question, yet the statement hung in the air between them, demanding confirmation. Eden felt her cheeks flush anew, but this time it was from the memory of her solitary pleasure, from the reality of his nearness now, from the way his eyes seemed to see straight through to her most private thoughts.

"Yes," she admitted, simply. "I did."

Shawn's eyes narrowed. "Show me," he commanded softly. "Show me where you imagined me touching you."

The request sent a tremor through Eden's body, her hand momentarily stilling around his hardness. This was another threshold, another boundary being crossed in this strange, magical morning that had transformed from mortification to something transcendent. She hesitated, not from reluctance but from the sheer intensity of what was unfolding between them.

With her free hand, Eden reached for his wrist beneath the water. Her fingers circled it—feeling the strong pulse beating rapidly against her thumb, the coiled strength in his forearm, the slight roughness of masculine skin. With deliberate slowness, she guided his hand downward from her waist, drawing it across the flat plane of her stomach, past the subtle dip of her navel.

"Here," she whispered, as she pressed his palm between her legs, where the heat of her desire burned in stark contrast to the cool water around them.

Shawn's sharp intake of breath was accompanied by a brief shudder as his hand made contact. His fingers flexed against her, cupping her intimately, the heel of his palm pressing against the sensitive bundle of nerves that crowned her thrumming centre. Even that simple contact—his hand held motionless against her most private place—sent a jolt of pleasure so intense that Eden's eyes fluttered closed momentarily.

"Look at me," Shawn urged, his voice deeper than she'd ever heard it. "I want to see you."

Eden's eyes opened, meeting his once more. The connection between them intensified, as if some invisible current flowed through their joined gazes, completing a circuit of desire that hummed with palpable energy. Beneath the water, his middle finger moved, gently parting her folds, seeking and finding the slick heat of her even through the coolness of the lake. Eden gasped, her fingers tightening around his hardness in reflexive response. The dual sensations—his exploring finger and his throbbing length in her grasp—created a feedback loop of pleasure that made her thighs tremble beneath the water.

"You're so soft," Shawn murmured, his voice filled with wonder as his finger traced the length of her slit. "So smooth."

Eden could only nod, words momentarily beyond her capacity as his fingertip circled her entrance with exquisite gentleness. Her head tilted back slightly, eyes still locked with his, though her lids had grown heavy with mounting pleasure. The water lapped at her neck, cool against her flushed skin, a counterpoint to the heat building within her core.

His finger pressed forward, just barely entering her, and Eden's breath caught audibly. The minor intrusion sent ripples of sensation radiating outward through her body. She tightened her grip on him in response, resuming her stroking with renewed purpose, as if her pleasure and his were directly connected—each feeding into the other in an escalating cycle.

"Tell me what you like," Shawn whispered, his lips so close to hers now that she could feel his breath mingling with her own. "Show me how to touch you."

The request, so intimate and considerate, made Eden's heart swell alongside her desire. With her free hand, she reached beneath the water again, covering his hand with hers, guiding his movements. She pressed his finger deeper, then drew it upward, showing him the path to the sensitive bud that ached for his touch.

"There," she breathed, as his fingertip found her clit. "Circle… like that."

Shawn followed her guidance perfectly, his finger making lazy circles around her most sensitive spot, occasionally dipping lower to gather her natural wetness—wetter than the water around her—before returning to that throbbing centre of pleasure. Eden's hips moved subtly, responding to his touch with a rhythm of pure instinct.

Their bodies had drawn closer still, the effort of treading water bringing them into an intimate dance where legs occasionally brushed against legs, creating additional points of electric contact. Eden's hand continued its steady stroking of his hardness, occasionally twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that made Shawn's breath hitch and his eyes darken further.

"Like this?" he asked, as he added a second finger to join the first, increasing the pressure against her swollen bud.

"Yes," Eden gasped, her voice barely audible above the lake water lapping. "Just like that."

The intensity between them escalated with each passing moment, the water around them beginning to churn with the increasing motion of their bodies. Eden's hand moved with growing confidence along Shawn's length, learning what made his breath catch, what made his eyes darken with pleasure. His fingers, meanwhile, had discovered a rhythm against her sensitive flesh that made her thighs tremble beneath the water.

"You feel amazing," Shawn murmured, his voice rough with desire. His fingertips circled her clit with exquisite precision.

Eden could only moan in response. Her body was becoming a live wire, every nerve ending singing with sensation. The cool water against her heated skin created a delicious contrast—the lake cradling her even as Shawn's touch set her ablaze from within. Her hand tightened around him, stroking with renewed purpose, her thumb sweeping over his engorged head on each upstroke.

Shawn's free hand moved to her waist, steadying them both as they treaded water. The simple touch sent another wave of electricity through her body, his strong fingers pressing into her skin with just enough pressure to anchor her to the moment. Without it, Eden feared she might simply dissolve into the lake, become one with the water surrounding them as pleasure built within her like a gathering storm.

"I've dreamed of touching you like this," he confessed, his eyes never leaving hers despite the pleasure contorting his features. "In lecture halls, in the library—watching you bite your lip when you concentrate, seeing you twist your hair around your finger when you're thinking—all I could imagine was how you'd look like this. How you'd feel."

His words fuelled the fire spreading through her veins. Eden's hips moved more insistently against his hand, seeking greater pressure, greater friction. Her own hand increased its pace around him, feeling the subtle pulses that suggested his own pleasure was mounting.

"And how do I feel?" she managed to ask, her voice barely more than a breath.

"Like silk," he groaned, his fingers slipping lower, circling her entrance with tantalising slowness. "Like heaven."

The water around them seemed to grow warmer, heated by the intensity of their exchange. Eden's breath came in short, shallow gasps, her chest rising and falling rapidly as Shawn's fingers returned to her clit, now applying firmer pressure, moving in tight circles that made her vision blur at the edges.

"Shawn," she gasped, her voice catching on his name. "I'm close. I'm so close."

Her admission seemed to ignite something primal within him. A new intensity glowed in his eyes. His fingers moved with renewed purpose, finding that perfect rhythm, that ideal pressure that sent waves of pleasure cascading through her body.

"Let me see you, Eden," he urged, his voice low and commanding against her ear. "Let me see you come."

His words pushed her closer to the edge, that precipice she'd approached in solitude the night before, thinking of him. But this was different—achingly, gloriously different. This was Shawn's actual fingers against her most sensitive flesh, Shawn's actual eyes watching her every reaction, Shawn's actual hardness throbbing in her hand as she stroked him beneath the water's surface.

Eden's world narrowed to these points of contact—his fingers circling her clit with exquisite precision, her hand wrapped around his shaft, their eyes locked in an unbreakable connection. The lake around them, the sky above, the distant shoreline—all faded to insignificance as pleasure built within her body, gathering like electricity before a lightning strike.

"That's it," Shawn murmured, his gaze intense as he watched her features contort with mounting ecstasy. "Let go for me, Eden. I want to see you."

His fingers pressed more firmly against her throbbing centre, moving in tight, deliberate circles that sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward. Eden's breathing grew ragged, her rhythm faltering as she continued to stroke him, her concentration fragmenting under the onslaught of sensation.

"I've never—" she gasped, struggling to find words as her body tensed. "Not with anyone watching—"

"I've got you," Shawn reassured her, his voice a soothing counterpoint to the urgency of his touch. "You're beautiful like this, Eden. So beautiful."

The tension within her coiled tighter, winding like a spring ready to release. Eden's thighs trembled beneath the water, her entire body humming with impending release. She was poised on the knife-edge of climax, teetering on that exquisite boundary between anticipation and fulfilment.

"Shawn," she whispered, her voice cracking as the first tremors began to ripple through her body. "I'm—I'm—"

And then it happened—the tension broke, pleasure crashing through her in overwhelming waves. Her back arched, her head tilting toward the sky as ecstasy claimed her. A cry escaped her parted lips, echoing across the lake's empty expanse as her body convulsed with release. Her inner walls pulsed rhythmically against nothing, aching to be filled even as her clit throbbed beneath Shawn's relentless fingers.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice deep and urgent as he watched her come apart. "God, you're gorgeous."

Eden's hand tightened reflexively around his throbbing cock, her strokes becoming erratic as she rode out her climax. It rippled through her, shockwaves of pleasure leaving her breathless and trembling. As the most intense sensations began to ebb, she became aware of Shawn watching her with an expression of awe, his eyes darkened to midnight blue, pupils blown wide with desire. His fingers had gentled their movements but hadn't stopped entirely, drawing out the aftershocks that made her gasp and shiver.

"Eden," he whispered, her name like a prayer on his lips. "You're incredible."

The naked admiration in his voice, the reverence in his gaze—it unlocked something within her. Without overthinking, without the self-consciousness that typically governed her actions, Eden closed the remaining distance between them. Her hand released his hardness beneath the water as her arms wound around his neck instead, pulling their bodies flush together.

The first touch of her bare breasts against his chest sent electricity cascading through her still-sensitive body. The contrast was exquisite—the coolness of the lake against her back, the heat of his skin against her front. Eden gasped at the sensation, her nipples hardening further as they pressed against the firm plane of his chest.

"I want to kiss you," she breathed, her lips hovering mere inches from his. "I've wanted to kiss you for so long."

Shawn's eyes flashed with hunger, his hands finding her waist beneath the water, strong fingers pressing into her skin with just enough pressure to convey his own desperation. "Then kiss me," he urged.

Eden eliminated the final sliver of space between them, her lips meeting his in a kiss that started gentle but quickly blazed into something far more primal. The initial contact was electric—a soft brush of lips that sent tingles racing down her spine. But within seconds, the restraint they'd both maintained had shattered completely.

Their mouths opened to each other, tongues meeting in a desperate dance that mirrored the urgency of their bodies. She savoured the taste of him—a flavour Eden instantly knew she would crave for the rest of her life. His hand moved to cradle the back of her head, fingers tangling in her wet hair, holding her steady as he deepened the kiss with a groan that vibrated through both their bodies.

The water lapped around them, supporting their weight as their kiss intensified. Eden felt weightless, suspended between sky and lake, anchored only by Shawn's strong hands and the heat building between them once more. Their legs tangled beneath the surface as they struggled to maintain their position, creating a chaotic dance that somehow worked—each compensating for the other's movements instinctively.

Shawn's hardness pressed against her stomach, hot and insistent even through the cool water. Eden's hips shifted, seeking closer contact, driven not by conscious thought but by pure instinct, pure lust. Her movement caused his length to slip lower.

They broke the kiss simultaneously, both gasping at the sudden, intimate contact. Shawn's hardness had slipped between her thighs, pressing up against her most sensitive flesh without entering her. The length of him nestled perfectly in the space between her legs, his smooth head rubbing against the cleft of her cheeks in a way that made Eden's entire body shudder with renewed desire.

"Oh," she breathed, her eyes widening as she stared into Shawn's face. The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced before—the hard heat of him cradled by her thighs, pressing insistently upwards without actually penetrating. It felt dangerous, thrilling, the boundary between them reduced to nothing yet still maintaining that final barrier.

Shawn's expression was a study in restraint—jaw clenched, a muscle jumping in his cheek, eyes dark with barely contained desire. "Eden," he groaned, his voice strained as if each syllable required tremendous effort. "You feel incredible."

Her body responded instinctively, thighs tightening around his hardness, trapping him in the silken vice of her legs. The pressure sent another wave of pleasure cascading through her still-sensitive body. She could feel every ridge, every vein of his cock against the tender flesh of her inner thighs and swollen, eager lips.

"Is this okay?" she whispered, suddenly uncertain despite the obvious evidence of his enjoyment. She'd never done anything like this before—this intimate dance that wasn't quite sex but was far beyond simple touching.

Shawn's answer came in the form of another kiss, deep and consuming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a hunger that left no room for doubt. His hands, which had been at her waist, slid lower beneath the water's surface, curving around the swell of her ass. His fingers dug into the soft flesh there, kneading with an appreciation that made Eden moan against his lips.

"More than okay," he murmured when they finally broke apart for air. "Perfect. You're perfect."

His strong hands on her backside pulled her more firmly against him, increasing the pressure where his hardness pressed against her core. The added friction sent sparks racing up Eden's spine, her body responding with a delicious shiver of pure, undiluted desire.

Their eyes locked once more, communicating something words couldn't capture—permission, need, a mutual understanding of boundaries both respected and tested. Without breaking that gaze, Shawn began to move. His hips rocked backwards in a subtle, controlled motion, dragging the length of his cock through the tight channel created by her squeezed thighs and against the slick heat of her centre.

Eden gasped at the sensation, her fingers digging into his shoulders for support as pleasure bloomed anew. The motion created a rhythm as natural as the gentle lapping of the lake against the distant shore. With each backward pull, Shawn's hardness dragged along the sensitive flesh between Eden's thighs, the smooth head of him caressing her swollen lips with exquisite slowness. Then he would draw her forward again, his strong hands cupping her ass, fingers pressing into the soft flesh with a possessiveness that made her breath catch.

"God," Eden gasped, her head falling back slightly, exposing the elegant column of her throat to the morning sun. "That feels…"

Words failed her as Shawn established a steady cadence, the water around them creating subtle resistance that only enhanced each movement. The lake had become their accomplice, supporting their weight while adding an element of dreamlike suspension to their intimate dance. Each thrust sent ripples expanding outward across the water's surface, physical evidence of the rising tension between them.

Shawn's hands gripped her ass more firmly, his fingers exploring the curves and valleys of her with reverent appreciation. He squeezed gently, then more firmly, learning what pressure made her gasp, what touch made her thighs tighten around him. His thumbs traced the dimples at the base of her spine, then slid lower, following the delicate crease where her buttocks met her thighs. Every caress was a discovery, every reaction a revelation.

"You're so soft," he murmured, his voice rough with desire as he pulled her forward once more. "Everywhere. So perfectly soft."

The praise washed over her. She'd never thought of her body as particularly special—had spent years hiding it beneath loose clothing, shying away from attention. Now, with Shawn's appreciative hands mapping every curve, with his hardness sliding between her thighs in that most intimate embrace, she felt beautiful. Desirable. Worthy.

Their bodies had found a perfect synchronicity, a rhythm that seemed to bypass conscious thought. Eden's hips began to move of their own accord, rolling slightly to meet each of Shawn's controlled thrusts. The subtle adjustment changed the angle, allowing the sensitive head of his cock to drag more firmly against her slit with each pass.

"Oh!" she cried out, the unexpected jolt of pleasure catching her by surprise. "Right there. Please."

Shawn's gaze intensified. "Like this?" he asked, adjusting his angle slightly to ensure the ridge of his head caught her just right on each thrust.

"Yes," Eden breathed, her fingers digging into his shoulders as the sensation built within her once more. "Just like that."

Their bodies moved together with increasing urgency, the water churning around them as their rhythm intensified. Eden's thighs tightened further, creating more pressure around Shawn's throbbing length. The increased friction drew a low, animalistic groan from deep in his chest—a sound so primal, so unrestrained, that it sent a fresh wave of pleasure surging through Eden's core. The vibration of it seemed to travel from his body to hers, resonating through her chest where her breasts pressed against him, tingling down her spine where his fingers splayed across her lower back, pulsing between her thighs where his hardness continued its relentless slide against her most sensitive flesh.

"Eden," he breathed, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. His movements had become more urgent, the measured rhythm giving way to something more desperate, more instinctual. "You feel incredible."

The morning sun caught the ripples undulating outward from their joined bodies, transforming them into shimmering bands of light that danced across the lake's surface, nature itself seeming to celebrate their union.

Eden's head fell forward, her forehead resting against Shawn's as their bodies continued to move in that ancient, perfect rhythm. Their breath mingled in the narrow space between their lips, hot and quick and laced with soft sounds of pleasure. She could feel every inch of him against her—the firm plane of his chest against her breasts, the hard ridges of his abdomen against her stomach, and most intensely, the thick length of him sliding between her thighs, pressing against her centre, kissing her, teasing her, never quite penetrating her.

"Shawn," she gasped, as a particularly forceful thrust sent a jolt of electricity racing up her spine. Her fingers tangled in the wet hair at the nape of his neck, holding him close as her body trembled with mounting need. "Oh god, Shawn."

His hands tightened on her ass, kneading the soft flesh with increasing urgency as his control began to fray at the edges. Eden could feel the tension building in his body—the tightening of his shoulders beneath her palms, the increasing firmness of his thrusts, the subtle quickening of his breath against her parted lips.

"I never thought," he murmured between laboured breaths, "I never imagined it could be like this. You're so—" His words dissolved into a groan as Eden's thighs tightened around him, increasing the pressure on his throbbing length.

The intensity between them had built to something almost unbearable—a tension that demanded release, a hunger that could no longer be satisfied with this exquisite almost-but-not-quite joining of their bodies. Eden could feel herself approaching that precipice once more, her core tightening with each drag of Shawn's hardness against her swollen, sensitive flesh. But something deeper was calling to her now, some primal need that transcended the physical pleasure of external stimulation.

She wanted—needed—more. She needed him inside her, filling that aching emptiness that had become impossible to ignore. Each time the smooth head of his cock nudged against her entrance before sliding beyond again, her body clenched with frustrated desire, craving the fullness she could only imagine. The teasing almost-penetration had become a sweet torture, heightening her arousal to an almost painful intensity.

Their eyes met, and in that moment of connection, Eden saw her own desperate need reflected in Shawn's darkened gaze. The restraint they'd both maintained—the boundary they'd respected despite their naked bodies pressed together in the most intimate embrace—was crumbling beneath the weight of mutual desire.

"Eden," Shawn whispered, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "You have to know how much I want—"

"Shawn," Eden breathed at the exact same moment, her body trembling with need. "I need you to—"

They both stopped, startled by the synchronicity of their words, their desires. A fleeting smile crossed both their faces—a moment of connection that transcended even the physical intimacy they'd been sharing. The water lapped gently around their shoulders, a rhythmic counterpoint to their racing hearts.

"Eden," Shawn began again, at precisely the same moment Eden said, "Shawn."

Again, they spoke in perfect unison, as if their bodies had synchronised not just in movement but in thought, in desire, in need. Their breathing had aligned too—each shallow inhale, each trembling exhale occurring in perfect harmony as they clung to each other in the crystal-clear water.

"Inside?" Shawn panted, his voice barely audible, a rough whisper that carried both question and desperate hope.

"Yes!" Eden responded instantly, her fingers digging into his shoulders with renewed urgency.

"Fuck me," she added, the uncharacteristic boldness of her words sending a visible shudder through Shawn's body. The crude phrase felt foreign on her tongue—she'd never spoken so bluntly, so directly about her desires before—but in this moment, it felt right. Necessary. The only possible expression of the raw, primal need consuming her.

Shawn's hands tightened on her ass, lifting her slightly in the water, repositioning her with a confidence that made Eden's breath catch in her throat. The water supported her weight, making her feel almost weightless in his strong grip as he adjusted their bodies.

The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, no longer sliding past but instead holding steady at that threshold—that final boundary between almost and completely. For a heartbeat, they remained suspended in that exquisite moment of anticipation, their eyes locked, their breath mingling in the narrow space between their parted lips.

Then, with deliberate slowness, Shawn lowered her onto him.

The initial penetration drew matching gasps from their lungs—twin sounds of pleasure that seemed to ripple across the lake's surface like the expanding circles created by their movements. Eden felt her body yield to him, felt herself stretching to accommodate his considerable girth. The sensation was overwhelming—a delicious fullness that satisfied a craving she hadn't fully understood until this moment.

"Oh god," she breathed, her forehead falling forward to rest against his as he continued to guide her downward, filling her inch by perfect inch. "Oh my god, Shawn."

Eden's legs wrapped around Shawn's waist, her ankles crossing at the small of his back as she surrendered completely to the sensation of him filling her. The water cradled them both, supporting their weight, allowing a freedom of movement that would have been impossible on land. She felt suspended between worlds—between water and air, between restraint and abandon, between the shy girl she had been yesterday and the woman she was becoming in his arms.

"Eden, you feel so good," Shawn murmured against her lips, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. "So fucking tight. So perfect."

Eden could only whimper in response, words beyond her capacity as her body adjusted to his presence within her. She had never felt so completely filled, so utterly possessed. Each tiny movement sent ripples of sensation cascading through her nervous system, making her tremble in his embrace.

With exquisite care, Shawn began to move. The water around them created a gentle resistance that slowed their movements, transforming what might have been urgent into something dreamlike and suspended. He withdrew almost completely before easing back into her welcoming heat, the deliberate pace allowing Eden to feel every ridge, every vein, every subtle pulse of his hardness as it claimed her.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his eyes locked on hers.

"More than okay," Eden breathed, echoing his earlier words with a small smile. "Don't stop, Shawn. Please don't stop."

Their bodies found a rhythm as natural as their surroundings—a slow, rolling cadence that built pleasure with each measured thrust. Eden's arms wound around Shawn's neck, fingers tangling in his wet hair again as she held on, anchoring herself to him as wave after wave of sensation washed through her body.

The sunlight danced across the water's surface around them, creating patterns that shifted and morphed with their movements. Each thrust sent ripples expanding outward, physical evidence of their joining visible in the disturbed surface of the lake. Eden found herself mesmerised by the sight—the way the light fractured and reformed, the way the water embraced them both, the way the world seemed to respond to their passion.

"I've wanted this for so long," Shawn confessed, his breath hot against her ear as he continued his steady, measured thrusts. "Dreamed of you like this. Imagined how you'd feel around me."

His words sent a flash of heat through Eden's core, her inner walls clenching around him in involuntary response. The added pressure drew a groan from deep in Shawn's chest—a primal sound that seemed to reverberate through the water surrounding them, through Eden's body where they were joined.

"And how do I feel?" she asked, finding her voice at last, a new confidence threading through the breathless question.

"Like fucking heaven," he groaned, his hands tightening on her ass as he pulled her more firmly onto him, driving deeper with his next thrust. "Better than anything I could have imagined."

The raw honesty in his voice, the unfiltered desire in his eyes—it unleashed something within Eden, some final restraint breaking free like a dam giving way to floodwaters. Her body responded with increased urgency, her hips rolling to meet each of his thrusts, taking him deeper still.

"I've thought about this too, Shawn" she confessed, her voice strained, panting. Her lips brushed against his ear as she spoke, her breath hot against his skin. "And not just when I’m using my fingers."

He pulled back slightly, his rhythm faltering as he processed her words. His eyes searched her face with newfound intensity. "What… What do you mean?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

Eden felt a blush spread across her cheeks, but the embarrassment was different now—tinged with a newfound boldness, a desire to share herself completely with this man who had seen her, truly seen her, in ways no one else ever had.

"I have… toys," she admitted, her voice dropping even lower. "When I think of you at night, alone in my bed, I use them. And I imagine it's you inside me." She pressed her forehead against his, their eyes locked as their bodies continued to move together in the crystalline water. "But nothing—nothing—has ever felt like this. Like you."

A visible shudder passed through Shawn's body. "Fuck, Eden," he breathed, the curse sounding like a prayer on his lips. "The thought of you touching yourself, fucking yourself, thinking of me…"

His thrusts gained new urgency, the measured rhythm giving way to something more primal, more desperate. One hand left her ass and found her breast, massaging it more with need than with care. The water churned around them, ripples expanding outward in ever-widening circles that caught the sunlight in a dance of scattered diamonds.

"Tell me," he urged, his voice commanding despite its breathlessness. "Tell me what you imagine."

Eden's inner walls clenched around him at the request, her body responding to the unexpected demand with a rush of heat that made her gasp. The boldness that had been building within her—a confidence born of his unwavering appreciation, his naked desire—surged forward, sweeping away the last vestiges of her habitual shyness.

"I imagine you coming to my room late at night," she began, her voice soft but steady, each word punctuated by the gentle rhythm of their joined bodies. "I'm already in bed, wearing just an oversized t-shirt, nothing underneath. You knock so quietly I almost don't hear it."

Shawn's breathing grew more ragged as he listened, his eyes never leaving hers, drinking in every minute change in her expression as he absorbed each detail she shared. His thrusts maintained their steady pace, but Eden could feel the increasing tension in his body—the tightening of his shoulders beneath her palms, the flex of his fingers where they gripped her flesh.

"You slip inside without a word," she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. "The moonlight is on you. Everything is silver and shadow. You stand at the foot of my bed, just watching me for a moment."

Eden's hips rolled against his with more purpose now, taking him deeper with each downward motion. Punctuating the progress of her once private fantasy, now shared.

"You don't speak," she breathed against his ear. "You just pull back the covers slowly, exposing my legs inch by inch. I pretend to be asleep, but we both know I'm awake, waiting for you, wanting you."

Shawn groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest where it pressed against her breasts. His hand moved to cup the back of her head, his fingers entwined with her hair, holding her close as if her words were something precious he couldn't bear to lose to the vast expanse of lake and sky surrounding them.

"You start at my ankles," Eden whispered, her voice growing huskier as both memory and present pleasure intensified. "Just your fingertips at first, tracing patterns on my skin. So light I could almost believe I'm dreaming it. But then you use your whole hand, wrapping your fingers around my calf, squeezing just enough to let me know this is real."

Her inner walls tightened around him again, a reflexive response to the memory, to the reality of him inside her now. The dual sensations—the phantom touch from her recounted fantasy overlaid with the solid presence of him filling her completely—made her breath catch, made her rhythm falter momentarily.

"Your hands move higher," she continued, her voice breaking slightly as Shawn adjusted his angle, hitting a spot within her that sent sparks racing up her spine. "Up my thighs, pushing my t-shirt up slowly. I'm still pretending to sleep, but my breathing gives me away. It's too quick, too shallow. You know I'm awake. You know I want you."

Shawn's rhythm faltered momentarily too as he absorbed her words. The grip of his fingers tightened in her wet hair, pulling just enough to send a delicious shiver of sensation cascading down her back. Their bodies continued to move together in the water.

"Then what?" he urged, his voice a rough whisper against her ear. "What do I do next, Eden?"

The sound of her name on his lips—so intimate, so possessive—made Eden clench around him once more, drawing a low groan from deep in his chest.

"You spread my thighs apart," she continued, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as pleasure built within her once more. "So slowly, so deliberately. And then—" She paused, momentarily overcome by the combination of memory and present sensation, of fantasy merging with reality. "Then you lower your head between them."

Shawn's reaction was immediate and visceral—a sharp intake of breath, a visible shudder that rippled through his powerful shoulders. His thrusts became firmer, deeper, the measured pace giving way to something more urgent as her words painted pictures in his mind.

"I can feel your breath first," Eden whispered, her lips brushing against the shell of his ear as she spoke. "Hot against me, making me ache. Making me wet." She rolled her hips deliberately, taking him deeper still, feeling him throb inside her as her words registered. "And then your tongue—just the tip at first, teasing me, tasting me."

"Fuck, Eden," Shawn groaned, the crude word somehow transformed into something reverent by the raw need in his voice. His hands moved to her hips, gripping her firmly as he took control of their rhythm, pulling her down to meet each upward thrust with increasing urgency.

The intensity of his reaction emboldened her further. Eden had never shared her fantasies before, had never put into words the private images that visited her in the darkness of her bedroom. But here, in the clear light of day, surrounded by the pristine beauty of the lake, and Shawn's body joined with hers in the most intimate embrace—here, she found a freedom that transcended her usual inhibitions.

"You take your time," she continued, her voice growing huskier as both memory and present pleasure intensified. "Licking me so slowly, so thoroughly. Your hands hold my thighs apart, your thumbs pressing into the soft skin there, keeping me open for you. And I'm trying so hard to stay quiet, biting my lip until I taste blood because the walls are thin and I don't want anyone to hear how much I want you."

Shawn's breathing grew increasingly ragged. His hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he guided her onto him with increasing force.

"And then," Eden whispered, her voice breaking as a particularly deep thrust sent a jolt of pleasure racing through her core, "you slide one finger inside me while your tongue circles my clit. And I can't pretend anymore—I can't pretend to be asleep, I can't pretend I don't want you desperately—so I tangle my fingers in your hair and say your name."

"Eden," Shawn groaned, the sound rumbling through his chest where it pressed against her breasts. "God, Eden."

She could feel him throbbing inside her, could sense the mounting tension in his powerful body as he fought to maintain control. The knowledge that her words were affecting him so deeply—that the fantasy she'd cultivated in private darkness was driving him to the edge in the bright light of day—filled Eden with a heady sense of power she'd never experienced before.

"You add another finger," she continued, her breath hot against his ear, "stretching me, preparing me. And all the while your tongue keeps working, keeps circling, keeps flicking against that spot that makes me see stars. And just when I think I can't take anymore," she whispered, "just when I'm about to come against your mouth, you pull back. You move up my body, your lips wet with me, and you kiss me so I can taste myself on your tongue."

Eden could feel herself building toward another climax, could feel that familiar tension coiling deep within her core as Shawn continued to fill her, to claim her with each powerful thrust.

"Then you push inside me," she gasped, the words becoming more difficult to form as pleasure mounted within her. "So slowly at first, letting me feel every inch of you stretching me, filling me completely. And it's better than anything I've ever felt before, better than my fingers, better than any toy, but—”

“But?”

"But it's never felt better than this. It's never felt better than you do right now, the real you."

The raw honesty in her words seemed to affect Shawn deeply. His movements stilled momentarily, his eyes searching hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. The water lapped gently around their joined bodies, the only sound beyond their ragged breathing. In that suspended moment, Eden felt utterly seen—not just her physical nakedness, but something deeper, more essential. The vulnerability of sharing her most private fantasy had created an intimacy beyond the mere joining of their bodies.

"Eden," he breathed, her name a reverent whisper on his lips. His hands gentled on her hips, one moving up to cup her cheek with unexpected tenderness. The contrast between the earlier urgency and this sudden softness made her heart flutter strangely in her chest. "That's the most incredible thing anyone has ever said to me."

Their eyes remained locked as he began to move within her once more, his thrusts slower now but somehow deeper, more deliberate. Each movement seemed purposeful, designed to bring her maximum pleasure rather than chase his own release. The shift in tempo allowed Eden to feel every inch of him as he withdrew almost completely before filling her again, sending renewed waves of sensation cascading through her body.

"Tell me how it ends," he urged, his voice low and intimate against her ear. His lips brushed the sensitive skin there, sending a shiver racing down her spine. "Your fantasy. Tell me how it ends, Eden."

The question hung between them, weighted with significance beyond the mere words. Eden knew instinctively that this wasn't just about satisfying curiosity or stoking desire—it was about completing the bridge between imagination and reality, between what she had dreamed of and what they were creating together in the water.

Her thighs tightened around his waist as she considered her response. The fantasy had always ended the same way—a conclusion her mind had returned to night after night, a finale that had always sent her over the edge into her solitary pleasure. Sharing it felt like the final surrender, the last piece of herself she had yet to offer him.

"You move faster," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly as his cock continued its measured strokes within her. "Harder. Your control starts to slip. I can feel it in the way your fingers dig into my hips, in the way your breathing changes."

Shawn's rhythm faltered, his body responding to her words as if they were commands rather than descriptions. His fingers tightened on her flesh, his breath growing more ragged against her neck, fantasy and their present reality overlapping more and more.

"I wrap my legs around you," she continued, her words coming in breathless gasps as Shawn's thrusts gained new purpose, new urgency. "Just like this. Pulling you deeper, taking all of you. Your lips find my neck, kissing, sucking, maybe even leaving marks that I'll have to hide tomorrow."

As if on cue, Shawn's mouth descended to the sensitive juncture where her neck met her shoulder. His lips pressed against her pulse point, feeling the frantic rhythm of her heart beneath his touch. Then his teeth grazed the tender skin, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp without causing pain. She tightened around him in reflexive response.

"Yes," she breathed, tilting her head to give him better access. "Just like that."

She held him against her as he continued his gentle assault on her neck. "In my fantasy," Eden gasped, finding it increasingly difficult to form coherent thoughts as pleasure built within her, "you whisper things in my ear. Telling me how good I feel, how tight I am around you, how you've wanted this—wanted me—for so long."

Shawn's lips moved from her neck to her ear, his breath hot against the sensitive shell. "Like this?" he murmured, his voice deeper than she'd ever heard it, rough with desire. "Telling you how perfect you feel wrapped around my cock? How I've dreamed of being inside you since the first time I saw you in that lecture hall, twisting your hair around your finger while you concentrated on your notes?"

Those words, in that voice, sent a shudder racing through Eden's body. This was better than her fantasy—so much better—because it was real. Because it was Shawn, the actual Shawn, filling her completely, whispering in her ear, holding her as if she were something precious even as he claimed her with increasing urgency.

"Yes," she breathed, her fingernails digging into his shoulders as his thrusts gained power. "Just like that."

Their bodies had found a perfect rhythm now, a synchronicity that felt both inevitable and miraculous. Each time he pushed into her, she yielded, taking him deeper; each time he withdrew, she clung to him, reluctant to let him go even for that brief moment before he filled her again.

"And then," Eden continued, her voice breaking, "you start to lose control. Your thrusts become harder, faster. Your fingers dig into my skin, leaving marks I'll find tomorrow and touch, remembering this moment."

As if her words were directing his actions, Shawn's grip tightened on her hips, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh with an intensity that bordered on pain but somehow transformed into pleasure. His thrusts gained new power, new urgency, the measured rhythm giving way to something more primal, more desperate.

The water churned around them, white-capped ripples expanding outward from their joined bodies. Eden clung to him, her arms wound tightly around his neck, her legs locked at the small of his back, taking him as deeply as possible with each powerful thrust.

"And I beg you," she gasped, the words tumbling from her lips as her own control began to fray at the edges. "I beg you not to stop, to keep going, to take me completely."

"I won't stop," Shawn growled against her ear, the promise sending shivers racing down her spine. "Not until you come around me, Eden. Not until I feel you squeeze me so tight I can't hold back anymore."

His words stoked the fire building within her again. Eden could feel herself approaching that precipice once more, could feel the tension coiling tighter with each thrust, each whispered promise, each brush of his lips against her heated skin.

"And how does it end?" Shawn murmured, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining enough control to speak, "How does it end, Eden? I need to hear it."

Eden's breath caught in her throat. They had reached the final threshold—the ultimate confession. In all her fantasies, in all the nights she'd lain alone in her bed imagining this man inside her, the conclusion had always been the same. The thought of sharing it made her heart race with a mixture of embarrassment and desperate arousal.

"You…" she began, struggling to get the words out through her moans. "In my fantasy, you always… you come inside me."

Eden felt Shawn's reaction immediately—his rhythm broke for just a moment before resuming with renewed purpose, his hardness seeming to swell even further within her.

"You fill me completely," she continued, her voice gaining strength as she watched the effect her words had on him. "I feel every pulse, every throb as you empty yourself inside me. And it pushes me over the edge too, makes me come around you, squeezing you, milking every last drop."

Shawn's breathing grew increasingly ragged, his control visibly slipping with each word she spoke. His thrusts had become almost desperate now, his body straining against hers as if trying to merge completely.

"Eden," he groaned, his voice strained beyond recognition. "Is that what you want? You want me to come inside you? Right here, right now?"

Eden could feel her heart hammering against her ribs, could feel the flush spreading across her chest and up her neck to her cheeks. This was no longer fantasy—this was reality, with all its potential consequences, all its messy, beautiful complications.

And yet, in this moment, suspended in crystal-clear water beneath an endless blue sky, her body joined with his in the most intimate embrace possible, Eden found herself unable to imagine any other conclusion to their unexpected encounter. The shy, cautious part of her—the part that had spent years overthinking, second-guessing, playing it safe—seemed to have dissolved into the lake around them, leaving behind something more primal, more honest, more true.

"Yes," she whispered, the single syllable carrying the weight of absolute certainty.

Something shifted in Shawn's expression—a final barrier breaking, the last vestiges of restraint crumbling beneath the weight of her confession.

"Hold on to me," he commanded, his voice barely recognisable—deeper, rougher, stripped of all pretence.

Eden's arms wound more tightly around his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair as she braced herself. The water lapped at their shoulders, cool against their heated skin, a counterpoint to the fire building between them.

And then he began to move in earnest.

Gone was the measured pace, the gentle exploration. In its place was something untamed. Each thrust drove deeper than the last, his powerful hips surging upward with a force that would have sent Eden reeling if not for his strong arms holding her firmly in place. The water churned violently around them, waves crashing outward from their joined bodies.

"Oh god!" Eden cried out, her head falling back as pleasure unlike anything she'd ever known coursed through her body. Each powerful thrust sent shockwaves racing up her spine, radiating outward until even her fingertips tingled with sensation. "Shawn! Oh my god!"

The sound of her voice—so uninhibited, so far removed from the quiet, reserved girl who sat in the back of lecture halls—seemed to drive him to new heights of passion. His rhythm increased, control giving way completely to something raw, something instinctual. He was claiming her now, marking her as his with each powerful surge of his hips.

"You feel so fucking good," he panted against her ear, his breath hot and ragged. "So perfect around me."

His words, coupled with the relentless pressure of his cock driving into her again and again, pushed Eden closer to the edge. She could feel her inner walls beginning to tighten, to pulse with the first warning tremors of approaching climax. Her nails dug into his shoulders, leaving crescent-shaped marks in his sun-kissed skin.

"Don't stop," she begged, the words tumbling from her lips in breathless gasps. "Please, Shawn, don't stop."

"Never," he growled, the single word a solemn vow against her heated skin. "I'll never stop, Eden. Not until you're completely mine."

The possessiveness of his words, the raw need behind them—it triggered something deep within her, something she hadn't known existed until this moment. A responding need to be possessed, to be claimed, to belong to this man who had seen her at her most vulnerable and found her beautiful.

"I'm yours," Eden gasped, the words escaping before she could analyse them, before she could question their truth or implication. They simply were—a reality as clear and undeniable as the water surrounding her, as the sky above, as the man inside her. "I'm yours, Shawn."

"Eden," Shawn groaned in response, his voice barely recognisable—deeper, rougher, primal in its raw need. "I'm close. So fucking close."

"Yes," she urged, her lips finding his ear, breathing her encouragement directly into his consciousness. "Come for me, Shawn. I want to feel you. All of you."

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion and emotion. "I want to see your eyes when I come inside you. When I make you mine."

Eden couldn't have looked away if she'd wanted to. His gaze held her captive, blue eyes darkened to midnight with desire, pupils blown wide until only a thin ring of colour remained. She watched the pleasure contort his features, watched the flush spread across his cheekbones, watched the muscle jump in his jaw as he fought to maintain enough control to witness her reaction.

His thrusts grew more erratic, more desperate—the rhythm breaking down as he approached his limit. Eden could feel him swelling further within her, could sense the building tension in his powerful body as he drove into her again and again. The anticipation of his release—of feeling him pulsing inside her, filling her completely—sent her own arousal spiralling to new heights. Each thrust brought her closer to that precipice, that exquisite moment of surrender.

"Eden," Shawn groaned again. "I can't—I can't hold back much longer—"

"Don't," she urged, her voice breaking as pleasure built within her core, coiling tighter with each powerful thrust. "Don't hold back!"

Their gazes remained locked, creating a connection that transcended the physical joining of their bodies. Eden could see everything in his eyes—desire, yes, but something deeper too, something that made her heart stutter in her chest even as her body sang with mounting pleasure. She watched as his expression transformed, as the last vestiges of restraint crumbled beneath the weight of his need for her.

"I'm going to come," he warned, the words strained, almost painful in their intensity. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips and ass, holding her firmly as he drove upward one final time, burying himself to the hilt within her welcoming heat. "Eden—oh god—Eden—"

And then she felt it—the first powerful pulse of his release deep inside her. His cock throbbed against her inner walls, jerking with each surge as he emptied himself into her. The sensation was unlike anything Eden had ever experienced—so much more intense, more intimate, more real than she had ever imagined in her private fantasies. She could feel every spasm, every throb, every subtle twitch as his seed flooded her in hot, rhythmic waves.

The knowledge that he was coming inside her—that he was marking her in the most primal, intimate way possible—sent Eden careening over the edge of her own climax. Her inner walls clamped down around him, pulsing and fluttering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her body. Her back arched, her head tilting toward the endless blue sky as a cry tore from her throat—a sound of such pure, uninhibited ecstasy that it seemed to echo across the lake's vast expanse.

"Shawn!" His name became both prayer and expletive, a mantra she repeated as her body convulsed with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. "Oh god, Shawn!"

Their bodies locked together in that perfect moment of shared release, each tremor of his cock triggering another wave of contractions within her, each pulse of her inner walls drawing another surge from him—a feedback loop of pleasure that seemed to transcend the boundaries of their separate selves. The water churned around them now, white-capped waves reaching all the way to the lakeshore.

Eden clung to him, her body trembling with aftershocks as they both struggled to catch their breath. The intensity of their shared climax had left her dizzy, her mind floating somewhere above her body as the pleasure slowly ebbed into a warm, satisfied glow. Shawn's arms remained wrapped tightly around her waist, his face buried in the curve of her neck, his breath hot against her cooled skin.

"That was…" he began, then faltered, seemingly at a loss for words—a rarity for someone normally so articulate.

"Yeah," Eden agreed softly, understanding perfectly what he couldn't express. "It was."

They remained joined for several long moments, neither willing to break the connection that felt somehow sacred in its intensity. The water had calmed around them, returning to gentle ripples that lapped at their shoulders. Eden became aware of every point of contact between them—his softening length still inside her, his chest pressed against her breasts, his hands splayed across her lower back, his forehead now resting against hers as their breathing gradually slowed.

"I never expected…" Shawn murmured, his voice still rough from exertion. "When I came here today, I thought maybe we'd talk about the literature final, maybe go for a swim. I never imagined…"

A small laugh escaped Eden, the sound lighter and more carefree than anything that had passed her lips in years. "I never imagined either," she admitted. "When I saw you first, I was mortified. I thought this would be the most embarrassing moment of my life."

Shawn pulled back slightly, his eyes finding hers again. The intensity remained, though transformed into something warmer, more tender. "And now?" he asked, a hint of vulnerability threading through the question.

Eden felt a smile bloom across her face—not the shy, hesitant smile she usually offered the world, but something more genuine, more open. "Well, now I think it just might be the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"Me too," he whispered, leaning forward to press his lips against hers in a kiss that held none of their earlier desperation but carried something perhaps more meaningful—a gentleness, a promise.

When they finally separated, the cool water rushing between their bodies, Eden felt a momentary pang of loss. But as Shawn took her hand beneath the surface, intertwining their fingers with care, she realised this wasn't an ending. Whatever had begun between them in the crystal-clear waters of this lake—born of embarrassment and transformed into something beautiful—it was only just beginning.

"So…" Shawn said, drawing the word out, his thumb tracing lazy circles on the back of her hand as they began to swim slowly toward the shore. "About that writing workshop next month…"

Eden laughed, the sound carrying across the water like music. "What about it?" she asked, her voice still husky from their shared passion.

"I was thinking," Shawn said, his eyes never leaving hers as they moved through the water, "we should probably study together. You know, to prepare."

The corner of Eden's mouth quirked up in a smile that was both shy and knowing. "Study, huh?"

"Among other things," he confirmed, his voice dropping to that intimate register that sent shivers racing down her spine even now. "I have some… fantasies of my own I'd like to explore with you."

Heat bloomed in Eden's cheeks—a warm glow of anticipation, of possibility.

"I'd like that," she admitted, squeezing his hand beneath the water. "I might have a few more to share too."

Shawn's answering smile was brilliant, igniting something tender in Eden's chest. "Clothes then?" he said, as they neared the lake’s edge and their feet finally found purchase on the sandy ground beneath them.

Eden eyed the wooden platform where her bikini still lay, small scraps of fabric that seemed to belong to another life entirely. Her nudity, which had been a source of such panic just an hour ago, now felt natural, almost freeing.

"We could get them," she suggested, her voice adopting a playful tone that surprised even herself. "Or…"

"Or?" Shawn prompted, his eyebrow arching in question.

Eden's smile widened, a new boldness unfurling within her like a flower opening to the sun. "Or we could leave them there a while longer. The house is empty, and I was thinking maybe you could show me how that fantasy of mine would play out on a real bed."

Shawn's eyes darkened, his grip on her hand tightening. "I like the way you think, Eden," he murmured, tugging her gently toward the shore. "I like it very much indeed."

As they emerged from the water, naked and unashamed beneath the summer sun, Eden felt something settle within her—a certainty, a rightness that transcended the physical pleasure they'd shared. Whatever happened next, she knew one thing for certain. She would never again hide herself from this man who had now seen her—truly seen her—and had found her beautiful.
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