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She came for the sun. She stayed for the waves.
Desire doesn't always ask permission...
Enjoy every sun-soaked second!
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The Surfing Lesson

A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Romance





Chapter One

Mia pressed her forehead against the cool glass of the backseat window, watching the Pacific unfurl in endless blue flashes between the cliffs. Highway 1 had been teasing her for hours—rugged headlands dropping straight into turquoise water, wildflowers spilling over the edges like spilled paint, the kind of views that made her phone feel useless in her hand. She’d taken maybe ten pictures already, mostly of the ocean curving around rocky outcrops, but none of them captured the way the light hit the waves just right, turning them molten gold as the afternoon wore on.

The minivan smelled like sunscreen, fast-food wrappers, and the faint sour tang of her fourteen-year-old twin brothers, Ethan and Noah, who’d been bickering over the aux cord since Santa Barbara. Right now they were arguing about whether pineapple belonged on pizza while their dad hummed off-key to some classic rock station and Mom scrolled through rental-house reviews on her phone.

“Guys, volume,” Mia said, not really expecting it to work.

Ethan flicked a crumpled napkin at Noah. “She’s just cranky because Tyler hasn’t texted her in, like, twenty minutes.”

Mia rolled her eyes but felt her cheeks warm anyway. She pulled her phone out of her cutoff denim shorts pocket. Sure enough, the last message from Tyler was a selfie from his lifeguard shift back home—sunglasses, goofy grin, the pool sparkling behind him. Miss you already. Beach as good without me? That was three hours ago. She’d replied with a heart emoji and a pic of the coastline, but nothing since. She typed It’s insane here and hit send, then locked the screen before she could overthink it.

Tyler was sweet. Reliable. The kind of boyfriend who remembered her coffee order and held her hand in the hallways at college. They’d been together since winter break, and yeah, they’d made out in his car until the windows fogged, his hands tentative under her shirt, but it always stopped there. She told herself she wasn’t ready, that she wanted it to mean something. Mostly she believed it.

She shifted in her seat, stretching her legs. At twenty, she still felt like her body was a work in progress—athletic from years of high-school volleyball and casual beach runs, but never quite confident enough to strut around in just a bikini without second-guessing. Her skin was already turning golden after a few days in the sun, freckles dusting her shoulders and the bridge of her nose. Dark brown hair pulled into a messy ponytail, strands escaping to curl against her neck from the humidity. Cute, people said. Approachable. Not the kind of girl who turned heads, but the kind who got told she had “great legs” and “a nice smile” in that polite, non-threatening way.

The van finally slowed, tires crunching over gravel as they turned off the highway onto a narrow drive lined with eucalyptus and wild mustard. The beach house appeared around the bend—a weathered gray two-story with wide decks facing the ocean, white trim peeling just enough to look charming instead of neglected. Below it, a crescent of private sand stretched toward the water, framed by jagged rocks on either side.

“Finally,” Mom sighed, unbuckling. “Everyone grab a bag. Mia, help your brothers with the cooler.”

The unloading chaos started immediately—doors slamming, Ethan and Noah racing each other to claim bedrooms, Dad yelling about not tracking sand inside. Mia hauled her duffel and a grocery bag up the wooden steps, the salt air thick in her lungs. From the deck she could see the full sweep: endless Pacific, gulls wheeling, the sun starting its slow slide toward the horizon. It was beautiful. Peaceful. Exactly what she’d pictured when she begged her parents to do this road trip instead of another Disney rerun.

Inside, though, it was the same old noise. Noah blasted music from the living-room speakers. Ethan cannonballed into the conversation about dinner plans. Mom called out grocery lists. Dad opened every cabinet like he was on a treasure hunt.

Mia slipped her phone into her pocket and stepped back out onto the deck. The breeze tugged at her tank top, cool against her sun-warmed skin. She leaned on the railing, breathing deep. Her family meant well—they always did—but right now she felt like she was drowning in their energy, every laugh and shout pressing against her ribs.

She needed quiet. Just for a little while.

Her eyes drifted left along the bluff. A faint path snaked down through scrub and wildflowers, barely visible unless you were looking for it. Locals probably used it to reach a hidden cove the guidebook mentioned—too small for crowds, too tucked away for most tourists. Perfect.

She glanced back through the open sliding door. Ethan was chasing Noah around the kitchen island with a water bottle. Mom was unpacking produce. No one was paying attention.

Mia grabbed her oversized beach and her tote bag, slipped on her sandals, and tucked her phone and a water bottle under her arm. “Going for a quick walk,” she called casually. “Be back before dinner.”

No one answered. Good enough.

She headed down the steps, across the sand, and found the path where it ducked between two wind-twisted cypress trees. The trail was steep but manageable—loose dirt and roots underfoot, the sound of waves growing louder with every step. Her heart picked up, not from the climb but from the sudden solitude. No siblings. No parents. No Tyler.

Just her, the ocean, and whatever waited at the bottom.

She rounded the last bend, and the cove opened up below her: a perfect half-moon of pale sand, turquoise water curling gently against the shore, rocky arms hugging it close. And out in the break, a single surfer carving clean lines across a wave, board slicing through the water with effortless grace.

Mia stopped breathing for a second.

Then she started down the final stretch of path, towel clutched tight, telling herself she was just here to sit. To read. To breathe.

Nothing more.

∞∞∞

Mia reached the bottom of the path and paused, taking off her sandals and letting her bare feet sink into the warm sand. The cove felt smaller up close, almost private, like the ocean had carved it just for whoever found it first. No footprints except her own. No voices. Just the steady crash and hush of waves, the cry of a distant gull, the faint salty tang that coated her tongue with every breath.

She spread her towel in the shade of a low rock overhang and sat cross-legged. For a minute she tried to focus on the book she’d brought—some light beach read about summer flings—but the words blurred. Her eyes kept drifting out to the water.

The surfer was still there, alone in the break. A woman, Mia could tell even from this distance. Long, sun-bleached hair tied back in a loose knot, dark wetsuit hugging every line of her body like it had been painted on. She paddled hard into a wave, popped up smooth and clean, carved a sharp turn that sent spray flying like glass shards in the sunlight. Mia’s stomach did a lazy flip. She told herself it was admiration—how could anyone move like that? —but her gaze lingered on the flex of shoulders, the dip of waist, the way the wetsuit clung wet and tight to thighs and ass as the woman rode the wave all the way in before kicking out.

Mia swallowed. She was being ridiculous. She had a boyfriend. She liked boys. This was just… appreciating athleticism. That was all. She could appreciate beauty in another woman.

The sun was still high enough to feel insistent. She peeled off her loose white tank top, tossing it beside her towel. Underneath she wore a simple navy bikini top—triangle style, tied at the neck and back, nothing flashy but snug enough that it lifted and shaped her breasts in a way that always made her feel a little exposed. Her nipples tightened instantly against it. She crossed her arms for a second, then forced herself to relax. No one was watching. Except maybe the surfer, but she was way out there.

Mia stood, brushing sand from her thighs. Her cutoff denim shorts sat low on her hips, frayed edges brushing the tops of her legs. She walked barefoot toward the waterline, the sand hot under her soles until the first cool lick of foam curled over her toes. She stepped in deeper, letting small waves rush around her ankles, then her calves. The water was colder than she expected—shock of it traveling straight up her spine, making her gasp softly. She hugged herself, laughing under her breath at how dramatic it felt.

Out in the lineup, the surfer caught another wave. This one looked bigger. She dropped in late, rode it high and fast, then tried to snap a big bottom turn. The board slipped out from under her mid-maneuver. She went flying, arms windmilling, and hit the water with a splash that carried all the way to shore. A second later her head popped up, and she was laughing—loud, unselfconscious, the sound cutting clear over the waves.

Mia froze, water swirling around her shins.

The surfer shook her head like a wet dog, sending droplets flying, then started paddling in. As she got closer, Mia could make out more: tanned skin, a few dark tattoos curling along one forearm and peeking above the wetsuit’s neckline, the easy roll of muscle in her shoulders with each stroke. She reached shallow water, stood, and tucked the board under one arm. Water streamed off her in rivulets, darkening the neoprene.

She glanced toward the beach—toward Mia—and lifted a hand in a casual wave.

Mia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She lifted her hand back, small and uncertain, then dropped it fast like she’d been caught doing something wrong.

The surfer kept coming, walking up the wet sand. Up close she was taller than Mia expected, maybe five-nine or ten, all lean power and sun-roughened confidence. Greenish-hazel eyes, laugh lines already forming at the corners even though she couldn’t be more than mid-thirties. A crooked, easy smile that felt like it was just for Mia.

“Didn’t mean to put on a show,” she called, voice low and warm, carrying a hint of amusement. “That last one was ugly.”

Mia laughed despite herself, nerves bubbling up. “It looked pretty cool until the end.”

“Yeah, well… sometimes the ocean wins.” The woman planted her board tip-down in the sand, leaned on it casually. Water still dripped from her hair, tracing slow paths down her neck and disappearing into the zipper of her wetsuit. “You local?”

“Just here for the week. Family beach house up the bluff.” Mia gestured vaguely behind her, suddenly hyper-aware of her bare midriff, the way her bikini top felt too small now that someone was looking. “I… found the path by accident.”

“Lucky accident. Most people don’t bother.” The surfer tilted her head, studying Mia with open curiosity—not predatory, just interested. “I’m Riley, by the way.”

“Mia.”

Riley’s smile widened a fraction. “Nice to meet you, Mia.” She glanced at the towel and discarded tank top up the beach. “You hiding out down here? On the run?”

“Kind of. My brothers are… a lot.”

Riley laughed again—that same bright, unguarded sound. “I get it. Need a break from the noise?”

“Yeah. Exactly.”

A comfortable beat of silence stretched between them. Waves hissed and retreated. Mia shifted her weight, toes curling into wet sand. She wanted to say something clever, but all she could think was how close Riley was standing, how the salt and neoprene and something warmer—skin, maybe—mixed in the air between them.

Riley finally straightened, hefting her board again. “Well, if you ever get bored of hiding, I’m usually out here most afternoons. It’s a good place to chill, never any people. Could show you a thing or two if you want.”

Mia’s pulse kicked. “Like… surfing?”

“Like surfing.” Riley’s eyes crinkled. “No pressure. Just saying the offer’s open.”

Before Mia could answer, Riley gave her another small wave, turned, and started up the beach toward a narrow wooden staircase carved into the cliff—Mia hadn’t even noticed it before. The wetsuit clung to her with every step, outlining every shift of muscle, every curve.

Mia watched until Riley disappeared up the stairs.

Then she stood there a long minute, waves still kissing her ankles, skin prickling with goosebumps that had nothing to do with the water.

She finally turned back to her towel, gathered her things, and started the climb up the path. The sun was lower now, painting everything gold. Her phone buzzed once in her pocket—probably Tyler, or her mom wondering where she was.

She didn’t check it yet.

She just kept replaying that laugh, that smile, the way Riley had looked at her like she was the only thing worth seeing in the whole damn cove.


Chapter Two

Mia climbed the last stretch of the path slower than she’d gone down. The golden light had thickened into honey; every leaf and rock glowed like it was lit from inside. Her sandals slapped softly against the dirt, but her thoughts were louder—Riley’s laugh echoing, the way water had traced slow lines down her neck, the casual way she’d said Could show you a thing or two like it was nothing and everything at once.

By the time Mia reached the top of the bluff, the beach house was alive with the clatter of dinner prep. Smoke drifted from the grill on the deck; Dad was flipping burgers in an apron that said Kiss the Cook while Mom chopped tomatoes inside. The twins were arguing over who got to light the citronella candles. Normal chaos. Safe chaos.

She slipped through the sliding door, hoping to disappear upstairs and change before anyone noticed how flushed her cheeks were.

No such luck.

“Mia! There you are,” Mom called from the kitchen. “We were about to send out a search party. Where’d you wander off to?”

“Just… down the beach a bit. Found a little cove.” Mia kept her voice light, busied herself filling a glass with water so she wouldn’t have to meet anyone’s eyes.

Ethan looked up from setting the table. “Did you see any sharks?”

“No sharks. Just waves. And one surfer.”

Noah snorted. “A hot surfer?”

Mia’s hand jerked; water sloshed over the rim. “What? No. Just… a girl surfing. It was cool to watch.”

“Sure,” Noah said, grinning like he’d won something. “Bet she was hot.”

“Shut up,” Mia muttered, but her face was burning again. She escaped to the guest room she was sharing with the twins’ overflow stuff, closed the door, and leaned against it for a second.

She peeled off the cutoff shorts and bikini top, swapped them for soft cotton shorts and an oversized hoodie. The fabric felt too warm against skin that still remembered the cold Pacific and the way her nipples had peaked when she first stepped into the water. Or maybe when Riley had looked at her. She couldn’t tell anymore.

In the mirror she caught her reflection: cheeks pink, eyes too bright, lips parted like she’d been running. She looked… different. Not bad. Just awake in a way she hadn’t felt before.

Her phone buzzed on the dresser. Tyler.

Glad it’s insane!! Send more pics? Miss your face.

She stared at the message for a long beat, thumb hovering. Then she typed back: Soon. Busy with family stuff. Miss you too. Sent. It wasn’t a lie. It just wasn’t the whole truth.

Dinner was burgers, corn on the cob, and a big green salad nobody really ate. The deck table was lit by string lights and citronella flames; the ocean murmured below like white noise. Dad told the same road-trip stories he told every year. Mom asked everyone what their favorite part of the day had been.

Ethan: “The arcade in town.”

Noah: “When I beat Ethan at air hockey.”

Dad: “Grilling with an ocean view.”

Mom: “Finally being all together.”

They looked at Mia.

She poked at her corn. “The cove was nice. Quiet.”

Nobody pressed. They moved on to dessert—Smores over the fire pit. Mia smiled and laughed in the right places, but her mind kept slipping back down the path. To the way Riley had leaned on her board, water dripping, eyes crinkling when she smiled. To the offer hanging in the air like salt spray.

She told herself it was just surfing. She’d always wanted to try. Everyone said that. It didn’t mean anything. It was true, anyway. She had.

But her body didn’t believe the lie. Every time she shifted in her chair, the soft cotton of her shorts brushed the inside of her thighs and she felt a faint, embarrassing pulse low in her belly. She crossed her legs. Uncrossed them. Drank more water. Tried not to think about how Riley’s wetsuit had clung to her perfect ass like a second skin.

After smores the twins begged for one more round of cards. Mia begged off, claiming she was tired from the drive. She kissed her parents’ goodnight, ignored Ethan’s fake gagging noises, and slipped inside.

Upstairs she brushed her teeth, changed into sleep shorts and a tank, climbed under the thin quilt. The window was open; she could hear the waves, steady and endless. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazy circles.

She replayed the afternoon again. The wipeout. The laugh. The wave hello. The way Riley had said her name—Mia—like she was tasting it.

Her hand drifted down her stomach, rested just above the waistband of her shorts. She stopped.

For a long second she lay perfectly still, heart hammering so loud she was sure the waves outside couldn’t drown it out. This was stupid. She had a boyfriend. She liked boys. She’d kissed Tyler a hundred times, let his hands roam under her shirt, felt that same low ache—but never this sharp, this insistent.

She exhaled shakily. Just once. Just to see.

Her fingers slipped beneath the elastic of her sleep shorts, past the soft cotton of her panties. The first brush against her folds made her gasp—quiet, startled. She was wet. Soaked. Slick heat coated her fingertips instantly, and the realization sent a fresh wave of shame and thrill twisting through her.

She pressed one finger along her slit, slow, exploratory. Her clit was swollen, throbbing under the lightest touch. She circled it once—tentative—and her hips jerked off the mattress before she could stop them. A soft whimper escaped her throat; she bit her lip hard to keep it inside.

In her mind, it wasn’t her own hand.

It was Riley’s laugh, low and warm. Riley’s green-hazel eyes crinkling at the corners. Riley leaning on her board, water streaming down that long, tanned neck, disappearing into the unzipped wetsuit. Riley saying her name—Mia—like it was something delicious.

Mia slid two fingers inside herself, easy because she was so ready, so embarrassingly drenched. She curled them the way she’d seen in those late-night videos she’d never admit to watching, the ones she always closed in a panic. The stretch felt good—better than good. She rocked against her palm, clit grinding against the heel of her hand, breath coming in short, ragged pants.

She pictured Riley closer. Kneeling between her thighs on the warm sand. Peeling the sleep shorts down slow, like unwrapping something fragile. Spreading her wide with strong, calloused hands. That crooked smile. That voice whispering, Good girl… just like that.

The fantasy tipped her over.

Her orgasm hit fast and quiet—back arching, thighs clamping around her own hand, a choked little cry muffled into the pillow. Waves of pleasure rolled through her, leaving her trembling, slick fingers still buried deep as aftershocks fluttered around them.

She lay there panting, heart racing, skin damp with sweat under the thin tank. Guilt crashed in almost immediately, hot and heavy. Mia pulled her hand free and wiped her fingers on the inside of her shorts. The ceiling fan kept spinning, indifferent.

She tossed most of the night, sheets twisting around her legs, dreams fragmented with salt spray and green eyes and the sound of waves breaking. Every time she drifted close to real rest, she felt that pulse again—low, insistent, unsatisfied.

She rolled onto her side, pulled the pillow over her head, and tried to sleep.


Chapter Three

The next morning was bright and ordinary: pancakes, coffee, Dad planning a tide-pool hike, Mom suggesting a group photo on the deck. Mia smiled through it all, helped with dishes, packed a small backpack with sunscreen, water, her book.

Around two o’clock, when the sun was high and the house had settled into lazy afternoon mode—the twins napping in front of the TV, parents reading on the deck—Mia slipped out again.

She told herself she was just going for another walk.

She told herself she might not even see Riley.

She told herself the flutter in her chest was just excitement about maybe learning to surf.

She took the same path down between the cypress trees, heart thudding louder with every step.

When she rounded the final bend, the cove was empty except for the waves.

And then she saw her.

Riley was already in the water, straddling her board beyond the break, scanning the horizon for the next set. Black wetsuit unzipped to her waist this time, arms and shoulders bare and gleaming in the sun. She looked up, spotted Mia on the sand, and raised a hand in that same easy wave.

Mia waved back—bolder this time.

Riley reached shallow water, stood, and tucked the board under one arm. She was close now—close enough that Mia could see the droplets still clinging to her bare shoulders, the way the unzipped wetsuit framed the swell of her breasts. Riley shook her head once, flinging water from her hair, then grinned that crooked grin as she walked the last few steps up the wet sand.

“Wasn’t sure you’d actually come back,” she said, voice low and amused.

Mia shifted her weight, suddenly very aware of every inch of exposed skin. She’d spent way too long in front of the beach-house mirror this afternoon, telling herself it was just a casual dip, just another walk. But she’d chosen the red bikini anyway—the one she’d bought on impulse last spring and never had the nerve to wear in front of Tyler or anyone else. High-cut bottoms that made her legs look longer, the triangle top barely containing her, thin strings tied in neat bows at her neck and back. The fabric was soft, stretchy, a deep crimson that popped against her golden skin and the freckles scattered across her chest. She felt ridiculous putting it on. She felt electric.

“I… yeah,” Mia said, laughing a little too brightly. “I mean, I’ve always wanted to try surfing. Figured why not?”

Riley’s eyes flicked down—slow, appreciative, not hiding it—then back up to Mia’s face. The look lasted maybe two seconds, but it felt like forever. Mia’s nipples tightened under the thin fabric; she prayed the suit was dark enough to hide it.

“Smart choice,” Riley said, planting her board tip-down in the sand and leaning on it casually. “You look cute! Nice bikini. Very sexy.”

Mia’s cheeks flamed. She crossed her arms instinctively, then dropped them, not wanting to seem self-conscious. “I was thinking maybe a quick dip first? Cool off a little before… you know, attempting anything.”

Riley nodded, easy. “Good call. Water’s perfect right now, not too cold.” She glanced at the empty cove, then back at Mia with that same knowing crinkle at the corners of her eyes. “I’ll join you.”

Mia walked toward the waterline, hyper-aware of Riley falling into step beside her. Their arms brushed once—accidental, maybe—and Mia’s skin tingled like she’d been shocked. She waded in up to her thighs, gasping softly at the first real chill. The red bikini bottoms rode up a fraction as she moved; she tugged them down self-consciously.

Riley followed, deeper, until the water lapped at her hips. She didn’t bother zipping her wetsuit back up—just let it hang open, arms and torso bare, the neoprene framing her like dark wings. She ducked under a small wave, came up laughing, water streaming off her in rivulets.

Mia tried to focus on the ocean, on the way the sun glittered on the surface, on anything except how Riley looked rising out of the water like some sea goddess who’d wandered onto the wrong beach.

After a few minutes of floating and splashing—mostly quiet, comfortable silence—Mia felt the tension ease a little. She turned back toward shore. “Okay. I think I’m ready to embarrass myself on land first.”

Riley grinned, wide and genuine. “Smart. Let’s start easy. Pop-ups on the sand—no waves, no wipeouts, just working the muscle memory.”

They walked back to the towel area. Riley dropped her board flat on the sand, fin-side down. “Lie down on it like you’re paddling out. Arms extended, chin up, look forward.”

Mia knelt, then stretched out prone on the board. The deck was warm from the sun, smooth under her stomach and thighs. She felt ridiculous—ass up, legs dangling off the end—but Riley’s voice was calm, patient.

“Hands flat by your ribs. When I say ‘pop,’ push up fast, bring your feet under you into a squat, then stand. Core tight, eyes forward. Ready?”

Mia nodded, pulse racing.

Riley crouched beside her—close enough that Mia could smell salt and sunscreen and something faintly coconutty. “One… two… pop!”

Mia pushed. Her body moved awkwardly at first—too slow, too hesitant—but Riley’s hands were there instantly: one firm on her lower back, the other on her hip, guiding the motion.

“Faster on the pop,” Riley murmured, voice low near Mia’s ear. “Use your legs, not just your arms. Like this.”

Her fingers pressed gently into the dip of Mia’s waist, adjusting her alignment. The touch was professional, sort of, but it sent heat straight between Mia’s legs. She popped again, this time smoother, ending in a wobbly crouch on the board.

“Better,” Riley said, not moving her hand right away. Her thumb brushed the string of the bikini bottom at Mia’s hip—accidental? Intentional? Mia couldn’t tell. “Again. You’ve got this.”

They did it five more times. Each pop got cleaner. Each time Riley’s hands guided—lower back, hips, once even the outside of her thigh to steady her balance. Every contact lingered a heartbeat longer than necessary. Mia’s skin felt electric, her breath short, her mind screaming this is just a lesson, this is just surfing. Of course she has to touch me.

On the sixth try, Mia stood fully, shaky but upright. Riley stepped back, clapping once, slow and deliberate.

“Look at you,” she said, eyes roaming again, slower this time. “Natural.”

Mia laughed, breathless, cheeks burning. “I feel like an idiot.”

“You look great,” Riley replied, voice dropping just enough to make it mean something else.

Mia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She didn’t know what to say. Didn’t trust herself to speak.

Riley tilted her head toward the board. “Wanna keep going?”

“Please.”

Mia wobbled for a second on the board, legs trembling from the effort and something else entirely. She hopped down lightly, sand soft under her bare feet, and brushed her hands on her thighs like that would wipe away the flush creeping up her neck.

Riley didn’t step back right away. She stayed close, arms crossed loosely, eyes tracing the length of Mia’s body one more time—open, unhurried. “You’re stronger than you look,” she said, voice low. “Core’s solid. Legs too.”

Mia laughed, breathless. “Volleyball. High school. Haven’t played in a while.”

“Shows.” Riley’s gaze dropped again, slower this time, settling on the high-cut red bikini bottoms hugging Mia’s hips and ass. “Everything shows.”

The words hung there, casual enough to pretend they were just about technique, filthy enough to make Mia’s pulse stutter. She felt the heat bloom between her legs again, the same insistent throb from last night. She shifted her weight, thighs pressing together for a second of relief that only made it worse.

Riley finally broke the stare, nodding toward the board. “Let’s do one more prone set on the sand—get the motion locked in—then we’ll take it to the water. Paddle practice. You ready to get wet?”

Mia swallowed. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”

She dropped back down onto the board, stretching out prone, chin up, arms extended like Riley had shown her. The deck was sun-hot against her stomach, the bikini top shifting slightly as she settled. She knew the position pushed her ass up a little—knew it without looking—and the knowledge made her skin prickle.

“Chin up higher,” Riley murmured. “Look where you want to go, not at the sand. And when you pop… push through your hips.”

Her palm slid lower, just an inch, resting at the curve above Mia’s ass. Not groping. Not quite. Just… guiding. Mia’s breath hitched. She felt Riley’s eyes on her—could practically feel the weight of that gaze tracing the line of her spine, the flare of her hips, the way the red fabric stretched taut over rounded cheeks.

“Perfect,” Riley said softly, almost to herself. “You’ve got the prettiest form I’ve seen in a long time.”

Mia’s face burned against the board. She didn’t know if it was praise for her pop-up or something else. Didn’t want to know. Didn’t want to stop.

They ran the drill twice more. Each time Riley’s hand lingered longer on that lower-back spot, thumb brushing the edge of the bikini string once—barely a graze, but enough to send a jolt straight to Mia’s clit. By the end Mia was breathing hard, not from exertion.

Riley stood, offering a hand. Mia took it; Riley’s grip was warm, calloused, strong. She pulled Mia up easily, their bodies close for a heartbeat before Riley let go.

“Water time,” Riley said. “Let’s get you paddling.”

They carried the board down to the shallows together. The tide was coming in gentle; small waves lapped at their ankles, then knees. Riley set the board floating in waist-deep water, fin down, and held it steady.

“Lie down like before. I’ll push you into the small stuff so you can feel the glide. Just paddle—arms strong, steady rhythm. I’ve got the tail.”

Mia nodded, heart in her throat. She climbed on, belly to deck, legs dangling off the back. The board rocked gently under her; cold water kissed her thighs, her breasts, making her nipples peak hard against the red triangles. She started paddling—awkward at first, arms splashing more than stroking.

Riley moved behind her, hands on the tail of the board, steadying it. “Slower strokes. Longer. Like you’re reaching for something just out of grasp.”

Mia tried again. Better. The board slid forward smoothly. Riley walked alongside in the water, one hand still on the tail, the other occasionally brushing Mia’s calf to correct her kick.

“You’re doing great,” Riley said. “Relax your shoulders. Let the board do the work.”

A small wave rolled in—nothing big, just enough to lift the nose. Mia overcorrected, arms flailing, and the board tipped sideways. She yelped, sliding off—straight into Riley.

Their bodies collided in the chest-deep water. Mia’s back hit Riley’s front; Riley’s arms came around her instinctively to catch her, one hand splaying across Mia’s bare stomach, the other gripping her hip. For a frozen second they were pressed together: Mia’s ass snug against Riley’s pelvis, Riley’s breasts soft against Mia’s shoulder blades. Wet skin on wet skin. Heat despite the cool water.

Mia froze. Couldn’t breathe. Felt every point of contact like a live wire—the hard plane of Riley’s stomach, the faint scratch of neoprene against her lower back, the way Riley’s fingers flexed once against her skin before loosening.

“You okay?” Riley’s voice was right in her ear, low, rougher than before.

Mia nodded, too fast. “Yeah. Just… slipped.”

Riley didn’t let go immediately. Her hand stayed on Mia’s stomach, thumb brushing once—slow, deliberate—along the underside of her ribcage. Then she eased back, helping Mia find her footing.

“Board’s slippery when it’s wet,” Riley said, a smile in her voice that said she knew exactly what she was doing. “Happens to everyone the first time.”

Mia turned, cheeks flaming, water dripping from her lashes. She met Riley’s eyes—dark now, pupils blown—and saw the same hunger she felt twisting low in her own belly.

Riley tilted her head. “Want to try again? Or…?”

Mia’s mouth was dry. She licked her lips. “One more.”

Riley’s smile turned slow, predatory in the gentlest way. “Good choice.”

She steadied the board again. This time, when Mia climbed back on, Riley’s hands guided her hips into position—lingering, adjusting, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above the bikini line. Again. And Mia didn’t pull away.

Riley's thumbs stayed pressed into the dip just above Mia's bikini line for a beat longer than necessary—firm enough to feel intentional, soft enough to still pretend it was all about balance. Then she released, stepping back half a pace, but not far. The water lapped around their waists, cool against heated skin.

"Alright," Riley said, voice a little huskier now. "Same drill. Paddle steady. I'll give you a gentle push into the next small one. Focus on the rhythm—don't fight the board."

Mia nodded, not trusting her voice. She stretched out again, belly flat to the warm deck, arms extended, chin up. The position felt more vulnerable this time—ass slightly raised, legs parted just enough for stability, the red fabric of her bottoms stretched tight and riding up between her cheeks from the earlier fall. She knew Riley could see it all from behind.

Riley's hands returned to the tail of the board. One palm flat against the fiberglass, steadying. The other… drifted up. Fingers brushed the back of Mia's right thigh—light, corrective. "Legs a little wider for balance. Like this."

She nudged Mia's inner thigh gently outward with her knuckles. The touch was brief, but it grazed so close to the crease where leg met ass that Mia's breath caught audibly. Riley didn't comment. Just hummed low in approval.

"Good. Paddle."

Mia stroked—stronger now, more confident. The board glided forward smoothly. Riley walked beside her, one hand still on the tail, guiding the direction with tiny adjustments. Every few strokes her fingers would "accidentally" brush Mia's calf again, or the sensitive skin behind her knee, sending tiny shocks up Mia's spine.

Another small wave approached. This one a touch bigger.

"Here it comes," Riley warned. "Keep paddling—don't stop.

This time the practice felt cleaner. She paddled with longer, stronger strokes; the board glided forward without tipping. Riley kept alongside in the shallows, one hand lightly on the tail for guidance, the other occasionally brushing Mia’s calf or the back of her knee to correct form. The touches were quick, but every graze still sent a spark racing up Mia’s spine. She told herself it was just the cold water. She almost believed it.

They did five more runs. Each one smoother. Mia even caught a tiny unbroken roller—nothing dramatic, just enough to feel the board plane beneath her, the rush of it lifting her stomach like a drop on a rollercoaster. When she kicked out at the end and stood in the shallows, grinning despite herself, Riley clapped once, slow and genuine.

“See? Told you you’re a natural.” Riley’s eyes crinkled at the corners. “Most first-timers don’t get that glide on day one.”

Mia laughed, breathless, water streaming down her legs. “I feel like I cheated. You did all the work.”

“Nah. That was you.” Riley tilted her head, studying her. “You’re quick to learn. And easy on the eyes when you’re focused.”

Mia’s cheeks heated again. She looked down at the water, toes curling into the sand. “Thanks… I think.”

Riley chuckled low. “It’s a compliment. Take it.”

The sun had dipped lower now, turning the sky a soft peach and gilding the waves in liquid gold. The cove felt even quieter, like the whole world had shrunk to just the two of them and the gentle hiss of the tide.

Riley glanced at the horizon, then back at Mia. “We’ve been at it a while. How about we call it for today? Take a break. I’ve got cold coconut water up by my stuff if you’re thirsty.”

Mia hesitated—part of her wanted to keep going forever, keep feeling Riley’s hands on her, keep chasing that electric hum—but her arms were starting to ache, and the idea of sitting still sounded dangerously good.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “That sounds nice.”

They carried the board up the sand together. Riley propped it against a low rock near the towel area, then walked over to a small weathered cooler half-buried in the shade of an overhang. She popped the lid, pulled out two chilled bottles and tossed one lightly to Mia.

“Catch.”

Mia caught it one-handed, the cold feeling nice on her palm.

“Perks of living beachside.” Riley said, then dropped onto the sand beside Mia’s towel, stretching her long legs out. The unzipped wetsuit hung open, framing her toned torso and the faint line of abs that flexed when she leaned back on her elbows. “Sit. Relax. You earned it.”

Mia lowered herself onto the towel cross-legged, suddenly hyper-aware of how close they were sitting—knees almost brushing. She took a long sip of the coconut water; it was sweet, cold, refreshing in a way that made her sigh.

They sat in easy silence for a minute, watching the sun sink lower, painting the water in streaks of orange and pink. Gulls wheeled overhead. Waves rolled in slow and steady.

Riley broke the quiet first. “So… family road trip, huh? How long you all staying again?”

“Till the end of the week.” Mia tucked a wet strand of hair behind her ear. “Then back to real life. College starts soon.”

Riley nodded. “What are you studying?”

“Communications. Nothing exciting. I just… like telling stories, I guess.”

“That’s not nothing exciting.” Riley turned her head, eyes catching the sunset light and turning almost golden. “You’ve got a storyteller’s face. Big eyes, expressive mouth. People probably listen when you talk.”

Mia felt the compliment land low in her belly. She laughed nervously. “You’re just saying that.”

“I don’t say things I don’t mean.” Riley’s gaze dropped to Mia’s lips for a half-second, then flicked back up. “You bite your lip when you’re thinking. It’s cute.”

Mia’s teeth released her bottom lip instantly. “I do not.”

“You do.” Riley’s smile was slow, teasing. “Did it three times during the lesson. Once when I had my hand on your hip. Once when you caught that little wave. Once just now.”

Mia’s heart tripped. She looked away, out at the ocean, cheeks burning. “You’re paying way too much attention.”

“Maybe.” Riley shrugged one shoulder, casual, but her voice dropped softer. “Hard not to. You’re… distracting. In the best way. Makes it hard to focus on technique.”

The words hung between them like salt spray. Mia’s pulse thrummed in her ears. She took another sip of coconut water to buy time, the straw suddenly fascinating. She’s flirting with me. Oh my gosh. She is.

Riley didn’t push. Just leaned back farther, arms behind her head, staring up at the sky. The move stretched her body out—long limbs, open posture, wetsuit gaping wider to show more tanned skin and the edge of a tattoo curling under her collarbone.

After a beat she spoke again, quieter. “You know, most people who say they ‘always wanted to try surfing’ never actually show up the next day. You did. That says something.”

Mia glanced at her. “Like what?”

“Like you’re braver than you think.” Riley met her eyes, steady. “Or maybe you just really wanted to see me again.”

Mia’s breath caught. She opened her mouth to deny it—I have a boyfriend, this is just surfing, I’m straight—but the words wouldn’t come.

Instead she whispered, “Maybe a little of both.” I’m flirting back.

Riley’s smile softened, less teasing now, more real. She didn’t move closer. Didn’t touch her. Just held Mia’s gaze as the last sliver of sun slipped below the horizon, leaving the sky bruised purple and the cove glowing in twilight.

“Plenty of afternoons left this week,” Riley said gently. “If you want more lessons… I’m here.”

Mia nodded slowly, heart racing. “I think I do.”

Riley reached over—slow enough to give her time to pull away—and brushed a stray droplet of water from Mia’s cheek with her thumb. The touch was light, almost tender.

“Good,” she murmured. “Because I’d like that.”


Chapter Four

Riley’s thumb lingered on Mia’s cheek a heartbeat longer than necessary, then fell away. The sky was indigo now—deep bruised purple fading at the edges, the first real stars sharp overhead. The air had cooled fast; goosebumps rose on Mia’s arms and thighs.

Riley noticed. “Getting chilly,” she said quietly, almost to herself. She reached down and tugged the wetsuit the rest of the way off her hips, peeling the damp neoprene down her long legs in one smooth motion. Underneath she wore a simple black bikini—high-cut like Mia’s, but the fabric was matte and minimal, clinging to every curve of her toned hips and ass. She kicked the suit aside, folded it loosely, and sat back down closer this time—thighs brushing Mia’s now, skin warm against skin.

Mia’s breath hitched. She tried not to stare, but it was impossible: Riley’s body in the starlight looked carved from sun and salt—lean muscle, soft curves, those tattoos curling like dark ribbons across her ribs and down one hip. The black bikini left very little to the imagination.

Riley caught the look and smiled—slow, unembarrassed. “What? It’s more comfortable without the rubber suit sticking to me. Plus, I figured we’re past the ‘lesson’ part of the evening.”

Mia swallowed. “Yeah. I guess we are.”

A small silence settled, comfortable but charged. Riley leaned back on her elbows, stretching her legs out toward the waterline. The move arched her back just enough to make the bikini top strain.

After a moment she spoke again, voice softer. “You know, I’ve got some driftwood stashed up by the rocks. I could make a little fire if you want. Nothing big—just enough to keep the chill off. If your family’s cool with you staying out a bit later?”

Mia’s stomach flipped. The idea of staying—of not climbing that path yet—felt dangerous and perfect at once. “They… they will be fine with it. I’ll text them... As long as I’m back before it’s too late.”

Riley’s eyes lit. “Then let me make us a fire. Warm us up. You want a blanket?”

“Please.”

She stood smoothly, offered Mia a hand. Mia took it—Riley’s palm warm, calloused, steady. Riley pulled her up, their bodies close for a second before she let go and walked to the rocky overhang. She gathered a small pile of dry driftwood and kindling she’d clearly stashed before, arranged it in a shallow pit, and lit it with some paper and a lighter from her cooler. Flames caught quickly, small but steady, throwing warm orange light across the sand and their skin. Then, she fetched a small beach blanket from her bag.

Riley sat back down, this time right beside Mia—shoulder to shoulder, thigh to thigh. The fire popped softly. Waves hissed in rhythm. She spread the blanket out so it covered both of their legs.

Riley turned her head. “Better?”

Mia nodded, hugging her knees to her chest. “Much. This is beautiful.”

Riley studied her profile for a long moment. Then, casual as anything: “So… do you have a boyfriend back home?”

Mia froze. The question landed like a pebble in still water—ripples spreading fast. She thought of Tyler’s texts, his goofy selfie, the way she’d replied Miss you too without meaning it the way she used to.

She opened her mouth to say yes—habit, safety—but the word stuck. Instead, she heard herself whisper, “No.”

Riley’s brows lifted slightly, surprised but pleased. “No?”

Mia shook her head, cheeks burning. “Not… not really. I mean, there was someone, but it’s… complicated.”

Riley nodded slowly, like she understood more than Mia had said. “Complicated can mean a lot of things.”

“Yeah.”

A beat.

Riley’s voice dropped lower, teasing but gentle. “Or… girlfriend?”

Mia’s heart slammed so hard she was sure Riley could hear it. She met Riley’s eyes—those greenish-hazel depths reflecting firelight—and felt the last thin thread of denial snap.

“No,” she said, quieter than a breath. “No girlfriend either.”

Riley smiled—slow, real, victorious in the softest way. She didn’t move fast. Didn’t pounce. Just leaned in a fraction, close enough that Mia could smell coconut and salt and warm skin.

“Good to know,” Riley murmured.

Mia’s lips parted. She didn’t pull away.

“Can I make a confession?” Riley said softly.

Mia nodded—small, barely there, like if she moved too much the moment might shatter.

Riley’s gaze traced Mia’s face, lingering on her mouth. “I’ve been thinking about kissing you since you walked down that path yesterday. The way you looked at me when I came out of the water… like you were seeing something for the first time and didn’t know what to do with it.”

Mia’s throat tightened. Heat flooded her chest, her neck, her cheeks. “I… I didn’t know what to do with it.”

Riley’s smile curved higher. “And now?”

“Now I’m still not sure,” Mia admitted, voice trembling with honesty. “But I don’t want to leave yet.”

Riley exhaled a soft laugh—warm, relieved. She lifted her hand again, slower this time, and tucked a damp strand of hair behind Mia’s ear. Her fingers lingered at the shell of Mia’s ear, then traced the line of her jaw, feather-light.

“Then stay,” Riley whispered.

Mia’s pulse roared in her ears. Every nerve felt exposed, electric. She could feel the fire’s heat on one side, Riley’s body heat on the other, the blanket soft against her bare thighs. Her skin prickled with goosebumps that had nothing to do with the night air.

Riley leaned in—agonizingly slow—until their foreheads touched. Breath mingled. Mia could feel the faint tremor in Riley’s exhale, like she was holding herself back too.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” Riley said, voice rougher now.

Mia shook her head, just a tiny movement. “Don’t stop.”

Riley closed the last inch.

Their lips met softly—barely a press at first, testing, tasting. Mia’s eyes fluttered shut. The world narrowed to the warmth of Riley’s mouth, the faint salt on her lips, the coconut sweetness lingering from the drink. It was nothing like kissing Tyler—nothing frantic or fumbling. This was deliberate, patient, like Riley was savoring every second.

Mia made a small, involuntary sound—half sigh, half whimper—and Riley took it as permission. The kiss deepened gradually: lips parting, tongues brushing in slow, exploratory strokes. Riley’s hand slid to the back of Mia’s neck, fingers threading into damp hair, tilting her head just enough to fit them together perfectly.

Electricity surged through Mia’s veins—sharp, bright, almost painful in its intensity. Her hands hovered uncertainly, then settled on Riley’s bare shoulders—skin smooth and warm under her palms. She could feel the faint flex of muscle there, the steady thrum of Riley’s pulse. This is happening. This is really happening. I’m kissing a woman I met yesterday. The thought looped in her head, disbelief crashing against want.

Riley kissed like she surfed—confident, unhurried, reading every shift in Mia’s body. When Mia’s lips parted wider, Riley followed; when Mia’s breath hitched, Riley eased back just enough to let her catch it, then returned softer, coaxing.

Mia’s mind spun. I’m kissing a woman. I’m kissing Riley. Guilt flickered—Tyler’s face, the texts, the life she’d left at home—but it was distant, muffled under the roar of sensation. Her nipples tightened painfully against the red bikini top; heat pooled low in her pussy, insistent and unfamiliar. She pressed closer without thinking, one hand sliding down Riley’s arm, feeling the goosebumps rise under her fingertips.

Riley broke the kiss first—just enough to speak against Mia’s mouth. “You’re shaking.”

Mia laughed—a shaky, breathless sound. “I know. I can’t… I don’t know what I’m doing.”

Riley’s thumb stroked the corner of Mia’s mouth. “You’re doing perfect. Just feel it.”

She kissed her again, deeper this time, tongue sliding slow and thorough. Mia moaned softly into it, the sound surprising her. Riley’s free hand settled on Mia’s bare waist—fingers splaying wide, thumb brushing the underside of her ribcage. Not pushing lower. Just holding. Warm. Steady.

Mia’s hands grew bolder. She traced the line of Riley’s collarbone, down to the swell of her breast—hesitant, reverent. The bikini fabric was thin; she could feel the hard peak of Riley’s nipple beneath it. Riley groaned low against her lips, the sound vibrating through Mia’s chest.

“Touch me,” Riley whispered. “Wherever you want.”

Mia’s fingers trembled as she cupped Riley’s breast fully—soft weight, warm skin, the nipple pressing insistently into her palm. She squeezed gently, experimentally, and Riley arched into the touch with a quiet curse.

“Fuck… yes, like that.”

The praise lit Mia up inside. She kissed Riley harder—clumsy with need, but hungry. Riley met her stroke for stroke, hand sliding up Mia’s side, thumb grazing the side of her breast through the bikini top. Mia gasped into the kiss; her hips shifted restlessly under the blanket.

Riley pulled back again, breathing hard. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide in the firelight. “You feel that?” she asked, voice wrecked. “That electricity?”

Mia nodded frantically. “Everywhere.”

Riley’s hand moved to Mia’s thigh—high, inner, but still over the blanket. She squeezed once, gentle but possessive. “I could touch you all night and never get enough.”

Mia’s head fell forward against Riley’s shoulder. “I’ve never…”

“I know,” Riley said softly, kissing her temple. “It’s okay. Don’t worry.”

She kissed Mia again—slower, sweeter, like a promise. Hands roamed carefully: Riley’s fingers tracing Mia’s spine under the bikini strings, Mia’s palms sliding over Riley’s abs, feeling them contract under her touch. They kissed until their lips were swollen, breaths ragged, bodies pressed close under the blanket.

Mia’s mind was a storm of disbelief and wonder. This is me. This is what I want. The electricity never faded—it built, coiled tighter, humming under her skin like a live wire.

When they finally broke apart to breathe, Riley rested her forehead against Mia’s, smiling through swollen lips.

“Still with me?”

Mia nodded, dazed, euphoric. “Yeah. I’m… I’m with you.”

Riley pulled her down to lie back on the blanket together, side by side, staring up at the stars. Hands still linked. Thighs still touching. Fire crackling low.

For a long minute they just breathed—chest rising and falling in uneven rhythm, the night air cool against flushed skin. Mia could feel every point of contact: the press of Riley’s thigh against hers, the slow circle of Riley’s thumb over the back of her hand, the faint heat radiating from Riley’s bare torso inches away. Her own body felt foreign and alive—nipples aching against the damp red bikini top, a deep, insistent throb between her legs that hadn’t eased since the first kiss.

Riley turned her head, lips brushing Mia’s temple. “You’re quiet,” she murmured. “Still okay?”

Mia swallowed. Her voice came out small, raw. “More than okay. I just… I can’t believe this is happening.”

Riley’s laugh was low, warm, vibrating against Mia’s skin. “Believe it.” She rolled onto her side, propping herself on one elbow so she could look down at Mia. Firelight danced across her face, turning her eyes molten. “You’re so fucking beautiful right now. All flushed and trembling and looking at me like I’m the only thing that exists.”

Mia’s breath caught. The praise landed like a spark on dry tinder—heat flaring through her chest, down her spine, pooling low. She was soaked. She bit her lip, hard.

Riley noticed. Her smile turned darker, softer. “You do that when you’re nervous. Or turned on. Or both.” She reached out, thumb gently pulling Mia’s lip free. “Don’t hide it from me.”

“I’m not hiding,” Mia whispered. “I just… I want more. I don’t know how to ask.”

Riley’s eyes darkened further. “You don’t have to ask. Just tell me what you want to feel.”

Mia’s heart hammered. She lifted a trembling hand, traced the edge of Riley’s black bikini top—fingertips brushing the swell of her breast. “I want… to see you. All of you.”

Riley exhaled sharply, like the words had punched the air out of her. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

Riley sat up slowly. She reached behind her back, fingers working the tie. The black top loosened; she pulled it off in one smooth motion and let it fall to the sand beside them. Her breasts were full, nipples dark and already hard in the cool air. Tattoos framed them—delicate lines curling under the curves like waves embracing shore.

Mia stared, mouth dry, disbelief crashing through her again. This is real. She’s letting me see her. She wants me to see her.

Riley lay back down beside her, closer now—skin to skin from shoulder to hip. “Your turn,” she said softly, voice rough with want. “If you want.”

Mia’s hands shook as she reached for her own neck tie. The red fabric fell away; cool air hit her breasts, nipples tightening instantly. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but Riley’s gaze wasn’t hungry in a way that scared her—it was reverent.

“Wow,” Riley breathed. “Look at you.” She lifted a hand, hesitated. “Can I touch?”

Mia nodded frantically. “Please.”

Riley’s palm settled over one breast—warm, steady, thumb circling the nipple in slow, deliberate strokes. Mia arched into it with a broken sound. The sensation shot straight between her legs—sharp, electric, almost too much. She almost felt like she was about to cum, right then and there. 

“You’re so sensitive,” Riley whispered, leaning down to kiss the slope of Mia’s breast. “So responsive. I love how your body answers me.”

Mia’s free hand flew to Riley’s hair, fingers threading through sun-bleached strands. “It’s… it’s never felt like this.”

Riley kissed lower, tongue flicking over one nipple, then sucking gently. Mia cried out—soft, surprised, hips lifting off the blanket. Riley switched to the other breast, giving it the same slow attention, hand sliding down Mia’s ribs to rest low on her stomach, just above the bikini line.

Mia’s thighs pressed together instinctively, seeking friction. She could feel how wet she was—slick, aching, the fabric of her bottoms clinging uncomfortably.

Riley noticed. She lifted her head, lips swollen and shiny. “You’re soaked, aren’t you?”

Mia nodded, face flaming. “Yes.”

Riley’s hand drifted lower—over the blanket at first, then slipping under it to rest on Mia’s inner thigh. She didn’t push her legs apart—just let her palm rest there, heat seeping through. “Can I feel?”

Mia’s breath shuddered out. “Yes. Please.”

Riley’s fingers traced the edge of the red bikini bottoms—slow, teasing—then slipped beneath the fabric. The first brush against Mia’s folds made them both gasp. Mia was drenched; Riley’s fingertips glided easily through the slickness, circling her entrance without pushing in.

“Fuck, girl,” Riley groaned against Mia’s neck. “You’re dripping for me.”

Mia whimpered, hips rocking up into the touch. “Riley…”

Riley kissed her again—deep, filthy, tongue stroking in time with the slow circles she was making around Mia’s clit. Not fast. Not rough. Just steady pressure, building, teasing, drawing out every shiver.

Mia’s mind fractured. This is me. This is my body wanting this. Wanting her. Disbelief still flickered—I’m letting a woman touch me like this, I’m wet for her, I’m moaning her name—but it was drowned under waves of pleasure, electricity crackling along every nerve.

Riley’s middle finger slid inside her—slow, careful, curling just right. Mia’s back bowed; a broken “Oh god” fell from her lips.

“That’s it,” Riley whispered against her mouth. “Let me feel you. So tight, so wet… you’re taking me so good. Fuck…”

One finger became two—slow thrusts, curling on every upstroke, thumb still circling her clit in lazy, relentless loops. Mia’s hips rolled with the rhythm, chasing the pressure, thighs trembling. The fire popped beside them; stars blurred overhead.

Riley kissed her neck, her collarbone, whispering praise between each press of lips. “You’re so beautiful like this. Falling apart for me. I could watch you cum forever.”

Mia’s hands clutched at Riley’s back—nails digging in, needing something to hold onto. “I’m… I’m close… I’m gonna cum…”

“I know.” Riley’s voice was wrecked. “Cum for me, sweetheart. Let go.”

Mia shattered—quiet at first, then louder, a choked cry as pleasure ripped through her. Her walls clenched around Riley’s fingers; thighs clamped tight; whole body shaking. Riley didn’t stop—just slowed, gentled, drawing it out until Mia was whimpering from overstimulation.

When the aftershocks finally eased, Riley eased her fingers free, brought them to her mouth, and licked them clean while holding Mia’s gaze.

Mia stared, dazed, euphoric, still trembling.

Riley kissed her softly—once, twice—then pulled her close, wrapping arms around her under the blanket.

“Still with me?” she asked again, voice tender now.

Mia buried her face in Riley’s neck, breathing her in. “Yeah…”

Riley held her through the last shivers, one hand stroking slow circles on Mia’s back, the other tangled gently in her hair. The fire had burned down to glowing embers, casting faint orange flickers across their skin. The blanket was warm where their bodies pressed together, but the night air still raised tiny goosebumps wherever they weren’t touching.

Mia stayed buried against Riley’s neck for a long moment, breathing in salt and coconut and the faint musk of arousal that clung to both of them. Her heart was still racing, but the sharp edge of overwhelm had softened into something warmer, hungrier.

She lifted her head slowly.

Riley’s eyes were dark, pupils wide in the low light, lips curved in that soft, knowing smile. She brushed a damp strand of hair from Mia’s forehead.

“You’re glowing,” Riley murmured. “So fucking pretty when you cum.”

Mia’s cheeks flared hot again, but this time the embarrassment felt good—like fuel. She swallowed, voice barely above a whisper.

“I want… I want to feel you too.”

Riley’s breath caught. Her smile widened, slow and wicked and tender all at once.

“Yeah?”

Mia nodded. Her hand trembled as she slid it down Riley’s side—over the curve of her waist, the dip of her hip, tracing the edge of the black bikini bottoms. “I want to touch you. Taste you. Make you feel… what you just made me feel.”

Riley exhaled a shaky laugh. “Fuck, girl. You keep talking like that and I’m not gonna last long.”

She rolled them gently so Mia was on top—straddling one of Riley’s thighs, blanket pooling around their hips. The shift pressed Mia’s still-sensitive core against Riley’s leg; she gasped at the contact, hips twitching involuntarily.

Riley’s hands settled on Mia’s waist, thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just above her hip bones. “Take your time,” she said softly. “Explore. I’m all yours.”

Mia leaned down and kissed her—deeper this time, bolder. She poured everything into it: the disbelief still humming under her skin, the electric want, the sudden fierce need to give Riley the same shattering pleasure. Her tongue slid against Riley’s, slow and filthy.

Riley moaned into her mouth—low, needy—and the sound went straight to Mia’s clit.

Mia’s hands moved with growing confidence. She traced the swell of Riley’s breasts, thumbs brushing over already-hard nipples. Riley arched into the touch with a quiet curse.

“God… yes. Pinch them. A little harder.”

Mia obeyed—rolling the dark peaks between her fingers, tugging gently. Riley’s hips bucked once, a sharp breath escaping her.

“Fuck… just like that. You’re so good at this.”

The praise lit Mia up inside. She kissed down Riley’s throat, over her collarbone, then lower—taking one nipple into her mouth. She sucked softly at first, then harder, tongue flicking over the tip. Riley’s hand flew to the back of Mia’s head, fingers threading tight in her hair.

“Baby… yes. Suck harder. Don’t stop.”

Mia did—switching to the other breast, giving it the same attention while her hand slid lower. She traced the edge of Riley’s bikini bottoms, feeling the damp heat radiating through the fabric.

Riley’s hips lifted instinctively. “Touch me,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Please.”

Mia slipped her hand under the black fabric. Riley was soaked—slick folds parting easily under Mia’s fingers. She explored slowly, tracing the outer lips, circling the entrance, then finally sliding one finger inside.

Riley groaned—deep, guttural. “Fuck… deeper.”

Mia added a second finger, curling them the way Riley had curled inside her. Riley’s walls clenched tight around her; a fresh gush of wetness coated Mia’s hand.

“You’re so wet,” Mia breathed against Riley’s breast, awed. “So tight.”

Riley laughed shakily. “That’s what you do to me. Keep going—curl them. Right there.”

Mia did—pressing against that spongy spot inside, thumb finding Riley’s clit and circling in slow, firm strokes. Riley’s hips rolled up to meet every thrust, breath coming in short, desperate pants.

“You’re gonna make me cum so hard,” Riley gasped. “Fuck, Mia… don’t stop. Just like that.”

Mia kissed her again, messy and hungry—while her fingers worked faster, deeper. Riley’s thighs trembled; her nails dug into Mia’s shoulders.

“I’m close… I’m so fucking close…”

“Cum for me,” Mia whispered against her mouth, echoing Riley’s earlier words. “Let go. I want to feel it.”

Riley shattered—back arching off the blanket, a raw, broken moan tearing from her throat. Her walls pulsed hard around Mia’s fingers; wetness flooded Mia’s hand. She rode the orgasm in long, shuddering waves, hips grinding against Mia’s palm until the last tremor faded.

When Riley finally stilled, she pulled Mia down into a fierce, trembling kiss.

“Jesus,” she panted against Mia’s lips. “You’re incredible.”

Mia’s own arousal was roaring back—throbbing, insistent. She shifted, straddling Riley’s hips now, their slick centers pressing together through the thin fabric of their bottoms.

Riley’s eyes darkened instantly. “You want to feel me like this?”

Mia nodded, biting her lip. “Yes.”

Riley’s hands slid to Mia’s ass, guiding her down. “Then ride me, baby. Take what you need.”

They peeled the last scraps of fabric away—bikini bottoms tossed aside. Skin met skin. Wet heat slid against wet heat.

Mia rocked forward experimentally—clits brushing in a slow, slick glide. Both of them moaned at the contact.

“Fuck,” Riley breathed. “Just like that. Grind on me. So fucking good.”

Mia did—hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles at first, then faster as the friction built. Riley’s hands gripped her ass, helping guide the rhythm, thumbs spreading her open wider so every slide was deeper, more intense.

“You feel so good,” Mia gasped. “So wet… so hot…”

Riley’s head fell back, eyes half-lidded. “You’re dripping all over me. Gonna make me cum again just from this.”

Mia leaned down, kissing Riley hard while their hips moved together—slick, desperate, clits grinding in perfect rhythm. The pressure coiled tighter, brighter, unbearable.

Riley’s hands roamed up Mia’s back, down to her ass again, squeezing, urging her faster.

“Cum with me,” Riley panted. “I want to feel you come on my pussy.”

The words tipped Mia over.

She shattered first—hips stuttering, a high, broken cry tearing from her throat as pleasure exploded through her. Her walls clenched around nothing; wetness flooded between them.

Riley followed seconds later—back arching, nails raking down Mia’s back, a raw “Fuck, Mia—” spilling from her lips as she came hard, hips bucking up to meet every grind.

They rode the aftershocks together—slowing, gentling, until they were just rocking softly, slick and spent and trembling.

Riley pulled Mia down onto her chest, arms wrapping tight around her. Their hearts hammered against each other.

Mia buried her face in Riley’s neck, breathing hard.

Riley kissed her hair. “You okay, sweetheart?”

Mia nodded against her skin, voice muffled. “More than okay. That was…”

“Perfect,” Riley finished softly. “You were perfect.”

They stayed tangled like that—bodies cooling, fire dying to embers, stars bright overhead—until Mia’s breathing evened out and the world felt quiet again.

But the ache—the want—wasn’t gone.

It was only deeper now.


Chapter Five

Riley kissed her hair again, slow and sweet, then tilted Mia’s chin up so their eyes met in the dying firelight.

“You’re shaking,” she murmured, thumb brushing Mia’s bottom lip. “You’re so beautiful like this, you know that?”

Mia nodded, but her voice cracked. “I… I have to get back soon. My family…” She glanced at her phone on the towel—two missed texts from her mom, one from Tyler. The time stamp made her stomach twist. She’d been gone for hours.

Riley didn’t push. She just smiled, soft and understanding. “I know. But my place is right up those stairs. Five minutes away. Warm bed, real shower, no sand…” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “And I have a feeling you don’t wanna be done tonight. I sure don’t.”

Mia’s pulse spiked. The ache between her legs hadn’t faded—it had only grown sharper, deeper. She wanted Riley’s mouth on her again. She wanted to taste Riley properly. She wanted everything.

“I’m not done either,” she whispered.

Riley’s grin turned filthy. “Good girl.”

They gathered their things quickly—blanket shaken out and folded, cooler lid snapped shut, bikinis tugged back into place. Riley killed the last embers with sand, took Mia’s hand, and led her up the narrow wooden stairs carved into the cliff. Every step felt electric. Mia’s thighs were still slick; every brush of fabric against her swollen clit made her bite her lip to keep quiet.

At the top, Riley’s bungalow was small, weathered wood and glass, perched on the bluff with an open deck facing the endless dark ocean. String lights glowed soft gold along the railing. Riley slid the glass door open, flicked on a single warm lamp inside, and locked the door behind them.

The space smelled like salt, sunscreen, and something faintly coconutty. One big bed with rumpled white sheets, a surfboard leaning in the corner, a small dresser, a tiny kitchenette. Nothing flashy. Everything felt lived-in, real.

Riley turned to Mia, eyes dark. “Shower first? Or straight to bed?”

“Bed,” Mia breathed. “Please.”

Riley peeled Mia’s bikini off slowly—top first, strings tugged loose, then bottoms sliding down her legs. She kissed every inch of skin she uncovered—collarbone, the freckles on her chest, the dip of her waist. By the time Mia was naked, she was trembling again.

Riley pushed her gently onto the bed, onto her stomach, then crawled behind her.

“On your knees,” she murmured. “Ass up for me.”

Mia obeyed—face pressed to the pillow, knees spread, heart hammering. Riley settled between her thighs, hands spreading her cheeks gently.

“God, look at you,” Riley whispered, voice rough. “So wet still. Dripping down your thighs. Such a pretty pink pussy.”

She leaned in and licked one long, slow stripe from Mia’s clit to her entrance, then back again. Mia’s hips jerked; a broken moan tore out of her.

“Oh…fuck!”

Riley hummed approval against her. “Taste so fucking good. Gonna eat this pretty pussy from behind until you’re crying.”

She didn’t tease long. She dove in—tongue flat and firm, lapping at Mia’s clit in steady circles, then pushing inside her, fucking her with slow, deep strokes. Mia’s hands fisted the sheets; her back arched, ass pushing back against Riley’s mouth as she moaned.

Riley’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady. “That’s it. Ride my face. Take what you need.”

Mia rocked back—desperate, shameless—grinding against Riley’s tongue. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene and perfect. Riley sucked her clit hard, then slid two fingers inside, curling them fast while her tongue kept working the swollen bud.

Mia came hard—face buried in the pillow, a muffled scream ripping out of her. Her walls clenched around Riley’s fingers; wetness flooded her mouth as Mia squirted. Riley licked her through every wave, slowing only when Mia’s thighs started to shake from overstimulation.

When Riley finally pulled back, her chin was shiny, eyes dark with hunger.

“Turn over,” she said, voice wrecked. “I want your mouth now.”

“Fuck… okay…”

Mia rolled onto her back, still dazed. Riley straddled her face—knees on either side of Mia’s head, lowering slowly until her dripping pussy hovered just above Mia’s lips. She breathed in, smelling Riley’s lusty scent, her head spinning with disbelief. She was going to taste another woman’s wet pussy for the very first time.

“Eat me, baby,” Riley whispered. “Make me cum on your tongue.”

Mia gripped Riley’s thighs and pulled her down. She licked tentatively at first—then eagerly, drunk on the taste, on the way Riley moaned and ground down against her mouth. She sucked Riley’s clit, tongue flicking fast, then pushed inside, fucking her with shallow thrusts.

Riley’s hands braced on the headboard. “Fuck—yes—just like that—good girl—don’t stop—”

Her hips rocked faster, grinding down harder. Mia’s face was soaked; she could barely breathe, but she didn’t care. She wanted this—wanted Riley to fall apart on her mouth. She felt like she was dreaming.

Then, Riley came hard—thighs clamping around Mia’s head, a raw “Fuck, Mia—” tearing from her throat. Her walls pulsed; wetness flooded Mia’s tongue. She rode the orgasm in long, shuddering waves until she collapsed forward, bracing herself on her forearms so she didn’t crush Mia.

They stayed like that a moment—panting, slick, trembling.

Then Riley slid down, kissed Mia deep—tasting herself on Mia’s tongue, and pulled her close.

“Oh my gosh…” She said, voice tender now. “Still with me?”

Mia buried her face in Riley’s neck, breathing hard. “Yeah. Fuck… I’m… I’m still here.”

Riley stroked her hair. “Good. Such a good girl. You are amazing…”

They lay tangled for a while—bodies cooling, breathing evening out—until Mia’s phone buzzed again on the nightstand.

She reached for it, heart sinking.

Mom: Everything okay? You’ve been gone a while.

Mia bit her lip, glanced at Riley.

Riley raised a brow. “Tell them the truth… ish.”

Mia typed quickly:

Everything’s fine! Met a local surfer who’s teaching me some basics. We built a little fire on the beach to watch the stars. Heading back soon. Love you.

She hit send before she could overthink it.

Riley kissed her temple. “Good girl.”

Then she rolled Mia onto her back again, eyes dark with fresh hunger.

“Now,” she said, voice low and filthy, “Want to try something new with me?”

Mia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She was still trembling from the last orgasm, thighs slick, lips swollen from eating Riley. But the ache inside her hadn’t faded. If anything, it had sharpened into something greedy. She felt like she was outside of her own body.

“What… what kind of new?” she asked, voice hoarse.

Riley leaned over the side of the bed, opened the bottom drawer of the dresser, and pulled out a black harness with a thick, realistic silicone cock attached. But it wasn’t just a regular strap-on. The base had a smaller, curved bulb that clearly went inside the person wearing it. Double-ended. Riley’s eyes flicked to Mia’s face as she held it up.

“It’s a double-ended one,” Riley explained, voice husky. “The little curved part slides inside me first. I wear the harness over it. Then I get to fuck you with the bigger one… while I feel every single thrust too.” She licked her lips. “I’ve been thinking about using this on you since the second you walked into my cove.”

Mia stared at the toy, mouth dry, disbelief crashing through her like a wave. She’s going to fuck me with that. She’s going to be inside me. Her pussy clenched hard at the thought, a fresh rush of wetness sliding between her thighs.

“Fuck yeah,” she whispered before she could stop herself. Then louder, cheeks burning but eyes locked on Riley’s: “I want it. I want you to fuck me with it. Please.”

Riley’s smile turned slow and predatory. “Good girl. Such a brave girl for me already.”

She stood just long enough to step into the harness. Mia watched, mesmerized, as Riley slicked the smaller curved bulb with lube and eased it inside herself with a low groan. Her hips rolled once, twice, seating it deep. Then she tightened the straps around her waist and thighs until the thick, veined cock jutted out proudly—seven inches of glossy black silicone, already glistening.

“Oh fuck…” Mia groaned. This is real. This is fucking real.

Riley crawled back onto the bed, settling between Mia’s spread thighs. She grabbed the bottle of lube again, coated the dildo generously, then rubbed the slick head up and down Mia’s soaked slit.

“You ready, baby?” Riley asked, voice rough. “I’m gonna go slow at first. Want to feel every inch stretch you open.”

Mia nodded frantically, legs falling wider. “Yes. Fuck me. Please.”

Riley pressed the head against Mia’s entrance and pushed. ”That’s it…”

Mia gasped, loud and broken. The stretch was intense, perfect, overwhelming. Inch by inch the thick cock slid inside her, filling her completely in a way fingers never could. When Riley bottomed out, hips flush against Mia’s, the base of the harness pressed against Mia’s clit and Riley’s own inner bulb shifted deep inside her.

“Fuuuuck,” Riley groaned, eyes fluttering. “I feel that. Every time I move, it rubs right against my G-spot. God, you’re so tight around me. You have the most perfect little pussy.”

She stayed still for a long moment, letting Mia adjust, hands stroking Mia’s thighs soothingly. Then she started to thrust—slow, deep rolls of her hips, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in.

Mia’s back arched off the bed. “Oh my god… Riley… it’s so big… I can feel everything.”

“That’s my good girl,” Riley praised, voice wrecked. “Taking my cock so fucking well. Look at you—spread open and dripping all over it.”

She picked up the pace gradually—long, powerful strokes that made the bed creak. Every thrust pushed the bulb deeper into Riley too; Mia could see it in the way Riley’s eyes glazed, the way her own clit rubbed against the harness base on every downstroke.

Mia’s hands flew to Riley’s ass, pulling her harder. “Faster—please—fuck me harder.”

Riley gave it to her. She slammed in deep, hips snapping, the wet slap of skin and silicone filling the room. One hand pinned Mia’s wrist above her head; the other reached between them to rub Mia’s clit in tight circles.

“You’re gonna cum on my dick,” Riley growled. “Gonna feel you squeeze me while I fuck you through it.”

Mia’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her back bowing, a loud cry ripping from her throat as her walls clamped down around the thick cock. She squirted around it, soaking Riley’s thighs and the harness.

Riley didn’t stop. She fucked Mia through every pulse, hips grinding, chasing her own release.

“Fuck—yes— I’m gonna cum too, so fucking hard…feel you milking me…”

Riley’s second orgasm crashed over her—body shuddering, hips stuttering as the double-ended bulb rubbed her exactly right. She collapsed forward, burying her face in Mia’s neck, cock still buried deep while they both shook and gasped.

For a long minute they stayed locked together, panting, sweat-slick, hearts hammering against each other.

Riley finally eased out slowly, unbuckled the harness, and tossed it aside. She pulled Mia into her arms, kissing her slow and deep, tasting herself and Mia all mixed together.

“Still with me?” she whispered against Mia’s lips.

Mia laughed—shaky, euphoric, completely wrecked. “Yeah. Fuck… I’m definitely still with you.”

Riley stroked her hair, smiling softly. “Good. Because I’m nowhere near done showing you everything I can make you feel.”

They lay tangled in the rumpled sheets, the faint sound of the waves whispering below.

Mia had never felt more alive.


Chapter Six

Some months later…

The van smelled like salt and sweat, sunscreen, and the faint vanilla of Riley’s favorite body oil. It was an old VW Westfalia they’d bought together in late September—faded blue paint, pop-top roof, tiny kitchenette crammed with surf wax and half-empty coffee mugs. They’d named it “Driftwood” because Riley said it felt like something the ocean had carried in and left for them to find.

Mia sat on the passenger seat, feet bare on the dash, watching the California coast blur past in golden streaks. Highway 1 again, but this time no minivan, no bickering twins, no parents asking if she’d put on enough SPF. Just her, Riley, and the open road.

She’d taken the semester off.

It hadn’t been as dramatic as she’d feared. She’d sat her parents down over video call the week after they all left the beach house. Told them she needed time to figure out what she really wanted—not just communications classes and a safe degree, but who she was when no one was watching. They’d been quiet at first. Then her mom had cried (happy tears, she insisted). Her dad had asked if she was safe, if she had money, if she was still eating vegetables. Then they’d said okay. They loved her. They’d be there when she was ready to go back. She had saved enough money from her part time job, and Riley kept teaching her to surf – with the plan of both offering lessons to tourists for a small fee. Plus, she discovered Riley worked online part time as a graphic designer, enough to put fuel in the van and some food on their table.

Tyler had been gentler than she deserved. When she called to end things properly, he’d listened without interrupting. “I knew something was shifting,” he said quietly. “I just didn’t know what.” No anger. Just a sad kind of understanding. They’d wished each other well. Last she heard, he was dating a girl from his lifeguard crew. Mia hoped he was happy. She hoped he never knew how much she’d changed in one week on that hidden cove.

School could wait. Living couldn’t.

And neither could Riley.

They’d spent a while trading weekends between Mia’s college town and Riley’s bungalow. Long nights tangled in sheets, lazy mornings learning to read each other’s bodies like tide charts. Riley taught her to pop up faster, to carve sharper turns, to trust the wave instead of fighting it. To say “I love you” without flinching.

They were official now. Girlfriends. The word still made Mia’s stomach flip—in the best way. She still couldn’t believe it.

Riley glanced over from the driver’s seat, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on Mia’s thigh. Her hair was longer now, sun-bleached almost white at the tips. The tattoos on her ribs peeked out from under a cropped rash guard.

“You’re quiet,” Riley said, squeezing gently. “Penny for your thoughts?”

Mia smiled, turning to watch her profile. “Just thinking how insane this is. A few months ago I was sneaking down a path to read a book and stare at a hot surfer from afar. Now I’m… here. With you. In a van. Driving to some random surfing spot because we feel like it.”

Riley laughed—that same bright, unguarded sound that had hooked Mia from the first wipeout. “And you surf better than half the locals already. Don’t act like you’re just along for the ride.”

Mia rolled her eyes, but the praise still warmed her. “I had a good teacher.”

“The best,” Riley corrected, winking. “Now quit daydreaming and help me find a spot to park. I want to get you in the water before the light changes.”

They found a pullout near a quiet break—nothing crowded, just a crescent of sand framed by rocks, waves curling clean and green. Riley parked, popped the top, and they changed into wetsuits side by side in the back of the van. Mia still got butterflies every time Riley’s eyes raked over her naked body—still felt that electric jolt when Riley tugged the zipper up her back and kissed the nape of her neck.

They paddled out together. The water was cold enough to steal breath, but the sun was warm on their faces. Mia caught the first set—popped up clean, carved a smooth bottom turn, rode it all the way to the beach with a stupid grin on her face.

Riley was waiting when she kicked out, board under one arm, grinning like she’d won the lottery.

“That was gorgeous,” she called over the crash of the next wave. “You looked like you were born on a board.”

Mia paddled back to her, laughing. “I had motivation.”

Riley reached over, tugged Mia close by the leash cord until their boards bumped. She kissed her—salt and sun and everything they’d become. Right there in the lineup, no hiding, no pretending.

“I love you,” Riley said against her mouth. “Every single version of you. The shy girl who blushed when I looked at her. The brave one who came back the next day. The one who screams my name when she comes. All of them.”

Mia’s throat tightened. She kissed Riley harder, tasting the truth of it.

“I love you too,” she whispered. “All of you. The surfer. The teacher. The woman who made me realize I was allowed to want more than safe.”

They surfed until the light turned golden, then paddled in and collapsed on the sand together—boards side by side, wetsuits peeled to their waists, skin warm from the sun and exertion.

Riley pulled Mia into her lap, arms wrapped around her from behind. They watched the sun sink toward the horizon, painting the water in fire and rose.

“You know we can keep doing this,” Riley said quietly. “As long as you want. No deadline. No rules. Just us, the ocean, and whatever comes next.”

Mia leaned back against her chest, listening to Riley’s heartbeat steady against her spine.

“I want forever,” she said.

Riley kissed the top of her head. “Then forever’s what we’ll take.”

The waves kept rolling in, endless and patient.

And for the first time in her life, Mia didn’t feel like she was waiting for something to happen.

She was exactly where she belonged.

Mia and Riley lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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