
Chapter 1

Rejection had never stung quite like this. 
Kip stared out the window, vaguely noticing his assistant, 

Beverly, breeze into his office, no doubt having noticed that the 
phone line had been disconnected and he was free to handle 
whatever new business had arisen in the past three minutes. 

She set a stack of files on his desk. “What’s up with you? You 
look like you’ve just been kicked in the stomach,” she observed. 

“I just asked Freddie out on a date, and...” he realized he was 
still holding the phone receiver in his hand. He set it in the cradle 
and cleared his throat. “She said no. She turned me down,” he said 
quietly. 

Beverly looked down at him with a mix of concern and pity 
before her expression slowly changed. “Kip, when you called your 
friend to ask her out on a date, did you call her Freddie?” she 
pointedly asked. 

“Yes,” he said defensively. “I always call her Freddie. We all 
do.”

Beverly sighed in exasperation. “Kip, her name is Eden. I know 
you all have that cute nickname for her but you weren’t asking a 
friend out, you were asking a grown woman on a date. She probably 
didn’t take you seriously.”

Kip looked sheepishly at his desk. Maybe he had been too 
cavalier in his ask. 

“What kind of date did you invite her on?” Beverly queried as 
she opened a file folder and set a letter in front of him for his review 
and signature.



He pointed to the piece of heavy card stock that she had placed 
on his desk that morning. “I invited her to the gala next Friday 
night.”

Beverly picked up the fancy invitation and silently read the 
embossed script. “Is a swanky fundraiser Eden’s type of thing?” she 
asked. 

Kip scrawled his name on the page before leaning back in his 
chair. “It’s right up her alley. She’s been to that event numerous 
times in the past. In fact, I this she was the chair of the organizing 
committee a few years ago. It’s a charity that means a lot to her.”

Beverly set down the invitation and leaned forward to catch his 
gaze. “Maybe she didn’t even realize you were asking her on a date, 
Kip. You called her by her teenage nickname and you invited her to 
an event she probably already has a ticket to. She probably just 
thought you were asking if she’ll be there,” she reasoned. 

Kip replayed the brief conversation in his head. He had 
specifically asked if she was planning to attend, but then he had also 
added that if she was going to be at the event, he would love for 
Freddie to be his date. He cringed inwardly at his faux pas in not 
using her proper name. He had even suggested he pick her up at her 
apartment. She had to have known it was a proper date he was 
talking about. 

No thank you, she had said politely. I prefer to go on my own.
She hadn’t given much more of a reason or explanation before 

excusing herself to take an overseas call. A second later, the line 
had gone dead, leaving Kip’s head swirling at her dismissal of his 
invitation. 

Kip signed one more document and handed the results of his 
work back to his assistant before waving her out the door. “Close it 
on your way out,” he requested. The executive stood and walked to 
the sideboard by the window and poured a generous glass of scotch, 
swirling the golden liquid in its glass before taking a swig of the 
medicinal liquor. He had known Freddie…Eden, he reminded 



himself, since middle school. She had moved into the middleclass 
suburb just days before the start of the school year. It was the walk 
to school on the first day of class when Kip and his group of school 
friends caught up to the scrawny blonde. Leigh was the self 
appointed leader of the neighborhood crew. She had introduced the 
new girl to their pack while they waited for the crossing guard at a 
busy intersection and from what Kip could recall, Freddie had been 
a part of his life ever since. 

There was always a group of classmates in his living room after 
school, working on homework while they waited for parents to 
arrive home at the end of the day. Freddie was always a part of the 
pack, often the last to leave when her single mother finally arrived 
home from her shift at a local factory. 

The close group of seven friends hung out all through high 
school, choosing to go to the prom as a group, rather than couple up 
which would leave someone out of the mix. Kip privately opposed 
the scheme, desperately wanting to be the one to ask Freddie to the 
soiree, but publicly he went along with the plan. At least she would 
be in his general company for the night. 

Kip took another drink from his glass. He remembered the 
precise moment his feelings for Freddie had morphed from 
friendship to sexual attraction. He had arrived home from a Friday 
night ball game to find her sitting on his front steps. She was fresh 
off the bus from summer camp the year they had turned sixteen. As 
she stood in the dusk of the evening, he could see that she had 
changed in the weeks she had been away. He was certain she was 
taller. Her blonde hair had grown longer and lighter from hours in 
the sunlight. Her tan was enviable, but he reasoned it was to be 
expected after weeks of lifeguarding and delivering swim lessons to 
kids. But it was her perky, firm breasts that were definitely bigger 
than they had been at the end of school that caught his full 
attention. 

Kip smiled and then chuffed at himself, remembering the 



immediate hard on she had influenced. His first arousing experience 
of many when it came to Freddie. 

They had parted ways for college with Freddie attending 
Northwestern University to study economics while Kip moved to 
the city to attend Loyola to study biomedical sciences. While they 
weren’t far apart geographically, their worlds were far enough apart 
to keep her out of his life with the exception of occasional meetings 
during breaks in their school schedules. 

After college, Freddie found her way back into his life when 
they found jobs in the same area of the city and Kip invited the 
woman he had secretly admired to move into the house he shared 
with three other graduates. It was probably best that she had turned 
him down. He knew now that it would have been daily torture to 
live with a woman who appeared to have no romantic interest in 
him. She didn’t move in, but she did find an apartment close by. 
Like they had years earlier, they fell back into each other’s lives. 
Kip saw her two or three times a week. Sometimes at the gym. 
Sometimes they shared a cab to the grocery story. Sometimes they 
just hung out, watching late night television over a beer and a bowl 
of popcorn. He had wanted to make a move and lean over to kiss 
her a thousand times, but her body language showed no invitation 
for him to make such a move. 

He was starting to wonder if Freddie might be gay, when she 
knocked excitedly on his door one evening, rushing into his messy 
living room with a handful of dresses in one hand and a bag of 
shoes in the other. 

“That guy from the legal department finally asked me out,” she 
gushed. “Will you help me pick out an outfit?” she pleaded. “You 
always know what looks good on me.”

It was true. He did. He’d studied her body enough to know each 
and every curve. He had gone shopping with her a hundred times, 
watching change after change of clothes, helping her pick out what 
he proudly felt to be the most feminine and sexiest wardrobe of all 



the women he knew. It was no wonder that other guys noticed her. 
“Where is he taking you?” his voice had cracked mid sentence, 

giving away his emotions over the situation. 
“That new restaurant that looks out over the city. Bijou, I think 

it’s called.”
Kip was impressed. It was a classy move. Expensive, but classy. 

He’d heard from the senior partners at the bio pharmaceutical 
company where he worked that there was a two month wait to get a 
table. Freddie’s date either had connections, or money, or both. 

He didn’t have to look at the pile of dresses she had dumped on 
the sofa. “Do you like this guy?” he asked as he sorted through the 
pile to find the indigo blue dress he was looking for. 

“Yes,” she breathlessly answered. 
He paused briefly and looked at her. “Do you like him, like him 

or do you want to fuck him, like him?”
She sucked in a lung full of air before finally answering. 

“Both,” she finally admitted.  
Kip felt like the balloon that had been let go before a knot could 

be tied, floating around the room before landing flat and deflated on 
the floor. He forced himself to speak. “Well then, you’ll want to 
wear this dress.” He held up the sleeveless dress with a halter 
neckline that he knew hugged her curves. It made her chest look 
tantalizing and it hugged her ass without showing too much skin. It 
was classy and sexy. “Do you still have those strappy heels we got 
at that at that store with the horribly bitchy sales lady?”

Freddie laughed at the memory of the woman who openly 
argued with every customer in the upscale boutique. “I do,” she 
replied before producing the pewter colored sandals. 

“They’ll look perfect,” he reluctantly admitted. Then he looked 
at her. “How tall is he? These heels almost make you as tall as me.”

He loved that when she was all dressed up in a sexy pair of 
heels that she stood almost eye to eye with him. He had imagined 
kissing her like that more times than he could count. 



“He’s tall. Six foot two at least.”
Kip wasn’t sure he could take any more talk of her date. “There 

are two beers left in the fridge. You want one?” he asked as he 
walked from the room to hopefully find a gulp of fresh air that 
would revive him. 

“Sure,” she called after him. “But just one. I want to look 
fantastic in this dress.”

“You will,” he muttered. 
Kip drained his glass as he reflected on the happiest...and 

saddest moments of his time in Freddie’s life. In the weeks and 
months after that first date, his friend had been scarce. Occasional 
voice mails told him that she was fine. Daniel was everything she 
had ever wanted in a man and she was thrilled to be dating an up 
and coming lawyer at a prestigious firm. She was scarce until one 
night she showed up at his house. He felt self conscious in his 
pajama pants and tousled hair as she breezed about the room taking 
a mile a minute about Daniel before finally stopping in front of him 
to blurt out the reason for her visit. “I want you to be my maid of 
honor,” she giggled. “Daniel and I are eloping this weekend. We’re 
getting married and I want you to be there.”

Kip knew his mouth was hanging open as he stared at her and 
tried to process what had just been revealed. “Wha...why...how...” 
he looked up at her. “You want me to go where and do what?” he 
finally managed to shout. 

Freddie took a quick step back, clearly surprised at his outburst. 
“I’m getting married and I’d like you to be there,” she whispered. 
“You’re my best friend. I can’t imagine having anyone else stand 
next to me.”

Kip was too overwhelmed to even stand. “Why are you 
eloping?” he finally asked. 

Freddie’s shoulders slumped. “Because, my mother is a raging 
alcoholic and my father, who I haven’t seen for twenty years, is off 
somewhere living in a shack in some Central American country. 



Because we’re just starting out and we don’t want to waste fifty 
grand on a wedding. Because...” a single tear trickled down her 
cheek. “Because I’m pregnant and Daniel’s family will be furious 
with him for throwing away his life on a barely middle class girl.”

Kip was immediately on his feet, wrapping his arms around her 
to hug her close. “You’re pregnant?” he murmured into her hair. 

“Yes,” she admitted. 
The rest of that night was a blur to Kip. After Freddie had left, 

he had drowned his hope of ever having her to himself in a fifth of 
vodka. He had agreed to be a part of her big day, taking a Friday off 
work to fly to Vegas with the happy couple and the best man. As 
gut wrenching as it was, Kip had stood at her side, witnessing her 
marriage to Daniel. 

Three weeks later, Freddie’s world, and subsequently his own, 
crumbled when she called him to beg him for a ride to the hospital. 
Daniel was working late and she was doubled over in pain. 

He feared the worst as he rushed through city streets to deliver 
her to the emergency room where he stood in front of the nurse’s 
station with her, watching blood pool at their feet. Her body had 
spontaneously aborted that tiny fetus. When Daniel finally arrived 
at the hospital he appeared to be angrier than sad. He’d crushed his 
parents by marrying her for the sake of their baby, but now that was 
all gone. 

Kip poured another drink. 
He helped his friend through her sorrow as best he could, 

watching for two years as the couple struggled with their 
relationship before Daniel finally left her for a wealthy client. 
Seeing Freddie deal with the stress of a nasty divorce was when Kip 
resolved that she would never be his and he should put all romantic 
thoughts of Eden out of his head. He focused on her as a friend, 
giving career and real estate advice as he made his own climb up 
the corporate ladder. He focused on dating and finding his own 
happiness, eventually meeting a woman who he spent seven years 



with before her shopping habits and over-spending had him walking 
away to protect his own finances.

Kip took a deep breath before sitting back at his desk to read the 
dozen emails that been delivered to his inbox during his trip down 
memory lane. 



Chapter 2

Once again, the gala committee had outdone themselves. Kip 
stepped out of the January cold and into a Louisiana inspired oasis. 
The venue had been transformed into a masquerade paradise with 
hues of purple and blue in every flower and ribbon and over sized 
mask that adorned the room. Kip handed over his coat and then 
reluctantly posed solo for the event photographer before heading 
through the crowded room. He was ready to set out mingling 
around the room when a waitress passed by, offering a flute of 
champagne that he graciously accepted. He’d prefer a scotch or 
bourbon after his walk in the icy cold parking lot, but this would do 
for now. 

When he reached the first high top table, he discarded the 
flamboyant mask that had been handed to him at the entrance. He 
had no intention of carrying it around all night let alone holding it to 
his face. Women in the room were enjoying the mystery, but for 
Kip, events like this were as much about conducting business as it 
was about supporting the community. Arriving fashionably late, he 
was immediately drawn into the crowd and into a conversation with 
two of the wealthiest businessmen in the city. They discussed labor 
issues and then the latest predictions for a tough winter that 
threatened road closures and trucking delays for products and 
supplies.  When the conversation turned to politics, Kip excused 
himself with the intention of walking about the room to greet and 
meet people he knew in the room.  Along the north wall of the 
banquet hall, Kip discovered the first of dozens of items that had 



been donated for auction by silent bid. Sporting experiences were 
showcased next to high end handmade furniture and sculptures. 
Then, a bottle of exceptional scotch that he’d had his eye on. That’s 
when, he saw something new to the annual gala that he’d never seen 
before.  A four-bedroom villa on the private island of Mustique was 
available for an enviable week in March. As they were travelling 
for a month in Australia, the owners had generously donated the 
exceptional property to benefit the local charity that supported 
programs for autistic children. It was valued at ten thousand dollars 
with a starting bid of four thousand. Kip quickly jotted down the 
required information to log his bid and moved along the line to see 
what else he might buy. Before he could complete his entry for a 
painting, he noticed Ryan Willis, owner of an insurance firm, and 
long time friend scrawling his info on the vacation sheet. Kip 
waited a moment and then double back to increase the bid to four 
thousand, nine hundred. He was going to keep a close eye on that 
auction item all night long. 

* * * *

The room was packed when Eden managed to make it to the 
party. It had taken twice as long as usual for a taxi to show up at her 
door and then twice as long as usual to travel through crowded city 
streets. As she handed her coat to a smiling hostess, Eden 
admonished herself for not taking Kip up on his offer to pick her up 
with the car service he had arranged. He’d probably arrived on 
time. 

She put the talkative cabbie out of her mind as she swept 
through the main door and into the melee that was in full swing. 
With a blue bedazzled and feathered mask held against her face, she 
circled the room to find a crowd around the always popular oyster 
bar and a healthy line of up guests bidding at the auction. It would 
be another wildly successful fundraiser for the charity she held 



dear. 
As a presenting sponsor for the event, the financial institution 

where she worked had pulled out all the stops, encouraging 
employees from all levels of the company to attend. Throughout the 
room she recognized colleagues and friends. And then, through the 
crowd, she caught a glimpse of Kip. 

He was easy to recognize. He was one of few who had 
abandoned his masquerade mask. He was also the most handsome 
man in the room. In her opinion, at least. It wasn’t just that he had 
great hair, kind eyes, and perfect teeth. It was his confidence that 
shone through in the way he carried himself. That, and his 
unfettered loyalty to her that made him incredibly attractive. 

“Good evening, stranger,” she murmured from just over his 
shoulder before he could turn from the group he’d been chatting 
with to greet her. “I do hope you brought your checkbook,” she 
added with a drop of her mask and a wide smile. 

Kip was the first to offer a personal greeting, leaning in to kiss 
her on each cheek. 

“I hoped that was the dress you would choose for tonight,” he 
whispered into her hair. “You look stunning in it.”

She was beaming as she shook hands around the group. There 
hadn’t been a shadow of doubt in her mind as to which gown she 
should wear to the masquerade ball.  The off the shoulder gown in a 
rich cranberry color had hung in her bedroom all week. With a 
peplum waist and a long slit up the back of the floor length skirt, 
she knew it was a gown that looked just as good coming as it did 
going. 

“Tell me, have you enjoyed your evening so far? Are there any 
auction items that have caught your eye?” she asked Kip with a 
scan of the table to her left.

“There’s a set of hockey tickets I’d like to get my hands on,” 
one guest noted.

“My wife is determined to take home that soap stone carving,” 



another commented. “Somehow my name keeps appearing on the 
bid sheet,” he chuckled.

Eden felt little pity for him. As a prominent businessman, he 
could afford it, and ten more just like it. “Is there anything I might 
like?” she asked her friend.

Kip set down his drink and gently placed his hand on her arm. 
“If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen, Fred – Eden and I have some 
bidding to do.” He turned from his peers and casually walked her 
through the crowded room toward a quieter area. “There is a 
vintage steamer trunk that would look fantastic in your living 
room,” he commented.  

She gasped at the sight of the antique that had been set up in an 
elaborate display. It was in exceptional condition. “How much is 
the starting bid?” she reluctantly asked as she ran her fingers over 
the smooth leather straps.

“Two thousand dollars,” Kip revealed.
Her shoulders slumped. “It is stunning, and I’d love to have it in 

my collection, but you and I both know that the bids are going to 
soar on this item over the next hour or two.” As if she were 
clairvoyant, an elderly man stepped forward and added his name to 
the mix, raising the bid by three hundred dollars.

Kip nudged her with his elbow. “Outbid him,” he murmured. “If 
you don’t win the final bid, at least you’ll have generated more 
money for the charity.”

Eden quickly stepped forward and as a surge of adrenaline 
rushed through her body, she placed her bid for $2800. “Get me out 
of here,” she nervously chuckled. “I can’t stand to be here when I’m 
outbid.”

She felt his hand on the small of her back as he ushered her back 
toward the crowd. Her stomach fluttered at his touch and then she 
cringed as the man who had his eye on the trunk turned back and 
walked past her. Don’t do it, old man. 

She heard Kip laugh at her expression before she was greeted by 



a colleague and swept up into a new conversation. Ten minutes 
later, she scanned the room to see Kip had been pulled into his own 
group of friends where he appeared to be having a serious debate 
with a local politician. She roamed the room, chatting and greeting 
friends before ordering a glass of wine at the bar. With goblet in 
hand, she navigated the crowd, doubling back to see how far her bid 
had tumbled. Her heart sank when she glanced at the bottom 
number on the crisp white page. The steamer trunk was now valued 
at more than four thousand dollars. Even if she tapped into the 
healthy Christmas bonus she had tucked away in her savings 
account, she would be shy of the final bid. She was about to walk 
away when something caught her eye. The bids were anonymous, 
but there was something about the most recent entry that stood out. 

She turned abruptly and scanned the room. Kip was less than ten 
feet away, listening earnestly to a member of the charity board 
prattle on about their good works, no doubt trying to solicit a 
donation from his biopharmaceutical company. That’s when he 
glanced in her direction and gave her a quick wink before turning 
his attention back to the conversation at hand. 

She looked back at the trunk. It was Kip’s handwriting at the 
bottom of the page. Kip had placed a bid to secure the beautiful 
antique. He was the best friend in the world!

* * * *

When the crowds began to thin, Kip new that the silent auction 
would soon be ending. With a fresh drink in his hand, he strolled 
the vast display of items to see where he stood on the items that had 
caught his eye. No one in the past hour had come forward to exceed 
the top bid on the steamer trunk. His number was still in play for a 
set of tickets to see a coveted basketball matchup. With any luck, 
he’d be going home with a twenty-year-old bottle of scotch that was 



drastically undervalued. 
He cursed under his breath when he reached the tropical display 

that showcased the beach house in Mustique. Ryan had outbid him 
again. Adam Douglas had also been active in bidding all night too.

Kip turned to see the two men standing at a nearby high-top, 
watching him closely to see if he would up the anti. That’s when he 
was struck with the most wonderful idea. He approached the duo 
and pitched his proposal.

“Guys, I know you both want a week on the beach on a private 
island,” he revealed. “We all do, am I right?”

Ryan and Adam glanced at each other and slowly nodded, 
reluctantly confirming their plans.

“Why are we competing for this, guys. We’re all friends here. 
Why don’t we stop the bidding, pool our resources, and share the 
beach house for a week? It’ll be fun.”

He could see their wheels spinning. It was a reasonable 
proposal. They weren’t just peers; they truly were friends. Kip had 
been to Ryan’s cottage on countless occasions, and with a fourth 
buddy, they had travelled on dozens of weekends golf getaways. 
They were always socializing at dinner parties and corporate events. 
Surely they could travel together for a week and enjoy the getaway 
as a group of friends and colleagues.

“Tara and Stacey would probably love hanging out together,” 
Adam conceded. 

Ryan looked a little more skeptical. “Yeah, the wives would 
love it, but I was bidding on that getaway as a gift for Stacey. It’s 
our tenth wedding anniversary this year and she’s been dropping 
hints all winter that she wants to leave the kids for a week so the 
two of us can getaway together.”

Kip felt like his plan was starting to crumble. That’s when the 
emcee stepped up to the microphone and announced that the auction 
would be closing for bids in ten minutes time.

Kip put his hand on Ryan’s shoulder. “Go talk to your wife and 



see what she says. If she want’s a solo trip, then may the best bid 
win. If not, we should call a truce and start planning a vacation.”

Adam started to laugh. “If we do end up going away together, I 
promise, I’ll have little say in the planning. That’s Tara’s 
department. My job is to write the check and show up for the 
flight.”

Ryan disappeared to consult with his wife. Kip tried not to look 
on as his friend explained the blossoming idea to a woman that Kip 
knew to be rather opinionated.  Two minutes later, Ryan rejoined 
the conversation with a broad smile. 

“She’s in. She said as long as there are no kids, she thinks it’s a 
fabulous idea. I think she’s already talking to Tara about it.” He 
took a sip from his scotch glass. “She also suggested we ask Ted 
and Wendy to join us. That would make for a great foursome if we 
go golfing,” he rationalized.

Kip completely agreed with the suggestion. While Adam went 
off to extend the invitation to their golfing buddy, Ryan disappeared 
to place one last bid on a basket of vintage wines. It was a 
consolation gift for Stacey for agreeing to the impromptu scheme.

Kip kept an eye on the bid as he sipped his scotch. Three 
couples and a bachelor. While he was used to travelling on his 
own, this felt significantly different. He turned at the sound of a 
familiar laugh to see Eden holding her stomach as she laughed 
uproariously with one of her colleagues. The bell sounded to signal 
the auction was closed as volunteers quickly collected the bid sheets 
and prepared to make arrangements for collecting donations from 
the elite group of guests. He drained his glass. Freddie was in a 
great mood and in a moment she would find out that she was now 
the proud owner of an exceptional new antique. This was as good a 
time as ever to ask her out on a date. A week long date on a private 
island. 





Chapter 3

In the back seat of the Lincoln town car, Kip was both giddy 
and more than a little nervous. When it was all said and done, the 
party had put a significant dent in his wallet but it was worth it, he 
reasoned. Freddie had her beautiful new steamer trunk that would 
be delivered in the morning. Kip had plans for an extravagant 
vacation with friends, and he had a bottle of expensive scotch in his 
lap to drown his sorrows if his best friend turned him down in the 
next few moments. 

She had thanked him profusely for the antique, promising she 
would pay him back for the luxurious item. He expected no such 
thing, but appreciated her intent. 

He was grateful that she had accepted his offer of a ride home 
instead of waiting for an unreliable taxi. This way he knew she was 
safe, but also knew he’d have a few precious moments to make his 
request while she was in such a jovial mood. 

“Freddie, can I ask you something?” he nervously began. 
He felt her hand on his arm. “Kip, could you please stop calling 

me that? I’m in senior management now. I want to be taken 
seriously. Call me Eden,” she pleaded. 

Again he felt sick for ignoring her repeated request. “I’m 
sorry…Eden. I’ll do my best. Perhaps I forgot because it’s just the 
two of us with no one to hear me talking with my best friend.”

She smiled and leaned back comfortably against the leather seat. 
“What were you going to ask?” she said softly. 

“Adam and Ryan and I agreed that instead of competing for that 



island villa getaway at the auction, we should split the cost and all 
go together. We invited Ted and Wendy to join us. We split the cost 
four ways. We’re getting a ten-thousand-dollar villa for just over 
$1000 each.”

Eden closed her eyes and softly sighed. “I didn’t even look at 
that item. I knew it would go for five grand or more.” She opened 
her eyes and smiled kindly at him. “I have to say, I’m a little 
jealous. The photos of that island made me want to go home, pack, 
and head straight for the airport. I’m tired of all this snow and 
cold,” she revealed. 

Kip took a deep breath and made his ask. “Well Eden, why 
don’t you come along. The estate is sprawling. There’s plenty of 
space. You haven’t been on vacation since last summer. You 
deserve a break. You can swim. Lay by the pool. Play tennis. Shop 
with the girls...” He paused for a moment. “Eden Masters, would 
you please consider being my guest for a week on the island of 
Mustique?”

She looked quizzically at him. “You want me to be your…
guest?” she queried. 

Kip ran his fingers through his dark hair. “Yes, my guest…my 
date,” he fumbled. “You can sleep in the bedroom and I’ll sleep on 
a sofa if that’s what you want,” he quickly added. “You mean the 
world to me Fr – Eden and I want to spend my vacation with you, 
the person I adore more than anyone in the world.” He wanted to 
spend his entire life with her, waking her up with a kiss each 
morning and pulling her into his bed each night, but that seemed 
like it might frighten her off if he admitted it aloud. 

“You’re asking me out on a date?” she bluntly confirmed. 
“Yes.”  There wasn’t much more he could say. He could see that 

she needed a moment to digest this shift in their more than twenty-
year relationship. 

She sat in silence for three blocks before turning to him with a 
furrowed brow. “Was tonight supposed to be a date? When you 



called me about the gala, were you asking me out?”
He looked curiously at her. “Yes. I was asking you out. Was I 

unclear about my intentions?”
Eden giggled lightly. “Honestly, I don’t know. I was doing three 

things the afternoon that you called. I had people in my office, my 
computer had just frozen, I was trying to get an intern’s attention,” 
her voice trailed off. “I thought you were offering me a ride. I really 
wasn’t paying a whole lot of attention.”

Kip replayed the conversation in his head. She hadn’t sounded 
distracted, but of course, she was the ultimate multitasker. “Well, I 
would have loved for you to be my date tonight,” he said 
dejectedly. The car pulled up to the curb in front of Eden’s 
building.  “Let me walk you to the door,” he offered. He gave his 
instruction to the driver to wait a moment before he walked around 
the car to open Eden’s door and offered a hand as she walked up the 
sidewalk that was slippery and covered with snow. 

“You didn’t really give me an answer,” he noted as she fumbled 
for the keys to her door. “Will you come to Mustique with me?”

Eden stuck the key in the door and sighed a frustrated sigh. “I 
would love to go with you, Kip, but I’m scared.”

“Scared?” She flew all the time. What was she scared about?
“What if we went on a few dates and things didn’t work out? I 

don’t want to lose my best friend because we couldn’t make it 
work.”

He had no such fear. He knew they’d have great chemistry 
together. Unfortunately, he had no way of proving his certainty to 
her. “Just promise me you’ll think about it, Eden. I always have 
more fun when you’re around.”

He could tell from her expression that she knew he was right 
and she felt the exact same way. 

* * * *



For a week, Eden managed to dodge Kip’s calls and avoid him 
at the gym while she sorted through her feelings on his generous 
invitation to fly south. She wanted to jump at the chance at such a 
luxurious vacation, but Kip had made it obvious that he had more 
than platonic feelings for her and he wanted to pursue them. 

What if we’re a disaster together, she thought on her commute 
home one evening. What if I lose him? Who am I going to hang out 
with? Who am I going to talk to? There wasn’t anyone else she 
trusted to talk through things like her 401k. She didn’t trust her 
mother’s judgment, that’s for certain. There wasn’t anyone else she 
trusted to handle her precious antiques when they were delivered. 
She chuckled at the thought of getting along with anyone else when 
doing decorating projects like she did with Kip. He would paint the 
walls and she always did the trim. They worked effortlessly 
together, moving in concert without getting in each other’s way, 
even in her small apartment. Now that she was finally ready to buy 
a house after losing so much to Daniel, who was it that would go to 
open houses and meet with realtors if Kip got bored and dumped 
her? The thought of losing him made her stomach churn. 

It was the sound of her phone alerting her to a new text that 
drew her from her negative thoughts. 

I’m not trying to pressure you, she read, but I’ve just booked my 
flight. The airline information quickly followed. 

If you decide to join us, you might want to grab this one. The 
others have opted for a later flight that was a little cheaper, but the 
one I sent you has better connections. My flight was $1100 because 
I opted for business class. If you need points or cash to upgrade, let  
me know. I’m in seat 7B. There happens to still be a vacancy next to 
me. 

His note was followed by an airplane emoji and then a bikini 
one and then finally, one with the cool guy wearing sunglasses. The 
entire conversation made her smile. 

I’ll think about it, was all she would commit to in her reply. 



As she road up the elevator to her unit, she opened the email he 
had sent earlier in the week with information detailing the villa she 
was invited to. It wasn’t just one big four-bedroom villa, but more 
like a series of smaller, private villas with a common area and 
infinity pool that was shared. Each couple would have their own 
space and privacy while still sharing the island experience. It was 
breathtaking on paper. 

Eden stepped in the door of her apartment and dropped her keys 
and handbag on the antique console table she had picked up two 
years earlier on an excursion to Maine with Kip. They had travelled 
together before and survived. She knew he respected her space 
when they were on the road. Why would Mustique be any different?

She opened her laptop and pulled up the reservation information 
for the airline Kip had chosen. She could see the $1100 flight he 
had referred to in his text. What got her excited was that she almost 
had enough points to cover the distance and back. She manipulated 
the reservation settings to show a combination of points and cash. If 
she booked the business class seat next to Kip, she would use up all 
her points and would only have to pay an additional forty-five 
dollars to cover the deficit. 

She clicked the button. She was reserving her spot and headed 
to the very private and luxurious island of Mustique in the 
Grenadine chain of islands. 

* * * *

Kip just about fell down his stairs as he read the late night text 
from Eden. It was his own fault for trying to read his phone and 
navigate the staircase at the same time as carrying a bottle of beer. 
He sat down on the bottom step and read her message again. Then, 
he read it a third time to make sure he wasn’t hallucinating. 

I just booked seat 7A to paradise. 
A photo of her confirmation email followed the text, which 



made his new reality all too real. 
I can’t wait to sit by the pool and share a bottle of wine with 

you, he replied. And maybe a game of tennis, he quickly added so 
she wouldn’t feel any pressure for the trip to be romantic. 

A nice crisp glass of white in the afternoon sun sounds perfect, 
came her texted reply. Now, I’m off to bed. I booked an early  
morning spin class in an effort to be swimsuit ready in three weeks.  
LOL. 

Kip felt his dick begin to stir at the though of Eden in a bikini. 
Sitting at her side for a week would certainly test his resolve. He 
undid the button to his jeans and lowered the zipper before 
adjusting the waistband to his briefs. His cock sprung up, finally 
released from its confines. He gave his rock hard shaft a good firm 
tap. Then he slowly began to stroke. He couldn’t help conjure up 
images of Eden in his bed as he leaned back against the staircase 
and closed his eyes. He would sleep very soundly tonight. 

* * * *

Upon the flight attendant’s insistence, Kip quickly stowed away 
his carry-on bag and then added Eden’s to the bin before taking his 
seat. Travelers were encouraged to quickly settle in so they could 
push back from the gate and make an attempt at an early departure. 
It had been snowing for hours, but in the last thirty minutes, more 
than a foot of new snow had landed on the ground, the wind had 
picked up, and the temperature had dropped dramatically. 

Before Eden could buckle her seat, the airplane door was closed 
and they were abruptly pushed back from the jetway that was still 
receding away from the plane. 

“Someone’s in a hurry to get going,” he murmured. 
The plane made a quick stop on the deicing platform and then 

slowly made its way through the blustery weather toward the end of 
the runway where Kip could see three jets in the queue ahead of 



them. 
“Is this even safe?” Eden nervously whispered. The visibility 

outside the cabin window dropped to zero as a streamer of snow 
blanketed the area. 

Passengers were still settling into their seats when he heard the 
cockpit command to the flight attendants to prepare for take-off and 
cross check. He unconsciously gripped the armrest and sat back in 
his seat as the jet taxied onto the runway and the jet engines started 
to roar. It was time for wheels up. 

Minutes later as they soared above the clouds and into brilliant 
sunshine. It was when the plane leveled off as it reached cruising 
altitude that Kip heard the captain address the passengers. “Thank 
you all for your cooperating in an expedited boarding this morning. 
Your efforts helped us push back ten minutes early and get you into 
the air. You’ll be happy to know that we made it out just in time. 
We’ve just received word that we were the last flight out for today. 
O’Hare is officially closed due to weather.”

Kip looked at Eden with wide eyes. “We made it,” he said with 
a mixture of relief and excited anticipation. He wondered how the 
others felt about their discounted flights now that they would be 
spending the day and maybe even the night in a crowded airport. 
The weather forecast hadn’t been positive. Twelve hours of heavy 
lake effect snow had been predicted. It might be hours before the 
airport would reopen, and then there would be huge delays in 
dealing with the backlog. 

Kip smiled to himself as a flight attendant took their drink order. 
Maybe he’d have Eden and paradise all to himself for a day or two. 
He chuckled at the coincidence. Eden in Eden. He hoped their time 
together would be both a pleasure and a delight. 

When they landed at Vieux Fort airport in St Lucia, Kip had a 
decision to make. Their entire group was scheduled for an early 
evening charter to Mustique, but he doubted their travel 
companions had yet to leave Chicago. When they stepped off the 



plane into eighty-degree heat and he turned on his phone, he knew 
his suspicious were real. 

Adam and Ted had both sent a series of texts. The airport was 
closed. Maybe for hours. The airline hoped to get them to their 
destination within the next twenty-four hours. 

Eden looked over his shoulder. “We should get to the island and 
settle in, and then make their welcome as comfortable as possible. 
Food and some wine,” she suggested. “They’ll need it when they 
finally arrive.” 

Kip sent a quick reply to let their friends know they had safely 
arrived and that as soon as they knew their new travel schedule to 
let let him know so he could re-schedule their charter. 

Ryan replied first. Then Ted. Neither seemed happy to be stuck 
in Chicago. Their wives even less so, it seemed from the series of 
messages that followed. 

Kip led Eden to the baggage area where they claimed each of 
their suitcases and then waited patiently in line to clear customs. He 
noticed that she was sweating in the afternoon heat. Wearing a long 
sleeved sweater would have that effect, he figured. As usual, she 
never complained. 

“Were not in a hurry,” he rationalized. “Our charter isn’t for 
another hour. Why don’t we get out of line, find a washroom to 
change into some shorts and t-shirts? I have a change in my carry-
on. Do you?”

She nodded and smiled in relief. “You don’t mind getting out of 
line?” she asked. 

Kip felt the temperature rise in the crotch of his jeans. “Not at 
all. I think we’d both be better off if we were comfortable, don’t 
you think?”

They stepped aside and scanned the terminal until Eden spied 
the lavatory. “Would you mind watching my suitcase while I 
quickly change?” she pleaded. “That last vodka and orange juice is 
causing some rest room urgency,” she admitted as she delicately 



danced from one foot to the next. 
Kip grabbed hold of her bag and wheeled out of the way as she 

scampered off to the washroom to take care of business and then 
change into comfort. Less than three minutes later, she breezed 
back into the waiting area wearing black shorts and a pink 
sleeveless blouse. Flip flops had replaced her sneakers. 

“Your turn,” she offered with a smile. “I’ll stay with the 
luggage.”

He wanted to ravenously kiss her, but decided against it. At this 
moment, his cock was needing more immediate attention than his 
lips. He disappeared with his carry on bag, locking himself inside a 
bathroom stall to decide if jerking off in a public restroom in a 
foreign country would be frowned upon. He decided he didn’t give 
a fuck before kicking off his jeans to stand in front of the porcelain 
toilet bowl to aggressively tug on his cock until someone in another 
stall hit the button to cause a flushing noise that drowned out his 
deep and anguished moan. With one hand leaning heavily against 
the concrete wall he inhaled deeply until the surge of endorphins 
subsided and he could finish getting changed. 

Eden looked at him curiously when he finally emerged. He 
rubbed his hand over the stubble of his skin. “I was going to shave, 
but the line took forever,” he lied. “I’ll take care of it later. Now, 
lets tackle customs and find the private charter area. We need to 
explain that the others will be late.”

An hour later, it was determined by the charter company that 
there was no point in waiting for their other guests. They loaded the 
half empty plane and prepared for takeoff. 

Eden looked out the window as Kip tried to ignore the safety 
presentation. They would be in the air for mere minutes. Their final 
destination was within reach. 

“What are we going to do at the villa without all the others?” 
Eden finally asked.

Kip knew how he wanted to spend time alone with Eden, but it 



wasn’t to be shared in such close quarters with other travelers. 
“Maybe we should explore a little and see if there’s a place to pick 
up some food and alcohol,” he suggested. “By the time they finally 
get here they’ll be exhausted and cranky and tired of airport food,” 
he reasoned.  “Let’s see what we can find.”

That seemed to satisfy Eden for now. Minutes later they were in 
the air. 



Chapter 4

Eden couldn’t have been more enamored with the resort.  Not 
even Kip had expected the butler who warmly greeted them before 
giving a tour of the four-acre estate that offered exceptional views 
from each and every window. Set in pristine natural forests, each 
accommodation offered private verandas with jaw dropping views. 
Tropics gardens surrounded them, creating a tranquil ambience. 
Bedrooms and bathrooms were spacious and luxurious. The kitchen 
was well laid out and Kip knew it would be convenient and easy to 
prepare snacks and meals throughout the week.

It turned out that they were located high in an elevated hillside, 
located over Princess Margaret beach and the Caribbean Sea. No 
matter where they looked, the view was breathtaking.

“We’re looking to get some groceries,” Kip finally remembered 
as they stood looking out over the busy harbor. 

“Why don’t you make a list and I’ll be happy to fetch whatever 
you need,” the butler suggested. 

Eden looked at her friend. “Did you all decide on villa 
arrangements before leaving Illinois?” she sneakily asked,

“No,” he said with a grin. 
“Well then, we are definitely taking the cottage with that 

amazing veranda. The sunsets from up there will be exceptional.”
Kip imagined she was right. “Get settled in, Freddie. I’ll start 

making a liquor list. Then, we can start together on the groceries.”
She was gone for five minutes before he realized she hadn’t 

corrected him on the use of her pet name. He might be sleeping on 



the sofa, but he had Eden in paradise and he would take every 
moment he could get with her over the next seven days. 

* * * *

As Eden stepped from the glass shower enclosure and began to 
dry off, she could tell that in just a few short hours on the island, 
she had gotten plenty of sun. She applied lotion to her warm skin 
and then slipped a casual and comfortable jersey knit halter dress 
over her head. She ran a comb through her tousled hair and then 
quickly tied it in a loose braid that hung over her right shoulder. She 
powdered her cheeks and applied a layer of gloss to her lips that 
were already chapped from the sun and then hung her towel to dry. 

“Please remind me to apply sunscreen every few hours 
tomorrow,” she said in Kip’s direction as she walked toward the 
open air living space that looked out over the bay. She accepted the 
glass of wine that he held up for her as she breezed by the sofa he 
was lounging on. 

She took a sip of the chilled beverage while she took in the 
magnificent view.  Over the hillside and then the bay, the setting 
sun cast a brilliant crimson glow. She had never seen a sunset like 
it. 

“Can you believe this view?” she asked in awe. When Kip failed 
to answer she glanced over her shoulder to see him leaning forward, 
looking self consciously at the floor. 

“Kip!” she blurted out when she noticed the source of his angst. 
He was trying to hide it, but it was impossible to miss. He had a 
distinct erection. The bulge in his shorts was undeniable. 

“I’m sorry,” he stammered. “You walked in with that dress and 
I…” his voice trailed off. 

Eden inspected the knee length frock. “This dress turned you 
on?” she asked in amazement. It was a plain, simple, white dress. 

Kip cleared his throat and took a long drink from his wineglass.  



“It wasn’t just the dress, sweetie, it’s you in the dress. With the sun 
behind you, I can tell that you’re not wearing any panties.” He 
looked sheepishly up at her. “And I can tell that the breeze has 
cooled you off and that you’re not wearing a bra.”

She glanced down to see that her nipples were protruding 
against the soft fabric. “I’ll go change,” she said in embarrassment. 

Kip was on his feet, grabbing onto her hand as she walked past. 
“Please don’t. You look beautiful… and comfortable. I’m sorry that 
I couldn’t control myself. I was just caught off guard, Eden. Sit with 
me and enjoy the sunset. It won’t last for much longer.”

She cautiously settled in next to him while Kip poured himself a 
refill of wine. They sat in silence for five minutes, watching 
sunlight dance across the water until slowly begin to dip below the 
horizon.

“This is a lovely wine,” Eden observed, breaking the silence.
Kip held up the bottle for her inspection. “It is. The Butler 

wasn’t able to find the Zinfandel that I know you like, but he said 
we would enjoy this bottle from Chile.”

Eden turned her head to look at him. “You know what bottle of 
Zinfandel I like to drink? I don’t even know what the brand is. I just 
know where in the liquor store to find it.”

Kip couldn’t help but chuckle at his friend. “Freddie, I know 
your preferences from Zinfandel to tampons. I know that you don’t 
like blood oranges, but you do like the juice mixed with 
pomegranate. I know when you’re unhappy with a haircut, even 
though you haven’t said a word. I know you like tomatoes but you 
don’t like pizza sauce, spaghetti sauce, ketchup, or salsa. I’ve yet to 
figure that out. Your favorite sandwich is a Reuben. Bacon extra 
crispy. Coffee is black but tea is with one sugar. You don’t wax 
your eyebrows because you think someone will see that itsy-bitsy 
scar you got when you were ten when you fell off your bike. Your 
posture changes when you’re about to get your period because your 
back aches, so I know when to give you some extra space. You’ve 



never ever mentioned a desire to have children, and frankly, I’m 
okay with that.”

Her eyes were wide. “You know all of that about me? Why are 
you paying so close attention?”

“Freddie, I have known since high school, that you were always 
going to be the shy and quiet one in our group. I learned then to pay 
attention to your expressions and your moods to figure out what you 
were thinking and feeling when you didn’t have it in you to share it 
verbally. Yeah, I’ve been paying attention. I focus on you because I 
care. I’m focused on you because… I know that no one else is.”

She sat in stunned silence while she digested Kip’s revelation. 
He loved her. He loved her, unconditionally.  Suddenly, she felt an 
overwhelming flood of emotion fill her chest. It was a mix of 
trepidation and arousal, that had her slowly lean closer and closer 
until her lips met his. Her stomach flip flopped and then she heard 
herself moan as his lips brushed ever so delicately against hers. 
Consuming all the air inside her lungs, that first kiss felt exquisite, 
exhilarating, and wonderful overwhelming all at the same time. 
When she felt his hand on her thigh, she instinctively pulled back. 
She was breathless, desperate to fill her lungs with air. “Kip, I’m 
not sure I’m ready to…”

He calmly took her hand in his and smiled warmly at her. “I 
understand. I’m not in any rush. I’ve waited for twenty years for a 
kiss. I think I can wait a little longer until you’re ready for more.”

She had another confirmation of what an incredible man Kip 
was. She leaned in and gave him one more quick kiss before 
snuggling in close to rest against his body.

* * * *

They had drained the rest of the Zinfandel, laughing and talking 
about high school memories before Eden finally excused herself to 
head to bed. She had offered to share the king sized mattress with 



him on the condition that the bed was just for sleeping. Kip wasn’t 
sure he could abide by her restriction, choosing to spend the night 
solo on the sofa instead.

She was into her third glass of wine before she could make light 
of his unexpected arousal. Kip lay in the darkness replaying the 
candid conversation in his head.

She had openly laughed at her own memory. “I shouldn’t have 
been surprised earlier. I remember one time when we were in high 
school that I walked into the living room where everyone was 
hanging out and all of a sudden you had a hard on.” She continued 
to giggle and she sipped her wine. “I remember you were wearing 
grey track pants and a black T-shirt and there was no doubt that you 
were pitching a tent. I wondered at the time what had caused it. It 
didn’t even occur to me that I might have had such an influence on 
you.”

Kip chuckled as he lay on the sofa just as he had when Eden had 
sat next to him earlier in the evening. “I don’t remember that 
particular incident, but I can assure you it wasn’t an isolated one. I 
got very good at strategically carrying text books and binders at 
school, just to hide the daily erections that you caused.” He had 
assured her that his experiences weren’t limited to just high school 
and that she had turned him on hundreds of times over the years 
without her ever knowing it. He wasn’t entirely sure if she believed 
his admission, but at least he had made it. He wanted her to know 
that he found her physically attractive. He always had, and he still 
did. 

He drifted off to sleep, thinking of the lingering first kiss he had 
shared with Eden, certain that he’d be waking with an erection. 

It was the sound of birds chirping and the distant sound of a 
boat horn in the bay below that woke Kip. Bright sunlight streamed 
in and filled the room. He glanced at his phone to see that he’d slept 
well past his usual rising time. Other than the wildlife, the house 
seemed to be quiet and he wondered if Eden was still sleeping. 



He stumbled to the bathroom to find a layer of stubble greeting 
him in the mirror. He turned on the shower taps and dropped his 
boxers, scratching his balls as he waited for the water to turn warm. 

He peeked through the bedroom door to see the silhouette of a 
body beneath a pile of white sheets. He determined that he had a 
few minutes of alone time to take care of his stiff cock without fear 
of being discovered. He stepped into the shower and slowly stroked 
his cock as the hot water cascaded over his head and down his 
body. He closed his eyes and imagined how incredible it would feel 
if it were Eden stroking instead of him. 

It wasn’t long before he let out a grunt and then a long low 
groan and he could slowly open his eyes to watch his DNA wash 
down the drain. The sperm retention headache he had woken with 
was slowly subsiding. He quickly washed his hair and then lathered 
up his body before standing quietly one more time to rinse off.

“How often do you do that?” he heard a familiar voice ask. 
He turned abruptly to see Eden standing in the doorway. Even 

with bedhead, she looked adorable.  “Do what?” he innocently 
asked. 

She lifted her hand and made the universal sign for jerking off. 
He turned away to face the wall as he turned off the taps, 

suddenly aware that the glass enclosure was transparent and Eden 
could see all of him. “Daily, when I’m not in a relationship,” he 
candidly admitted. “How often for you?”

If she was going to ask, he was too. 
“I don’t…”
He looked questioningly at her as he reached for a towel. “Be 

honest, Freddie. I’m sure you masturbate. Everyone does.”
She hummed and hawed for a moment before finally looking up 

at him. “I guess I don’t have a schedule, Kip. I seek relief from time 
to time if I’m stressed.”

He leaned in and kissed her forehead. “I appreciate your 
honesty.” He focused on the mirror, running his fingers through his 



hair before assembling his shaving equipment while she watched. 
He realized there was something he didn’t know about his friend. 
“Are you a toys kind of girl or do you go natural?” he asked as he 
held up two fingers. 

She openly blushed and it made him smile to see her reaction to 
such a candid question. “I ask, because I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
any toys around your place.”

“I prefer to keep things simple,” she softly admitted. 
He scraped the razor across his face, trying not to imagine what 

it would be like to watch her indulge in a little self love. 
“When is the rest of the group going to get here?” she asked as 

she assembled everything she would need for a morning shower. 
Kip splashed water on his face before answering. “I’m not sure. 

I didn’t have any updates on my phone this morning. I’ll call Ryan 
a little later and see if the weather has lifted.” He patted aftershave 
on his neck and cheeks all the while watching Eden in the mirror. 
“Are you waiting for me to leave before you shower?”

She looked shyly at the floor to avoid his reflection. “Yes.”
If she only knew how much he wanted to just stand and watch 

her go about her morning routine. “I’ll get out of your hair,” he 
reluctantly offered before stealing a not-so-quick kiss. He left her to 
shower while he rummaged through his suitcase in the living room 
to find something casual to wear. It looked like it was going to be 
an exceptional day for sitting by the pool. He pulled on a pair of 
lightweight twill shorts and made his way to the kitchen where he 
could smell fresh brewed coffee before exploring the infinity pool 
that he was certain would be the focal point of the vacation. 

* * * *

Eden wrapped in a sarong to cover her bikini before heading to 
the kitchen to find something tantalizing for breakfast. The butler 
had purchased all types of fruits for them to sample and she was 



eager to taste the tropical delights. She assembled a plate and then 
poured a coffee before heading toward the sunshine of the pool 
deck. She would ask Kip to help her finish applying sunscreen after 
eating. 

When she stepped out onto the concrete, she was immediately 
distracted by the site of Kip. He stood casually, talking on the 
telephone, wandering around the pool deck as he dragged a landline 
in his wake. The vintage style telephone must have come with the 
cottage. It amused her to see him holding the black plastic receiver 
while the heavy base dangled from two fingers as he spoke candidly 
with what sounded to be their travel mates. She couldn’t help but 
notice that he was shirtless, but what she also noticed was that his 
shorts hung loosely off his hips and she wondered when he had lost 
weight without her noticing. He had clearly lost those few extra 
pounds that sometimes gathered at his midsection. He was tall, 
looking lean, and if she was honest with yourself, looking very 
tempting.

She watched in silence, eating her breakfast as he inquired into 
the weather in Chicago. “What is their flight status?” she asked 
when he had hung the heavy receiver back into its cradle and set 
phone back down on the table.

“Well, they sound tired and grumpy, but enthusiastic about my 
report on what to expect when they get here. The airport is open and 
the airlines are working to clear as many flights as possible. They’re 
hoping to depart by mid-afternoon.”

She quickly calculated how long it had taken them to make the 
journey to the Grenadine islands. “That means they won’t get here 
until late this evening,” she reasoned. “Will they even be able to get 
a charter from the mainland to here that late at night?”

Kip shrugged his shoulders is he stole a raspberry off of her 
plate and popped it in his mouth. “I have no idea, I guess I’ll make a 
call and see if I can find out. If not, they’ll have to wait on the 
mainland and fly over tomorrow morning.”



Eden continue to eat in silence. Even though she was looking 
forward to seeing everyone, she wasn’t opposed to another night of 
having to resort just to themselves.

“You’re hoping they can’t get a flight until tomorrow morning, 
aren’t you?” he pointedly asked.

She just shrugged her shoulders and gave him a slight smile. 
“How do you know what I’m thinking?”

“Because I can see it in your eyes. You have that little glint that 
you get when you’re looking forward to something.” He brushed his 
finger across your cheek. “Am I right?”

She gave him a slight nod in response. “It’s beautiful here. It’s 
peaceful. I know that you like to be with people, but this level of 
isolation is my kind of vacation.”

“I know, Freddie. We don’t have to hang out as a group all of 
the time. You can have all the solitude you need.”

She looked up at him and smiled. “Thank you for 
understanding.” Then she stood and inspected his shoulders. “You 
really do need a layer of sunscreen, Kip. You don’t want to burn on 
your first full day here.”

Before he could protest, she poured a generous amount of lotion 
into the palm of her hand and begin rubbing it on his bicep.  Then 
she moved to his shoulders and then stood behind him, rubbing the 
coconut scented lotion down the muscles of his back. “When did 
you lose weight?” she asked as her hands slid did over the area 
where she remembered his love handles to be.

“My doctor suggested losing a few pounds might be a good 
idea. They were creeping on one at a time. He suggested that losing 
weight after the age of forty can be a lot harder, so I decided to shed 
a few pounds this winter before I reach that milestone.”

“You look good,” she murmured in a soft voice before kissing 
one shoulder and then slowly kissing the other before rising to her 
tip toes to plant her lips on the back of his neck. Her hand slid 
around to his stomach and then down to the beltline of his shorts to 



where her hand gently grazed across a noticeable bulge. 
Didn’t you just take care of this?
His arousal was evident in his voice. “I have waited for so long 

for you to touch me like that.”
She let her hand slide up and down the fabric that encased his 

cock until she felt his hand on hers, urging her to continue. She felt 
a shiver run through her entire body before she quickly withdrew 
her hand and took a step back. Kip was immediately facing her, 
pleading with his eyes for her to continue. “I want to kiss you,” she 
shyly admitted. “I need to feel you.”  Even she was surprised at the 
tone of her own voice and how much urgency it contained. 

Kip’s lips were immediately pressed against hers, but with much 
more urgency than the night before. She couldn’t help but murmur 
and moan as their lips moved against each other. Then, she felt the 
tip of his tongue brush against her bottom lip and it made her knees 
feel weak.

“You have the sexiest round ass,” he murmured between kisses 
as his hands gently squeezed her bottom. 

She felt delirious at the sound of his words.
“Sexy ass, and the most beautiful breasts,” he continued as his 

hand slowly glided across one breast to land on the other where he 
ever so slightly brushed his thumb against the fabric that covered 
her nipple.

Her hands had been frozen in place, clamped to each of his 
shoulders while his had so freely roamed her body. Her senses were 
too overwhelmed to give her hands a command as she moaned and 
whimpered and trembled at Kip’s touch. It was the instant that Kip 
loosened the drawstrings on her bikini and it fell to the ground that 
she felt sheer panic take hold. She stepped back, shivering 
uncontrollably as he looked at her in complete confusion.

“Am I moving too quickly?” he dejectedly asked.
All she could do was nod as she looked at his feet.
“I don’t want to push you out of your comfort zone,” he said 



honestly, “but I know you’re turned on, Freddie. I can hear it, I can 
feel it, and I can see it.”

She looked curiously at him. He can see it?
“That dark patch on your swimsuit is telling me that your pussy 

is wet,” he quietly explained. He wrapped his arms around her 
shoulders and pulled her in close before whispering in her ear. “I 
would love to taste you, Freddie. But only if you’re ready.”

Her heart was pounding. Oh God, he wants to lick me?
“When you’re ready, okay?” he said in a reassuring voice
Eden knew she was trembling in his arms. Why was she so 

conflicted? She adored Kip. Clearly she was aroused by his touch. 
Then, doubt began to creep in and she worried about how long it 
would take for him to find out she wasn’t what he was looking for 
in a lover. How long would it take for him to break up with her, and 
leave her without a best friend?

“Hey, where did you go there on me?” he said softly.
Her lips begin to quiver as she stifled a sob. “I don’t want you to 

leave me because I’m not what you’re looking for in bed. I don’t 
want to lose you.”

“I love you, Freddie. What on earth makes you think that you 
aren’t what I’m looking for sexually?”

She was sobbing and shaking her head and shrugging her 
shoulders all at the same time, trying to find the words to 
adequately explained her fears. “Daniel wasn’t,” she finally 
managed to sob. “He told me over and over that I was a 
disappointment to him.”

Kip’s expression of concern slowly morphed into anger as he 
processed her revelation.

He spat out his words. “I knew Daniel was an asshole, but I had 
no idea he had been so cruel to you. He didn’t understand you like I 
do, Freddie. Please don’t assume that I’m anything like that piece of 
shit.”

“Please…please just hold me,” she pleaded through her tears.



Kip’s arms were immediately around her, holding her close, 
letting her know that she was safe and secure and that just as he 
always made her feel, that everything would be alright.



Chapter 5

Encouraged and frustrated. That’s how Kip felt as he dealt with 
Eden’s flip flop of emotions when it came to being intimate with 
him. He was encouraged and wildly excited that she had gotten to 
the point of kissing him and letting him touch her. He was frustrated 
with her self doubts. 

As he leaned over the edge of the infinity pool and looked out 
over the sailboats below, he evaluated his expectations of Freddie in 
bed. Her personality was more reserved than most. She could be 
painfully shy. She often kept her thoughts to herself. He could 
reason that some guys might find that boring in bed. 

But he had what they didn’t. He knew how to read Eden. He 
knew what it meant when her eyes widened and her nostrils flared. 
She was angry or startled by what she had heard. He knew that 
when she took short and shallow breaths she was excited but too 
overwhelmed to say why. He knew the subtle variations of her 
smile. The one that said she was content. The one that told him she 
was amused. Of course, there was the one that clearly indicated she 
was annoyed with him but tolerant of his behavior. 

He took a drink from the can of beer that he had picked up at the 
very convenient swim up bar. He made a bold decision. He stood up 
in the waist deep water and turned to where she was reading in a 
lounge chair. He waded across the pool to where she sat. “Come in 
for a swim,” he invited. “You’ve been sitting in the sun for too 
long. Come and cool off with me.” He had used the most inviting 
yet insistent tone he could. 



She put down her book and rose from her chair, stretching 
before taking the short walk to the top of the pool stairs. “I’ll come 
in for a quick swim if you promise to put on more sunscreen when 
we get out,” she bargained. 

Kip nodded and smiled, feeling his pulse race as she smiled in 
return. She was relaxed. 

“Can I kiss you?” he asked as she sunk into the water until her 
head and shoulders were the only part of her body that wasn’t 
submerged. 

She nodded and gave him her signature shy smile. 
He took his time, slowly kissing her as they moved about the 

pool. 
“May I touch you?” he asked as his hand grazed the curve of her 

breast. 
Again, she nodded before her eyelids drifted close and she 

resumed kissing his lips. He moved his hand gently and unhurriedly 
until she was free of her bikini top. She gasped and then trembled at 
the exquisite feeling of her bare chest pressed against his. 

“You’re so warm,” he murmured. That’s when he felt her legs 
wrap around his torso and he knew she was in a place of intoxicated 
tranquility.  “Your breasts are perfect,” he murmured into her hair 
as her lips grazed his neck and his hands teased at her nipple. “May 
I kiss one?” he asked as he lifted her out of the water and set her on 
the edge of the pool, studying her hard nipples before sucking one 
between his lips to kiss it. Her back arched and she made the 
sweetest sounding gasp as he teased that beautifully hardened 
nipple against his tongue. 

His hand slowly slid up her thigh until he reached the edge of 
her swim suit. He ran his thumb over the fabric between her legs 
until she began to moan between whimpers. That’s when he made 
his move. 

He let go of her nipple and buried his face in her neck, holding 
her head in his hand as he made his plea. “I want to taste your pussy 



now, Eden. I want to taste you and lick you until you come.”
She was panting for air as her fingernails dug into the flesh of 

his shoulders. He leaned back to see her face and to read her 
expression. Her eyes were wide, but there was no sign of anger. She 
was wildly aroused. Excited. He could see it in her eyes and feel it 
in her breath. He pressed his lips against her neck. Her pulse was 
racing. 

He slowly pulled the tie that held her bikini bottom together. 
That’s when she looked all around them with a look of panic on her 
face. 

“No one is here to see us,” he reassured her. “The butler went to 
the store. It’s just you and me, Eden.”

He could feel her relax ever so slightly until he lowered the 
fabric to expose her pussy. He studied it ever so briefly, biting his 
bottom lip at the sight. She was agonizingly beautiful.  Go slow. 

Without touching her pussy, he leaned in and kissed her lips 
before dropping to kiss each breast. Then he kissed lower and lower 
until he reached the tiny landing strip of hair that led him to his 
destination. He looked up at her with a devious expression. “This, I 
didn’t know about you,” he said before nuzzling the light brown 
patch of fur. 

Eden smiled at his comment and then groaned as he gave one 
tantalizing kiss to the inside of one thigh and then the other. Then, 
he could wait no longer. He had to feel her on his tongue. 

The first drag of his tongue had her tasting like the salt water of 
the pool. The second, less like the water they had been immersed in. 
The third…that was heavenly. His first taste of Eden had his heart 
pounding as he let out an uncontrollable murmur. 

“My god you taste incredible,” he muttered into her pussy 
before greedily taking another lick. 

He looked up to see an entirely new expression on her face. Her 
mouth was gaping open and there appeared to be a look of anguish 
in her eyes. 



“It feels good, doesn’t it?” he knowingly asked. He was giving 
her the words that she could not force from her lips. Instead she 
offered a jagged nod. 

He licked and nibbled, slowly focusing more and more of his 
attention on her clit. Her eyes got really wide and he knew what she 
thinking. There was no way he was going to stop eating that sweet 
pussy. She was going to have to yank his hair until it came out by 
the roots for him to stop. Her lips moved as a murmur escaped. 
Then another that was just a little louder. 

Suddenly her shoulders shook and he witnessed her body 
tighten before she let out the tiniest little squeal. He felt an intense 
throbbing in her pussy and he knew that she was climaxing. He 
rhythmically rubbed his tongue across her clit, smiling to himself as 
each pass caused another contortion of her body. The moan that 
accompanied each grew softer and softer until she was left panting 
as he tenderly lapped up her juices. Her eyelids were heavy when he 
finally lifted his head to smile at her. 

“Well it’s settled,” he gently kidded. “I’m hooked. You’re 
everything I’ve ever wanted in a lover.”

She cringed and then pressed her foot against his chest, almost 
knocking him off balance. 

He grabbed her foot and pulled himself back in. “Seriously, 
Freddie. You have an amazing pussy. So delicious. I loved every 
second of pleasuring you.” He leaned in close. “Want a taste?” he 
asked as he went to kiss her. 

“Wha?”
She was tense. Anxiety registered in her expression. 
“Kiss me and taste your pussy,” he sensually invited. “Taste 

your sweet pussy and see why I loved eating you like that.”
He had never seen the look he now saw on her face. It could 

best be characterized as horrific disgust. She was clearly outside her 
comfort zone. 

He reluctantly dipped beneath the water and washed her juices 



off his lips. He knew how to handle her uncertainty. “When you’re 
ready and you want a taste, just pull me in for a kiss,” he said 
reassuringly when he had resurfaced. 

He would help her push her boundaries, but he respected her 
limits. 

* * * *

Lunch was an elaborate salad and fresh bread with smoked fish 
and olives.  Eden ate every bite, washing it all down with a bottle of 
mineral water. She rarely ate so ravenously. Kip smiled coyly as 
they ate in conversational silence, listing to the peaceful sounds of 
the forest that surrounded them. 

“What is that smirk for?” she finally asked. 
Kip leaned back and smiled proudly. “You usually eat like a 

bird. What were you up to this morning that got you so famished, 
Freddie?” he teased. 

She defiantly tossed her napkin at him. “You’re proud of 
yourself aren’t you?”

The banter continued back and forth until Kip leaned in and 
kissed her nose. “Hey, was that my name on your lips just as you 
were about to come?” he pointedly asked. 

Eden felt the deep warmth of a blush fill her cheeks. 
“It was!” he said enthusiastically. “Oh god, Freddie, that is so 

fucking hot.”
“Kip! Why do you say thinks like that?” she asked in an 

embarrassed tone as she quickly cleared the table in an effort to 
deflect the attention he was giving her.

“Things like what?” he asked in surprise. 
Again she felt embarrassed as she tried to repeat the words that 

he so easily expressed.  “Pussy, and come, and fuck and everything 
else you say. Don’t you know how awkward that makes me feel?”

Clearly he did not. She felt uneasy as he stood up and took her 



in his increasingly comfortable arms. “Freddie, I say those things 
because I love you. I say them because they’re an intimate 
expression of how I feel and what I’m thinking. You’re the one 
person that I should be able to share my most intimate thoughts 
with. Don’t you think?”

His reasoning made some sense to her. “It – It’s just a big leap 
from a few weeks ago when our conversations were about passing 
the chips and what movies were worth watching,” she reasoned. 

He held her in close. “Sometimes I say the things that I wonder 
if you’re thinking but you just don’t feel comfortable expressing out 
loud,” he kindly explained. 

He was interpreting her thoughts. He was more inside her head 
than anyone ever had been. It was both ridiculously scary and 
wildly comforting all at the same time. “Just don’t tell the whole 
world what I’m feeling,” she quietly pleaded. “I keep it inside for a 
reason.”

She didn’t need people knowing what was going on inside her 
head, or her heart. 

* * * *

It was Sunday morning at 11:00 am when the storm-stayed 
friends from Chicago finally arrived in Mustique. Kip took control 
of the chaos, motioning for the butler to take Ryan and Stacey’s 
bags to one villa and then Ted and Wendy’s to another before 
Adam and Tara’s bags were taken to the Hibiscus Suite. All the 
while, he distributed strong drinks to the weary couples. 

“We have fresh caught fish to grill for lunch to compliment a 
rice salad Eden fixed up,” he boasted as his friends slowly let the 
stress of the past two days drain from their bodies. “As soon as your 
bags are in your rooms, I encourage you to put on a swim suit and 
find your way to the pool. You’ll find a fully equipped swim-up bar 
and the most incredible view that you can imagine. 



Ryan and Ted perked up at the news of a swim-up bar. Tara 
looked like she might eat the fish before it was even cooked. 

“Go shower and settle in,” Kip encouraged. “Lunch will be 
ready by the time you get to the pool.”

An hour later, the entire crew was sitting by the water, 
marveling at the views while they commiserated over their failed 
escape from the snow. Kip poured drinks as fast as he could mix 
them while Eden finished grilling the fish he had promised to help 
her with. 

“Here, let me let me help you with that,” he said to Eden before 
helping to plate the seafood that had been lightly grilled and 
appeared to be perfectly seasoned. He helped her plate the meal 
before setting it in front of their friends who ravenously dug into the 
fillet. 

“You know, we have a butler at our disposal,” Kip bragged as 
food was quickly consumed. “He knows all the best golf courses on 
the island. Here is a list of the top three,” he offered as he put a 
sheet of paper in front of his friends.  

“Does anyone play tennis?” Eden quietly asked. “There is an 
exceptional clay court on the grounds. 

Kip leaned over and kissed her as their friends continued to eat.
“Wait. What was that?” Tara exclaimed as she swallowed a 

mouthful of grilled vegetables. Did you two just kiss?”
Forks clattered against china as the swim-up bar fell silent. 
“What the hell happened here?” Tara asked. “I thought you two 

were just friends.”
Wendy chucked. “You really believed that?”
Eden looked anxiously at Kip. 
“We are friends,” she whispered just loud enough to be heard. 
“We are just friends. We just realized this weekend that maybe 

there’s more for us than just a friendship,” Kip explained. 
Ryan resumed eating as Kip poured a splash of grapefruit juice 

over a shot of vodka and handed it to Eden. “I never understood 



why you two weren’t already together,” the businessman reasoned. 
“You have this crazy chemistry.”

“We’ve known each other for two decades,” Kip explained. 
“Yeah, but there’s more than that,” Tara interjected “you finish 

each other’s sentences. You know what she wants to drink even 
though she hasn’t said a word, and even though I’ve never seen 
anything physical between you, you’re always in tune with each 
other. I’ve been married for ten years and we barely have that.”

Adam looked at his wife. “You’d smack me if I started finishing 
your sentences,” he said before cautiously leaning in to steal a quick 
kiss. 

“I think it’s adorable that he still calls your Freddie,” Tara 
added. “It’s so sweet.”

“You do?” Eden questioned. 
Kip remained silent but gave her the I-told-you-so look. 
“I have always assumed that in private, you two were 

canoodling,” Wendy friendly accused. 
“We’ve never!” Eden gasped. 
Wendy continued. “Eden, I didn’t know you when you were 

married, but even when Kip was living with the shopaholic, I 
though you were quietly getting it on.” Wendy stabbed her fork into 
a piece of fish on her plate. “Honestly, I think she did to. She talked 
about it more than once.”

“Is that why you two broke up?” Eden queried in horror. “Did I 
cause that?”

“No!” Kip replied emphatically. “We drifted apart, mostly 
because of her out of control spending. That’s the reason I ended it 
with her.” He turned to look at his friends. “And for the record, I 
never ever cheated on Janice. Not with Eden or with anyone else.”

Stacey had sat silent through the revelation, but now broke the 
awkward silence. “I can’t believe that over the twenty or more years 
you’ve know each other, you didn’t have a crush on each other at 
some point.”



Kip knew he had. 
Eden giggled and then cringed. “I had the biggest crush on Kip 

in high school,” she revealed. “The end of junior year and for all of 
senior year I followed him around, desperately hoping he would ask 
me out. Stephanie Duncan was always so much better at getting his 
attention than I was.”

“I knew it,” Stacey murmured. 
“You had a crush on me?” Kip incredulously asked. 
Eden nodded shyly. 
Kip took her in his arms. “I wanted to ask you to the prom so 

badly, but then Kyle had that bright idea that we all go as a group 
and everyone agreed.”

Wendy waded back into the conversation. “It’s probably just as 
well that you didn’t get together back then. You probably wouldn’t 
be together this many years later and you definitely wouldn’t be 
friends.”

“You’d have been lucky to have made it through college,” 
Stacey added. “And if you made it past that, you’d have three kids 
and a divorce under your belt by now.” 

Wendy nodded in agreement. 
Ryan looked at his wife in shock. “You think so?”
“Absolutely,” Stacey reasoned. “Marriage is hard. Relationships 

are hard.” She waved her hand at the tranquility that surrounded 
them. “That’s why we’re all here, isn’t it? We’ve escaped our 
everyday lives and abandoned our kids for a week so that we can 
have some precious alone time with our spouses. So we can talk 
without interruption and …”

“Have sex without interruption?” Ryan added with mild sarcasm 
in his voice. 

“Exactly!” Tara, Stacey, and Wendy replied in an emphatic 
trio. 

“Well, thank you for the relationship encouragement,” Kip said 
dryly. 



Ted slapped his buddy on the shoulder. “Hey, with the 
foundation they you two have, if anyone can make it work, you 
can.”

Kip felt Freddie melt against his side as she wrapped her arm 
around his waist. Every day, her fears for their friendship dwindled 
little by little. 



Chapter 6

Kip casually held her hand as they walked back to their villa in 
the late night darkness. Stars shone brightly overhead and the moon 
illuminated their path. Eden felt wonderfully woozy from the drinks 
that had flowed as they had all sat around the fire pit and talked 
until someone announced that it was well past midnight and time to 
call it a night. The boys would t-off at ten a.m. Eden had scheduled 
a tennis match with Tara for 11:00 o’clock.

Is Kip going to want to sleep in the bed or on the couch? She 
drew in a quick breath as she pondered either outcome.

“It’s late,” Kip casually observed as they rounded a row of 
shrubs and approached the front door. “It’s late and you’re a little 
tipsy, Freddie.”

I am, and after such a long day, I’m exhausted.
Kip closed the door behind them and walked toward the 

bedroom. “We’re both tired. I don’t expect anything romantic 
tonight, Freddie, but I would like to hold you in my arms while we 
sleep. Would you be okay with that?”

She took a few short steps toward him and leaned into his open 
arms. The woozy feeling subsided and she felt wonderfully content. 
“I’d like that,” she murmured.

Kip held her close. In the silence she could feel the methodical 
heartbeat of his chest. It was faster than normal, but far from racing. 
She found it remarkably calming. She felt like she might drift off, 
right there in his arms.

“Go brush your teeth,” he said softly. “It’s time for bed.”



She didn’t hesitate to obey. It had been a day filled with sun and 
laughs and food and drink. She had been taken to the summit of 
pleasure and been encouraged to tumble down, all with Kip’s 
guidance and patience. As her head hit the pillow, she felt his strong 
arms envelop her. His bare chest pressed up against her back. His 
warm breath on her neck. Then, she drifted off to sleep.

Eden woke with a start. It had been more than a year since she 
had shared a bed with a man, and the movement of Kip as he rose 
from under the covers had startled her. She rolled over to see him 
sitting on the edge of the bed, checking his phone before rising.

“What time is it?” she groggily asked.
“Quarter past nine,” he mumbled. 
He set down his phone and started to rise. Without thinking, she 

reached out and grabbed hold of his hand. “Don’t go,” she pleaded. 
Eden felt her temperature rise as a twinge between her legs began to 
turn to a throbbing ache.

He looked curiously at her. “I was just going to brush my teeth 
and take care of this,” he replied with a half turn of his torso so she 
could see the stiff bulge in his briefs.

“Are you a morning person?” she whispered.
Kip continued to look at her with a puzzled look.
She glanced over her shoulder at the brilliant sunshine that 

shone through the window.  “Are you a morning person?” she asked 
again, mustering her most alluring voice. “I am,” she added with 
barely a whisper. “It’s my favorite time of day to…” She looked at 
the sheets and then back at his midsection. Let me take care of that  
for you.

He slid back into the bed next to her, nuzzling her neck as he sat 
up against the pillows. “If this is your favorite time of day, then 
what is your favorite position?” he asked in a thick voice.

She straddled his legs and then lifted her arms, stripping off the 
t-shirt she had worn to bed. It made her smile to see his eyes widen 
in anticipation. His hands were immediately on her breasts, cupping 



and then enfolding them in his hands. His fingers delicately brush 
against her nipples, sending wonderful waves of pleasure through 
her body. One hand dropped to skillfully rub against her panties that 
immediately began to feel warm.

I’m wet.
“You really are a morning person. You’re wet,” Kip seductively 

observed.
The intensity rose dramatically when he shifted her so he could 

shimmy out of his briefs before enthusiastically helping her remove 
her panties. She felt light headed as his fingers slid against her bare 
flesh, teasing and caressing between her legs until her body began 
to tremble.

Don’t come yet.
Kip pulled her closer, lifting her ever so slightly with his hands 

that steadied her hips. “I’d like you to come with me inside you, if 
that’s okay?” he murmured before letting her body succumb to 
gravity. 

The first touch of the tip of his cock to her skin caused her to let 
out a moan. The exquisite feel of his cock begin to fill her had Eden 
gasping for air before letting out a tiny cry that lingered in the air. 
She had never felt so wonderfully full.

He’s so big!
“Am I hurting you?” Kip whispered as his thumb slowly 

brushed against her clit and she struggled against the decadence to 
lift and lower her body.

She slowly shook her head as her eyelids grew heavy. She felt 
his hand clutch one cheek of her ass, lifting her up and letting her 
fall, slowly bouncing her on his cock. Effortlessly they glided 
against each other.

“You’re so wet,” he mumbled. “Your beautiful pussy is 
dripping down my cock to coat my balls.”

She wasn’t sure if it was the tone of his voice, or the nature of 
his words, but one or the other sent a surge through her body, 



causing her to let out a wild moan as she threw back her head. She 
felt his hand rise from her ass to her neck when he held her firmly, 
pressing her down against his cock. His thumb moved with greater 
urgency and she could feel her body begin to tremble.

Oh god, this feels incredible.
“You’re unbelievable,” Kip moaned. “It’s fucking extraordinary 

the way you move.”
She knew she was grinding hard against him now. Her body 

rocked in concert to the movement of his thumb, building more and 
more tension with each second that passed. 

Oh, Kip.
“Come for me,” he begged.
Oh god, Kip!
“Come,” he pleaded through clenched teeth.
A cry escaped her lips as the tension snapped. She gasped for air 

and then let out another cry and then another as Kip thrust his hips 
against her while letting out a deep and throaty moan.

Euphoria replaced the desperate need she had felt. Exhausted, 
she fell against his chest and panted for air. He came. He came with 
me. She was ecstatic.

“You are so sexy,” he murmured between gasps for air. “I have 
imagined being with you a hundred times and frankly, I could never 
have imagined anything as perfect as this.”

Eden smiled inside and out, resting comfortably until her pulse 
returned to normal. That’s when she realized she had taken up 
precious minutes of his morning. “Are you going to be late for 
golf?” she bashfully laughed.

Kip brushed back the hair that clung to her neck. “I’ll be late for 
every appointment for the rest of my life if I can wake up to this 
each morning.”

Eden smiled as she reluctantly slid off his lap to stand beside the 
edge of the bed. Suddenly she felt her body release his precious 
load. She let out a squeal that had Kip freeze all movement. He 



looked at her face and then down her body to where her body was 
paralyzed.

“Oh my god,” he moaned as his fingers brushed against her tiny 
landing strip of hair. He gently tapped her thigh and looked up at 
her with an imploring look. “Relax, Freddie. Don’t hold back. You 
can let it out,” he whispered.

She slowly let go of the tension in her body, breathing through 
the foreign sensation of his cum slowly trickling down her leg, 
leaving a warm, wet trail. How could he be savoring the site of 
something that made her feel so self conscious?

“So beautiful. So sexy. Just like you,” he murmured as he ran 
his finger through the thick fluid.

Eden let herself relax at the sincerity of his words. 
“Go shower,” he reluctantly suggested. “I’ll take a dip in the 

pool to rinse off. I’m sure the guys are wondering where I am.”
Eden gingerly walked to the next room and turned on the 

shower, allowing herself to take a moment to relish in the sensation 
of his fluids on her legs. If he could enjoy the sight, she wanted to 
as well. 

As water cascaded over her body, she heard Kip’s familiar voice 
calling out from the next room. He was off to chase a little white 
ball around for four hours. She would play tennis, and then enjoy 
some peace and tranquility before he returned.

* * * *

After a day of all four couples exploring the famous beaches 
and bars of the island, Kip could tell that Freddie needed a little 
alone time. Wendy and Tara had returned to the pool after lunch to 
announce that they had booked a catamaran ride to show them the 
houses of the rich and the famous during a floating exploration of 
the island. 

Eden didn’t have to say a word. He could tell that while it 



sounded exotic, she had little interest in spending hours aboard a 
boat with the crew who always seemed to have multiple 
conversation on the go at any one time.

“Guys, it sounds great,” Kip replied when he had been asked to 
join. “I know you’ll have fun, but I’ve gotten enough sun for today. 
I think Freddie and I will just stay here at the villa. I’ve got a work 
proposal to review and I know Freddie has a book she’s dying to 
read.” He could see disappointment on the faces of his friends. “Go 
and have fun. Freddie and I will have dinner ready when you return. 
We’ll cook and you guys can clean up,” he reasoned.

From across the table, Eden thanked him with her eyes. She 
immediately rummaged through her beach bag to find the book he 
had referred to and scurried off to a quiet corner in the shade to 
settle into a chair and put her feet up. 

Ten minutes later, everyone was gone. He was left listening to a 
pair of birds calling back and forth to one another as a warm breeze 
blew through the trees. Kip found himself drawn to a wicker sofa 
beneath a set of palm trees where he happily reclined and closed his 
eyes. He slowly drifted off to the relaxing sounds and smells that 
filled the island air, dreaming of holding Eden in his arms as they 
slowly kissed.

Kip felt his body twitch, drawing him from his sleep. Then, he 
felt a familiar stir in his groin. A chill enveloped him, causing him 
to shield his eyes as he opened them against the brilliant sunshine. 
He looked towards his feet to see Eden kneeling at his side, softly 
licking his cock that had been freed from his shorts.

“Am I dreaming?” he whispered.
That’s when he felt the breathtaking surge of precum travel up 

his shaft to leak out and drip down his cock to pool by Freddie’s 
fingers. It was all too real for it all to just be a dream.

“How long was I sleeping?” he asked as her beautiful lips slid 
over the head of his cock and sunk to fill her mouth. Kip let out a 
groan, watching the glimmer in her eyes as she looked at him and 



slowly bobbed her head. She didn’t answer.
“My god, you do that well,” he admired as she stroked her hand 

at the base and gave him the perfect balance of suction and 
movement of his cock between her lips. He was certain that his 
praise had caused her to increase her tempo. He could feel that 
heady feeling of precum dancing up his cock to shoot across her 
tongue.

“Can you take me deeper?” he asked as he gently placed his 
hand on her head and began to tangle his fingers in her hair.

She lunged deeper and deeper, taking his estimate of seven 
inches into her mouth. He swore in appreciation as tears pooled in 
her eyes.

“Suck me,” he pleaded in a desperate voice.
She willingly obliged.
Part of him wanted her to work for his release, but the sight of 

her adoring his cock like this made him doubt that he could last 
more than a few minutes. Suddenly, he was faced with a dilemma. 
He had no idea how she wanted him to finish. He gripped her hair a 
little tighter and lifted her head ever so slightly. She continued to 
suck in desperation.

“When I’m going come, I’ll tug your hair so you can back 
away,” he groaned.

There was a look of anguish on her face as she tried to shake her 
head while continuing her delicious movements.

“Y – you want me to come in your mouth?” he incredulously 
asked.

Her eyes shone bright and he knew that’s what she desperately 
wanted. That’s how she wanted this encounter to end.

“Oh Freddie,” he moaned as he let his hand fall from her hair to 
tease it against her breast. “You are so sexy to me.”

His head fell back against the cushion and his eyes closed tight. 
He listened to the slurping sound her mouth was making, drawing 
his precum into her mouth until she could barely contain it all. With 



a tight grip, her hand glided effortlessly, rhythmically meeting her 
lips as her mouth and arm moved in concert. 

“Freddie,” he moaned as his abs flinched. “Freddie,” he called 
out a little louder than before. “I’m going to fill your mouth,” he 
gasped. “You’re making me come,” he called out in urgency before 
the muscles of his body clenched tight and then delivered a 
gratifying release. Cum surged from his balls to fill her mouth. Shot 
after shot of carnal outflow.

Kip looked down to see that Eden’s pupils were dilated and she 
was inhaling deeply through her nose.  She was deeply aroused and 
very pleased to have caused this reaction in him. “Don’t swallow 
yet,” he pleaded. “Show it to me on your tongue.”

She let his cock slip from her lips and slowly opened her mouth 
to expose the splash of his fluid that had gathered on her tongue. 

“Do you want to swallow?” he weakly asked.
She closed her lips and then he groaned as he watched her take 

that mouthful of his essence down her throat.
“Oh fuck,” he muttered as he fell back and closed his eyes. 

Then, his body flinched as she took him back in her mouth and 
tenderly licked and sucked as her tongue explored the ridge of the 
head of his cock. For minutes, she silently teased his cock as it 
slowly softened.

Eden rose from her feet and gingerly lay her body down on top 
of his, placing her head on his chest. He wearily wrapped his arms 
around her body.

“That was exceptional,” he murmured. “Completely unexpected 
and beyond brilliant.”

“Thank you,” she whispered.
He lay still for a moment, thinking about all he knew about 

Freddie and what he had just experienced. She was usually so 
reserved. An incomparable blow job was the last thing he had 
expected from her. “Tha – that seemed so out of character, Freddie. 
I hadn’t anticipated such a wonderful treat.” He kissed her hair. “I 



had no idea you’d enjoy that so much,” he admitted.
She chuckled lightly in his arms. “Why not? I love the act of 

giving a blow job,” she said candidly.
“You do?” 
She rose up and crossed her arms against his chest so she could 

look into his eyes. “Well yeah. It’s the one time when there is zero 
expectation for me to speak. My thoughts stay in my head, where 
they’re most comfortable.”

It was the most bizarre thing he had ever heard, and yet with 
Freddie, it made perfect sense. He ran his fingers through her hair 
until his thoughts made him salivate. He wanted – no, he needed to 
return the favor. With one fluid movement, he lifted her to her feet, 
stood, and walked into the brilliant sunshine where he passionately 
kissed her while eagerly removing one item of her clothing after 
another. 

“Kneel on this lounger,” he instructed.
She had a look of uncertainty on her face while she did as he 

requested. 
He nudged her knees apart until they were at the edges of the 

thick cushion. Then he dropped down, lay out on his back and 
shimmied up the cushion until his face was directly below her 
pussy. He watched her mouth fall open as he lifted his head to 
enthusiastically bury his face between her legs. From his first lick, 
he was relentless. 

Kip wrapped his arms around her legs and held his hands firmly 
on her hips as she writhed and moaned at his touch. Then, their 
individual movements fell into place as Eden began rocking her 
body, gliding and skimming her pussy across his mouth as his 
tongue danced against her wetness. 

She let out a whimper that sounded like she was begging for 
more.

Kip guided her body to increase the pace of her movement.
Her hands were on top of her head, holding her hair tightly. Her 



breasts swayed to her movement as quick and desperate little moans 
escaped her lips. 

It was the most stunning sight Kip had ever seen. It was making 
him hard all over again.

She let out a cry when he shifted the angle of his head to focus 
on her clit. 

Now, she was grinding hard against his face. It wasn’t just his 
mouth that she was fucking, but all the way from his chin to his 
nose. Her pussy juice coated his cheeks and he could feel it start to 
trickle down his neck.

She was in a trance. A silent, rhythmic trance that grew in 
tempo, intensity, and volume.

An agonizing fatigue took hold of his tongue until he heard 
what he thought was his name on her lips. He watched her mouth as 
she moved so persistently against him. There it was. She mouthed 
his name as a rush of air passed her vocal cords.

“Kip,” he heard her pant. Then she inhaled jaggedly before 
letting out a desolate cry as her entire body shook. 

Kip held steady, slowly moving his tongue, letting her control 
the movement of her body as the pace gradually slowed.

She shakily lifted her body off his face. Kip dropped his hands 
to undo his shorts and kick them off. “I’m hard again,” he 
announced as he shifted her body back and he slid further up the 
lounger.

She lifted a hand to cover her mouth after taking in the site of 
his face. “Oh my god,” she murmured.

He wiped the back of his hand across his mouth. “That’s all you, 
Freddie. You and your sexy little pussy.”

She was still hovering over him.
“Fuck me,” he pleaded.
Her eyes fell shut as she lowered her body. His cock pointed to 

the sky, meeting her damp pussy as she slowly took him inside her.
Kip noticed her legs trembling with fatigue. She’d been on her 



knees to suck on his cock and then to ride his face. She was at the 
brink of exhausting. He sat up, moving her legs to circle around and 
hug his body. Then, he leaned back onto his arms and began lifting 
and thrusting his body up to meet hers. Tantalizingly slow at first, 
then with greater need as she squeezed tight to take him deep. He 
thrust. She rode. Minute after minute he buried his cock so deep 
inside her as he watched her face contort as her body twisted and 
thrashed.

Christ, I need to get to the gym and build some endurance.
He leaned forward to take the strain off his arms and muscles 

that burned from fatigue and wrapped them around Eden’s body. 
“Hold tight,” he whispered in her ear. When he felt her legs squeeze 
firmly around him, he held her close and gently roll them off the 
lounger and onto the soft green grass that surrounded the deck of 
the pool. He looked down into her eyes and slowly resumed 
trusting, moaning as her legs relaxed and fell wide to give him a full 
range of movement. “I won’t be long,” he muttered as he planted 
and hand on either side of her head and arched his body over hers to 
press deep. “Will you come with me?” he asked.

The sweet sound of her whimper gave him the resolve to 
continue on while she enjoyed each decadent thrust. With each 
press he ground firmly against her clit, drawing moans and gasps 
with each subtle movement.

Then, he noticed her lips begin to move. Two thrusts later, he 
saw it again.

“Oh Freddie, if my name is on your tongue, I would love to hear 
it.”

Her eyelids fluttered and she gasped for air, focusing to push air 
across her vocal cords to cry out his name.

[CONTEST TIME. FINISH WRITING THIS SCENE.]



Chapter 7

Eden listened politely to the various conversations that were 
going on around the breakfast table as her mind wandered. For 
seven days she had shared this tropical oasis with Kip and their 
friends, but now, within a few short hours, they would be jetting 
back to the cold and snow of their everyday lives. 

Her time with Kip had been blissful. Every day before leaving 
their bed he had indulged her preference of sexual intimacy as the 
sun rose into the sky. Even now, she could feel the warm deposit 
Kip had made just moments earlier, begin to saturate her panties. 
Alternatively, she had frequently satisfied his arousals between 
island adventures and moments of lounging around the villa. Their 
personal chemistry as friends had translated into the most delightful 
and fulfilling sexual encounters. After each profound experience, 
she wondered how it was the Kip was able to read her thoughts and 
subtly draw on them to enhance their individual pleasure. 

She felt Kip at her side, pouring a refill of coffee into her cup 
and then his own before he leaned down to kiss her shoulder. 

“What’s on your mind, beautiful?” he whispered in her ear. 
She looked up and gave him a reserved smile without offering 

him an answer of explanation. This wasn’t the time or the place for 
her to dump out her reservations. 

Am I going to wake up tomorrow alone in my own bed, or is Kip 
going to expect me to stay with him. And what about the next day 
and the day after that?

Their week had been perfect, but surely it was unrealistic that it 



could continue once they were back in Chicago. She had her tiny 
apartment and he had his 3,000 square foot bachelor pad. 

Kip had left her alone with her thoughts until they were on their 
way back to their villa to pack up and get ready to leave for the 
airport. That’s when he asked, what she hoped he wouldn’t. 

“What are you thinking about?” he asked as he held her hand in 
his. “You look like you’ve already left the island.”

How does he do that? “I guess I have. I was wondering what life 
will look like back home.”

It was Kip’s turn to walk in silence. She felt the familiar feeling 
of anxiety begin to take hold as she wondered what he was 
thinking. 

Kip opened the door for her and ushered her into the bright and 
airy space. “Let’s sit in the shade of the patio,” he suggested. 

Eden felt her stomach ratchet up another notch. She took a seat 
on the wicker chair she had curled up in each day to read before bed 
and waited for Kip to settle in across from her. 

“I have thoroughly enjoyed our week together,” he began 
He’s ending it!
“Hey,” he whispered as he leaned forward and placed a hand on 

her knee. “There’s no need to be scared, Freddie. I love you and I 
want to be with you. I’ll do whatever it takes to make a relationship 
with you work out.”

She let out the deep breath that she had instinctively been 
holding. “Do you?” she asked in relief. 

“Of course. I told you that a week ago and I believe it now more 
than ever. I’m not letting go of you and I’m certainly not risking our 
friendship.”

She tapped her toe on the floor. How do we continue from here?
“What would you be comfortable with once we get back 

home?” he asked as he relaxed into his chair and crossed one leg 
over the opposite knee. 

“I don’t know,” she quietly murmured. 



Kip rubbed the stubble of his chin with his hand. “Should we 
talk about living together?” he hesitantly asked. 

Eden sucked in a lung full of air and slowly shook her head. “I 
don’t think we’re ready for that. I’m not,” she admitted. “A week of 
vacation is one thing, but all day everyday?” Her voice trailed off. 

“Okay. When we get to Chicago, you’ll go back to living at 
your place and I’ll live at mine.” His fingers tapped against his 
thigh as he decided how to proceed. “Would you like to start over 
like this week never happened and date now and then?”

She quickly shook her head. She couldn’t retreat that far from 
where they had come during the past days. 

“Would you consider us a couple when we get home? An 
exclusive couple that hangs out in our free time and maybe sleeps 
over at each other’s place a few nights a week?” he hopefully asked.

Eden felt her body relax at that thought. This is what she 
wanted. “Yes. We can hang out just like we did as friends, but now 
we have the added element of being a couple and all the…added 
fun that brings.”

Kip laughed openly at her comment. “I think this is a very 
reasonable approach, Freddie. I want you to be my girlfriend. I want 
to tell people and show people how I feel about you,” he added as 
he stood up and walked to where she had risen from her chair. 

I love you. 
Kip ran his fingers over her hair and brushed back a wisp that 

had come loose from her braid. He smiled warmly as he looked into 
her eyes. “I love you too, Freddie.”

She melted into his arms, holding him in silence until she felt 
his warm breath in her ear. “Any chance you’re interested in some 
of that added fun you mentioned before we finish packing?”

Eden giggled and then pulled back to look up at him with a 
broad grin. 

I do. 
Kip scooped her up in his arms, moaning softly as she wrapped 



her legs around his waist. His lips pressed hungrily against hers as 
he walked her back into the bedroom to show her one more time 
just how much he loved his very best friend. 

THE END


