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      “Will your wolf like the ocean?” Zara’s husky laugh filled her ear through the phone.

      Marley Gerwulf smirked at her friend’s question. She adjusted herself on her plush pillows on her bed as they discussed their upcoming trip of a lifetime. It was late, and they were both too excited. Marley glanced over at her clock on her nightstand, finding it a little past eleven at night. In a few days, they would leave for their adventure.

      Marley had practically been raised on the water. Being a wolf shifter didn’t mean they didn’t like the water. Her pack, The Nightstar was located on the coast of Southern California. Water was second nature to them. Her father, Evan Gerwulf, the alpha, had ensured Marley knew how to sail. He ran a boating company that was world renown. She had practically learned how to walk on her human and wolf legs on a boat.

      “My wolf loves the ocean, silly.” She chuckled. Her smile slowly disappeared as she thought about their plans. Three weeks at sea with her bestie would be amazing. Zara had just broken up with Bo, her cheating boyfriend, and it had been Marley’s idea for them to get away. It had been a few months since Zara and Bo had separated, and Marley felt it was time to try to help her friend get over him.

      What better way than a girls’ trip on the ocean? Fresh air, open waters, and bright sun would do them both some good.

      “And your father is okay with us taking one of his yachts out for a few weeks?”

      “Of course.” Marley rolled her eyes. She sighed, running her hand along her soft abdomen. She’d sailed plenty and held a license. This was not her first time taking a boat out into the ocean for a sailing trip.

      “I’m just so excited. I’m so glad you thought of this. You always seem to know what will make me feel better,” Zara replied softly.

      Marley bit her lip at Zara’s words. Of course she would. They had been best friends since high school. Humans and shifters had lived alongside each other for decades now. Zara knew everything about her, and Marley knew all there was about her. She’d sat by Zara’s side through countless broken relationships and life events. She’d do anything to help Zara because of her one secret that she’d harbored since the day they’d met.

      Zara was her mate.

      She’d been in love with her best bud since she was sixteen years old. Fourteen years later, and Marley still refused to let her know. It crushed Marley’s heart little by little to watch Zara be with the men in her past. She never wanted to risk losing Zara so instead of pouring out her heart, she’d decided to be friends with her. She’d rather have Zara in her life as a companion than to not have her at all.

      A smile lingered on her lips as she imagined her friend. She was sure that Zara was sprawled out on her couch, with her blonde hair in a perfect messy bun, a pair of tiny shorts on and a cami.

      Her wolf rumbled in her chest slightly with the vision coming to mind. Zara had the perfect curves that Marley ached to be able to discover. Her full breasts drove Marley crazy. The tiny tanks she wore around her apartment displayed them perfectly. Of course, as best friends over the years, they’d seen each other naked. Her mouth watered just imagining being able to pull Zara’s small cami down to reveal her dusky-pink areolae.

      She grew slick with need while she lay in her bed listening to her mate speak of her plans for the trip and the final things she needed to do before they left.

      Zara’s husky voice put Marley on edge. She slowly trailed her fingers down her neck to her naked breasts. Marley hated sleeping in clothes. It was the shifter in her. If she didn’t have to wear them, she wouldn’t. The nude body didn’t bother shifters. Clothes never survived a quick shift, and when she reverted back to her human form, she would be naked.

      She pushed the thin blanket off her, leaving her body exposed. Her nipples beaded from the touch of the cool air in her bedroom. She bit her lip, stopping to tug on her tight buds, imagining Zara was nipping them with her teeth.

      “How many bathing suits are you packing?” Zara asked.

      “About three or four,” she replied, managing to not sound breathless. She didn’t want to give away her current actions. She’d masturbated countless times to the fantasy of Zara.

      “Okay, good. Then I don’t feel bad packing five.” Zara chuckled. “I’m bringing the one I picked up when we went shopping last week.”

      Marley bit back a groan thinking of the suit that Zara mentioned. It was a tiny bikini that showed off everything but her areolae and mons. She continued with her hand exploration and quickly made it to her soaked labia.

      “It was cute,” she murmured, listening to Zara rattle on.

      She let loose a silent gasp when she parted her folds and found her pussy to be drenched. There wasn’t a day that she didn’t walk around Zara painfully aroused. It might be best that her friend was human and couldn’t scent her arousal when they were together.

      Marley took a deep breath and slowly slid her fingers along her swollen nub. Her clit ached to feel Zara’s lips around it. Biting back a groan as she dove her fingers deep into her core. She dropped her legs open to give her full access to herself. She pulled out of her pussy and trailed her arousal up to her clit and massaged, applying pressure on it. Her release was already close to the surface.

      “Marley?”

      “Yeah?” she answered, trying to control her breath.

      “Are you going to sleep on me?” Zara asked.

      She wished, but then again, if she got the chance to be in the bed with Zara, there wouldn’t be any sleeping.

      “No.” She closed her eyes tight, fighting back the moans that wanted to pour from her mouth. Her fingers were frantically flicking her clitoris. She was desperate for her pending release.

      “Yes, you are. We’ll finish talking tomorrow.”

      “I’m up.” She chuckled but guessed Zara wasn’t trying to hear her.

      “Nope, I’ll see you tomorrow. Goodnight.”

      The sound of the call disconnecting filled Marley’s ears. She lived alone in a small home on pack grounds and didn’t have to be as quiet.

      “Oh God,” she groaned, reaching over to her nightstand. She pulled out her handy-dandy vibrator and flipped the ON switch. Her body was strung tight, and she need this release. Marley had been in a state of sexual frustration since the minute Zara had called her. The sound of its purr was music to her ears. She lined it up to her soaked opening and plunged it home.

      The clit stimulator brushed against her sensitive bundle of nerves with each thrust. Her back arched off the bed as her orgasm slammed into her.

      “Zara!” she cried out while the waves of the hard climax rolled over her. She thrust the vibrator in and out of her pulsating core, wishing Zara was there with her. She slowly came down from her euphoric journey and knew it wouldn’t happen.

      Zara wasn’t into females. Over the years, she’d only dated males. Marley’s body grew still as she tried to control her breathing with that thought. She’d come to the realization that she’d always been the friend a long time ago.

      She pulled her toy from her slick core and turned it off. She glanced down at it and laughed, seeing it glistening with an abundance of her juices. She brought it to her lips and cleaned it off with her tongue.

      If only Zara realized how much she loved her, maybe that could all change.
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      Zara hung up with a smile. She could always tell when Marley was about to doze off. Her friend’s breathing had changed on the phone, signaling that she was falling fast asleep even though she’d tried to admit she wasn’t.

      Zara knew Marley better than she knew herself. They had been longtime pals, meeting at the young age of sixteen. They’d become fast friends and had been inseparable. Zara never once cared that Marley was a shifter. She actually loved Marley’s wolf. She was a pretty black beast whose eyes displayed Marley’s personality.

      A yawn escaped her as she stretched on her couch. Her t-shirt rode up on her stomach. The cold air on her belly sent a chill down her spine.

      “Okay, I guess it’s time for me to go to bed, too,” she mumbled, standing from her couch. She turned off all the lights and television before making her way to her bedroom. Her small apartment was just the right size for her. She had a second bedroom but had converted it into an office. She was a full-time author and needed a designated space to be able to write her masterpieces.

      Excitement filled her with the thought of the upcoming trip. Sun, ocean, and writing. It was the perfect combination to help her get over Bo. Her ass of an ex-boyfriend had cheated on her. She’d been so caught up in her work that she hadn’t seen the signs until it was too late.

      She flicked the light on once she passed through the door and cringed. She’d totally forgotten that she’d left all of the clothes she planned to pack up for the trip spread out on her bed.

      “No time like the present to actually pack.” She pushed a few of her wayward strands of hair out of her face while she walked over to her closet to search for her suitcase.

      This trip would be good for her. She needed a break from the world. Thankfully, her and Bo had never moved in together like he had started hinting at. Something in her gut had kept her from giving in to him. She’d always been independent and wanted to keep her own place. He’d just pouted and acted like he was upset, but she knew how to distract him from the conversations. She’d kneel in front of him and suck his cock, leaving him to ‘forgive’ her and not bring it up for a while.

      She bit her lip, placing the suitcase on her bed. She and Bo had been good together. They’d played games like that all the time. Sexual games were a fun way for them to release pent-up tension or make up for when they were upset at each other. She had thought that there could have been a future for them, but it would seem there wouldn’t be.

      There would be no coming back from him cheating on her.

      No more thinking about Bo, she commanded herself.

      A deep sigh escaped her as she folded her clothes. Marley had warned her about packing heavy. Lucky enough, since they would be on the ocean with the plans to stop at few places, her swim suits would probably be worn the most.

      “Me and my bestie sailing the ocean.” She laughed.

      Marley was the best thing in her life. She had been with her through thick and thin. Zara didn’t know where she’d be without Marley.

      Her bestie was tall, beautiful, and a wolf shifter. Maybe it was the beast in her that made her so protective of Zara. She knew that she never had to doubt Marley’s loyalty. Zara wished that her friend would find her mate. She was slightly jealous that shifters had something ingrained in their brain to signal who was the perfect match for them. Humans were left to figure it out on their own, most getting it wrong.

      Marley had the patience of a saint. Zara, on the other hand, was dying to find the one for her. She was ready to settle down and start a family. She was thirty, and her biological clock was ticking.

      It was no surprise that Marley had suggested the trip. She was from a powerful shifter family who owned a large boating company. She had been joking with Marley when she’d asked about her wolf and the water. Over the years, she had grown to know much about wolves and knew they were great swimmers—their shifter counterparts were no different.

      “Finally,” she groaned, closing her suitcase. She dragged it over against the wall across from her bed, knowing she would have to make sure she packed everything she would need.

      She climbed into the bed and grabbed her laptop that sat charging on her nightstand. She was naturally a night owl and did a lot of her writing in the bed. It was something about the quietness in the air once the town settled that helped her creative juices flow.

      After logging on to her computer, she began going through her emails. There were perks to being a full-time author. She could do her job anywhere in the world. Three weeks on the open waters was a writer’s dream. She envisioned lying out on the sundeck with her laptop and smiled. Marley’s idea was perfect, and Zara couldn’t wait to leave. They would be flying over to Hawaii, and then the two of them would be off on their adventure.
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        * * *

      

      “Are you sure the girls will be safe?” Jena Gerwulf asked with a worried look plastered on her face.

      Marley glanced at her mother and recognized how much they mirrored each other. Her mother didn’t appear a day over forty, but it was the shifter genes. Wolves were slow to age, and Jena Gerwulf was pushing sixty-five years old. Both of Marley’s parents seemed younger than their appearance. They were at their prime.

      They all stood by the private jet that would fly them to Hawaii. Her family was a close-knit group and had accepted Zara.

      “They will be fine,” Evan Gerwulf grumbled. His lips spread into a wide smile while he held his arms open.

      Marley laughed at her mother’s pained expression. She leaned into her father as he collapsed his arms around her.

      “You girls be extra careful,” her mother urged, tugging Zara into a hug.

      “Yes, Mrs. Gerwulf.” Zara’s voice was muffled against Jena’s chest.

      “Your mother’s right. Be careful. I know you know the yacht like the back of your hand. Plot your course⁠—”

      “Dad, I know. You’ve taught me well.” Marley laughed, pulling back from her father’s embrace. Her eyes met Zara’s, and they shared a giggle as they stepped away from Marley’s parents. “I’ll call you before we leave Hawaii, okay? I promise.”

      Her father nodded. “That will be good.”

      She walked over and grabbed her mother, squeezing her tight.

      “I love you, Mom,” she whispered in her ear.

      Her mother returned her fierce hug.

      “I love you, too. Make sure you pay attention to the weather,” her mother advised, leaning back. She gripped Marley’s face and placed a loving kiss on her cheek.

      “Yes, ma’am.” She smiled and waved to both of them. “Let’s go, bestie.”

      They turned and made their way onto the private plane. The crew introduced themselves and helped them settle in their plush leather recliners.

      “It’s ridiculous how much money your family has,” Zara remarked, snapping her safety belt in place. She had the window seat and pressed her face up against the glass.

      “Why? It’s generational money. Passed down from my great-great—I forgot how many greats—grandfathers down to my father.” She settled back in her seat and watched the crew while they closed the hatch to the plane and prepared for takeoff. She glanced over at Zara and almost forgot to breathe.

      Her thick blonde hair was braided and rested on her shoulder. Her summer dress stopped at the knee, sending Marley’s wolf pacing. Everything about her friend was feminine and soft. Marley swallowed hard when her gaze trailed down to Zara’s shoulders, not seeing any signs of a bra.

      Shit.

      “I’m just saying, some of us poor, starving authors⁠—”

      “Oh, puh-lease.” Marley rolled her eyes at her friend’s overdramatization. Yes, her family was worth a few billion, but Zara was far from starving. She was a very popular writer with a crazy following that snatched up every book she released. She was doing quite well for herself and wasn’t hurting for anything.

      “Would you ladies like champagne?” the stewardess, Amelia, asked, standing next to them with a bottle and two flutes.

      Marley glanced at Zara, and they burst out in a fit of laughter. Okay, maybe her family did have way too much money, but they were about to take a trip of a lifetime.

      “Why the hell not,” Zara quipped, wiping the tears from her face.

      Amelia smiled and poured the bubbly liquid into their glasses. They turned to each other once she walked away.

      “To an amazing trip with my bestie,” Zara said, holding her glass up.

      “May we have the time of our lives.”
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      “This boat is amazing,” Zara exclaimed, eyeing the living quarters. It was a small area that housed a living room, dining room, and kitchen all in one. In one corner, there was a pilot’s chair and steering wheel with a navigational computer.

      This was one of the smaller yachts that the Gerwulfs owned. She’d been on their larger ones that could sleep twenty people. But this one was cozy. According to Marley, it was meant for four to five people.

      But it would just be the two of them.

      She breathed in a sigh, seeing where she could sit her laptop. The makeshift dining table was just big enough for her computer to be set up. The yacht came equipped with Wi-Fi, which would help Zara with some of her work. She couldn’t wait to share pictures with her readers. She planned to take amazing photos while they were on the ocean to share in her weekly newsletter she sent out.

      “This is one of the smaller ones, but we didn’t need bigger,” Marley replied, coming down the stairs. Her keen blue eyes seemed to take everything in at once.

      Zara took a deep breath and tried to beat down the nervous butterflies that fluttered in her stomach.

      She took in Marley’s perfectly tanned skin that was displayed by her dress that covered her bathing suit. She’d never been one to have a problem complimenting a beautiful woman, but at the moment she didn’t know why she felt nervous.

      She’d been on many trips with Marley before, but it was something about the predatory gleam in Marley’s eye that took her breath away. Zara shook her head with a laugh.

      I need sun and fresh air, she thought to herself.

      “Looks like we have everything we need.” The cabinets were fully stocked with nonperishables.

      “A good sailor is always prepared.” Marley smirked, leaning against the counter. “We have enough food to last six months if need be.”

      “But we are only going on a three-week expedition.” Zara cocked her head to the side.

      “Yes, but we have to play it safe. Whatever we don’t use will remain in the boat. This is one of the yachts we rent out to private customers who want to sail.”

      “Oh, okay,” Zara breathed. It was scary to think something could happen to the boat, but she pushed that thought aside. Marley knew what she was doing, and they would be safe.

      Marley was in her element. Zara trusted her friend knew what she was talking about.

      “Let me give you a tour and a safety rundown of where everything is. We are set to leave before first light in the morning.”

      “Aye-aye, Captain.” Zara giggled, playfully saluting Marley.

      “Move your arse.” Marley’s bad imitation of a pirate made them laugh even harder as they walked up the stairs to the main deck.

      Zara was met with the sight of the stunning Hawaiian skyline. The sun was setting, but the day was still warm and beautiful. She trailed behind Marley as she gave her an official tour of the upper cockpit and explained how this particular vessel had two places it could be navigated.

      “This is a fine-looking boat.” She sighed, following Marley.

      “Thanks. If we need them, here is where the distress flares and fire extinguishers are kept.” Marley pointed to a cabinet.

      “Wow, this is a little intense,” she murmured, rubbing her arms. She’d been cruising with Marley and her family before, but never anything this long. Usually a weekend of fun and then they’d dock, but this was an eye-opener for her.
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