
Best Friends

––––––––

The Yacht

––––––––

By RH Klein

Copyright © 2026 by RH Klein

All Rights Reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by electronic or mechanical means, including information storage or retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

To reach the author, email: rhklein.author@gmail.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By RH Klein

****Prologue****

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Also By RH Klein


[image: ]


Maggie’s Stories

Maggie’s Stories Two

––––––––
[image: ]


The Office Girls 1

The Office Girls 2

The Office Girls 3

Coming Soon

Maggie’s Stories Three

Maggie’s Stories - The College Years

Best Friends - The Ski Trip

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

****Prologue****


[image: ]


Maya Jacobs grew up in the suffocatingly quiet college town of Hamilton, in upstate NY, home to Colgate University, where her father taught medieval literature, and her mother curated a small museum no one visited. The house was filled with unfinished arguments and antique furniture. She learned early that noise drew attention, and attention brought scrutiny, and scrutiny found fault. By twelve, she was an expert at disappearing into backgrounds, reading in corners, taking walks at dusk, and developing rich interior lives that required no witnesses. The rupture came at nineteen, when she secretly fell in love with her sophomore-year painting professor, a woman fifteen years her senior who taught her about Klimt's gold leaf and left her with a fondness for age gaps and authority figures that she never fully examined. The affair ended messily, as they do, and Maya retreated further into caution, choosing art history over creation, analysis over risk. She taught at a community college outside Boston, not from lack of ambition but from comfort with margins. Weary students, rooms that smelled of coffee and anxiety, expectations that remained modest and manageable. She dated sparingly, men mostly, always older because they asked less of her. She had not been touched by a woman since the professor. That appetite was buried so deep she forgot she was hungry.

Jenny Preston grew up in Newton, MA, one of the exclusive suburbs of Boston. Her exuberance was forged in opposition, from a glamorous mother who drank martinis at lunch to a distant father who expressed love through credit card limits. Jenny's mother had once told her that depression was for ugly girls, and Jenny had believed her. She had a childhood spent in competitive gymnastics until a fractured vertebra at sixteen ended her Olympic dreams and started her pharmaceutical career (pain management, she joked darkly, was her area of expertise). She learned young that beauty was currency and spent it freely, spectacularly, without the guilt that might have complicated the transactions. She had been engaged twice, to men who looked good in suits and bored her within months. She slept with women occasionally, at bachelorette parties and after-parties, encounters she categorized as "experimental" rather than "real." Although the distinction grew less convincing with each passing year. 

She chose Maya their freshman year at Boston University, because Maya was the only girl in their dorm who didn't try to impress her, who read actual books at parties, whose disinterest felt like a challenge Jenny couldn't resist. She pursued the friendship with the same determination she'd applied to her gymnastics routines, relentless and joyful, yet unwilling to accept failure. Over eight years, she'd watched Maya shrink while she herself expanded, and some part of her, tender and unacknowledged, hoped that by pulling her friend into brightness she might finally convince herself that brightness was real.

Jenny's boldness was performance, Maya's reserve was not virtue but scar tissue, the accumulation of years spent translating "I want" into "perhaps" and "if you wouldn't mind." They fit together because they were each other's missing volume, Jenny speaking the wants Maya swallowed, Maya thoughtful enough to notice when Jenny's hands shook on the third drink, when her laughter grew too bright, when the performance required an audience of one who knew the difference. There was the night Maya sat with Jenny in an emergency room while her stomach was pumped, the afternoons Jenny showed up at Maya's apartment with groceries when the seasonal depression made leaving the house impossible. They were best friends.
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The afternoon sun had turned the sand into a shimmering blanket of gold, and the beach bar at Isla Bella Beach Resort on Knight’s Key was the only place to find refuge without surrendering the day entirely. Jenny had claimed the corner stool at the tiki counter two hours ago, her blonde hair still damp from the ocean, slicked back in a way that made her look younger than twenty-six. The turquoise bikini she'd bought on a whim in Miami left almost nothing to the imagination, just tiny triangles straining to cover her full breasts, shoulders, and back already turning pink from her refusal to reapply sunscreen. They’d been at the resort for almost a week, and it was quickly closing in on time to go back to reality.

"You're going to burn," Maya said, sliding onto the stool beside her. Twenty-five, dark curls wild from the salt breeze, her own swimsuit even less forgiving, a black string bikini that sat low on her hips, the thong bottoms just a suggestion.

"I'll burn, then tan beautifully ... like I always do ..." Jenny said, not turning her head. She was watching the bartender pour something neon into a hollowed pineapple. "Besides, I'm already more than halfway to getting drunk. Can't feel anything anyway."

Maya flagged the bartender with two fingers, a gesture she'd perfected in college. "Two more. Whatever she's having." She turned to her friend, appraising. "You're being aggressive today."

"I'm on vacation."

"We're always on vacation lately."

"Then I'm being aggressively alive." Jenny finally looked at her, blue eyes bright with rum and mischief. "You should try it. And stop adjusting your top every five minutes like someone's going to arrest you."

Maya felt her cheeks warm, and not from the sun. "It doesn't feel like it fits right."

"It fits perfectly. You’re just acting as if you've never worn one before."

"I haven't. Not like this." Maya replied. 

"Then drink." Jenny pushed the fresh rum and pineapple drink toward her, condensation sweating down the sides. "Liquid confidence."

They came to this beach on the wreckage of parallel disappointments. Jenny's latest engagement ended by text message three weeks prior, and Maya's grant application for a research position was rejected with a form letter. Jenny suggested the trip impulsively, booking flights with a credit card she pretended wasn't maxed, and Maya agreed with uncharacteristic speed, desperate for the kind of disruption that might break something open. They had been drinking aggressively, sleeping poorly, circling each other with unspoken questions about what female friendship meant when it lasted into your late twenties, when marriage and children seemed to be selecting against them, when the alternative was this, each other, permanent and insufficient and necessary.

They'd been best friends since freshman orientation, an unlikely pair even then, Jenny the sorority social chair who'd evolved into a pharmaceutical sales rep with a skyline apartment and a rotating cast of men who never lasted past the third month; Maya the art history grad student who taught yoga on Sundays and annotated books in the margins. They shouldn't have worked, but they did, in the way that opposites create friction that sometimes sparked.

Jenny was already halfway through her drink before Maya had taken her second sip. That was their rhythm, Jenny charging ahead, Maya following at her own pace, always a few steps behind but always in the same direction.

"Don't look now," Jenny said, her voice dropping an octave, "but we've got a spectator."

"Don't look now means look immediately," Maya said, already turning.

"Twelve o'clock. Gray polo. Rolex that probably costs what you make in a year."

Maya saw him standing at the end of the bar where the deck turned into a beach, separate from the college kids and the families with sticky children. He was older, fifty maybe, silver threading through hair that was still thick and expertly styled. The kind of tan that came from wintering somewhere, not from snorkel trips. He held a gin and tonic like he owned the glass, and he was looking at them with an expression that wasn't quite a smile, it was something else.

"He's staring," Maya said, turning back fast.

"He's appreciating. There's a difference." Jenny arched her back slightly, an unconscious cat-like stretch. "He's exactly your type."

"I don't have a type."

"Older ... sophisticated. Probably has a boat ... exactly your type ..."

Maya opened her mouth to protest, but the man was already moving. He was crossing the distance with
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