

    
        
          Fire Beneath The Moonlight

        

        
        
          Summeer Fox

        

        
          Published by Golden Ember Edition, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIRE BENEATH THE MOONLIGHT

    

    
      First edition. September 20, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Summeer Fox.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227160140

    

    
    
      Written by Summeer Fox.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Water’s Edge

Chapter 2: A Spark in the Dark

Chapter 3: The Tides of Desire

Chapter 4: The Morning After

Chapter 5: Beneath the Surface

Chapter 6: The Depths of Emotion

Chapter 7: The Space Between Us

Chapter 8: The Pull of Reality

Chapter 9: The Tension of Distance

Chapter 10: The Weight of Distance

Chapter 11: Threads of Connection

Chapter 12: The Breaking Point

Chapter 13: The Silence After

Chapter 14: A New Horizon

Chapter 15: A Different Kind of Light

Chapter 16: A Step Forward

Chapter 17: The Next Canvas

Chapter 18: Uncharted Territory

Chapter 19: Deep Currents

Chapter 20: Stepping into the Light

Chapter 21: Building Something New

Chapter 22: Roots in the Sand

Chapter 23: Threads of Creation

Chapter 24: Tides of Forever

Chapter 25: The Canvas of Forever

Chapter 26: Anchored in Love

Chapter 27: A New Kind of Creation

Chapter 28: Seasons of Change

Chapter 29: Horizons Beyond

Chapter 30: The Heart of the Journey

Chapter 31: Coming Home

Chapter 32: Shifting Tides

Chapter 33: Reflections on the Shore

Chapter 34: Turning the Page

Chapter 35: The Horizon Before Us

Sign up for Summeer Fox's Mailing List

Also By Summeer Fox

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Water’s Edge
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The air had the taste of salt tonight, sharp and clean, as it swept in from the sea, curling through the open window of Evelyn’s studio. Inside, soft light flickered from scattered candles, casting shifting shadows across the canvas that stood before her. The evening was settling in, darkening the room, but Evelyn hadn’t turned on the lamp. She preferred this kind of light—the kind that softened the world, made it feel less intrusive. Less real.

Her pencil traced slow, deliberate lines across the page, echoing the shapes of the restless waves beyond her window. It was her favorite kind of night: silent, with only the sound of the ocean to accompany her, the rhythm of it steady and soothing. Her hand moved with muscle memory, capturing the shifting crests and dips of the water, the soft curves that melted into the dark horizon. It was in this space, in the solitude of her work, that she found peace. Or at least, a quiet approximation of it.

But tonight, something tugged at her attention. She paused, letting the pencil hover over the page as her eyes drifted toward the shore. There was a figure moving along the beach, dark against the silvery gleam of the moonlit waves. A woman. Tall, her stride purposeful, cutting a sharp line through the sand.

Evelyn’s pulse quickened, though she wasn’t sure why. People often wandered along the beach, especially tourists visiting the town for its serene views and quaint charm. But this woman felt different—there was something about her that pulled Evelyn’s gaze, something magnetic in the way she moved, as though she belonged here, in the wildness of the sea and the night.

She knew who it was. She’d seen her earlier that day, at the gallery. The woman had stood too close to her paintings, her gaze lingering on the brushstrokes as if she could read something in them that no one else could. They’d exchanged a few words, polite, casual, but even then, Evelyn had sensed a charge in the air between them. Something unspoken, simmering just beneath the surface.

Now, as the woman neared the edge of the waves, Evelyn felt an inexplicable pull to watch her. The moonlight reflected off the water, shimmering along the curve of her body, accentuating her every movement. It was as though the sea itself was drawn to her, framing her in liquid silver, making her seem otherworldly.

Without thinking, Evelyn rose from her stool and crossed to the window, pushing it open a little wider to catch the breeze. She watched as the woman stopped at the water’s edge, her head tilted up toward the sky as though she were contemplating something far beyond the stars.

"Beautiful night."

The voice startled Evelyn, low and steady, cutting through the quiet. She hadn’t realized the woman had turned toward her window, hadn’t expected those intense, dark eyes to find hers across the distance. Her breath caught in her throat, and for a moment, she was frozen in place, unsure how to respond.

"Yes," she managed, her voice softer than she intended. "It is."

The woman smiled—just a faint curve of her lips, more a suggestion than a true expression, but it held a quiet confidence that made Evelyn’s heart skip a beat. She could feel the heat rise in her cheeks, though the air was cool, carried in by the breeze from the ocean.

"Do you always work this late?" the woman asked, her gaze slipping from Evelyn’s face to the dim light of the studio behind her, where unfinished sketches were scattered across the floor. There was a curious intensity in her eyes, like she was trying to see something deeper, beyond the surface.

"Sometimes," Evelyn said, unable to look away from her. "It helps me think."

The woman nodded, stepping closer to the window, her movements fluid and sure. "I know the feeling. The sea does that to me, too. Helps me think... or forget. Depends on the night."

Evelyn felt a spark of recognition in those words. The sea had always been her refuge, a place where she could lose herself, let go of everything that weighed her down. But she didn’t say that. Instead, she let the silence stretch between them, the only sound the steady rhythm of the waves, as if the ocean were keeping time with her heart.

"I’m Marina," the woman said, breaking the quiet again. She extended a hand toward the window, her smile deepening just enough to reveal a hint of warmth beneath her cool exterior. "I’m here for the ocean. Marine biology research. But I think I found something else just as captivating."

Evelyn’s pulse quickened at the way Marina’s eyes lingered on her face, at the deliberate way she said the word captivating. There was no mistaking the meaning behind it. A part of her wanted to retreat, to pull back into the safety of her studio and close the window, but another part—something deeper, more primal—urged her to step closer.

"Evelyn," she said, her voice catching slightly on her name. She took Marina’s hand, the warmth of it sending a shiver down her spine. "I’m an artist."

"I know," Marina said, her thumb brushing lightly over Evelyn’s knuckles before releasing her hand. "I saw your work at the gallery today. It’s... breathtaking. Like the sea itself."

Evelyn swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "Thank you. I—"

Marina shook her head slightly, cutting off her words with a soft laugh. "You don’t have to explain. I see it in your work. The way you capture the ocean—it’s like you understand it, like you’ve been a part of it your whole life."

Evelyn didn’t know how to respond to that. No one had ever spoken to her like this before, with such an intimate understanding of what drove her to create. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also... intrigued.

"And you?" Evelyn asked, her voice quieter now, almost hesitant. "What do you see when you look at the sea?"

Marina’s smile faded, replaced by something more serious, almost contemplative. "I see possibility. Mystery. Power. It’s always changing, always in motion, and I’m drawn to that. But sometimes..." She trailed off, her gaze shifting to the horizon where the water met the sky. "Sometimes, I think I’m just looking for a way to stay grounded."

Evelyn’s heart fluttered at the honesty in those words. She knew that feeling all too well—the desire to stay anchored, even as the world seemed to shift and change around you. She didn’t know what it was about Marina, but something in her felt like the pull of the tide—inevitable, impossible to resist.

"Maybe we’re both looking for something," Evelyn said softly, her eyes locked on Marina’s.

Marina’s gaze darkened, her expression shifting into something more intense. "Maybe we are."

The tension between them was palpable now, thick as the sea air, heavy with something unspoken but undeniable. Evelyn’s chest tightened with the weight of it, with the desire to reach out, to close the distance between them. But instead, she stood still, waiting—waiting for something she couldn’t name, but knew she needed.

Marina’s eyes lingered on her for a long moment, searching, before she finally stepped back, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

"Goodnight, Evelyn," she said, her voice soft but heavy with promise. "I’ll see you around."

And with that, she turned and walked away, her silhouette fading into the darkness of the beach, leaving Evelyn standing at the window, her heart racing, her mind filled with the quiet echo of Marina’s words.
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Chapter 2: A Spark in the Dark
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Evelyn hadn’t slept. She rarely did after nights like this, when the quiet was broken by something—or someone—who stirred something deep within her, awakening thoughts she wasn’t prepared to confront. The image of Marina lingered in her mind like a half-remembered dream, vivid but elusive. The touch of her hand, the way her eyes had lingered, the heat of her presence—it all played over in her head in a maddening loop.

The morning light was pale and soft as it filtered through the studio’s windows, casting a gentle glow on the canvases scattered around her. Evelyn sat cross-legged on the floor, a cup of tea cooling beside her, her hands restless in her lap. She hadn’t touched her sketchbook since Marina had walked away last night, and now it sat in front of her, open to the page she had been working on.

But the sea she had begun to sketch now felt flat, lifeless. Something was missing—something she couldn’t quite name but could feel in the pit of her stomach, nagging at her like an unfinished sentence.

What are you doing, Evelyn? she thought, staring at the blank space on the page where her pencil had paused the night before. She wasn’t used to being distracted, not like this. Her work had always been her sanctuary, the one place she could lose herself without fear of judgment, without the complication of other people. But now...

Now there was Marina.

The thought of her sent a ripple of heat through Evelyn, unwelcome but undeniable. It wasn’t just the physical attraction, though that was there—undeniably there, in the way Marina moved, the way her voice seemed to sink into Evelyn’s skin. No, it was more than that. There was something in Marina’s eyes, something that mirrored the stormy depths of the sea Evelyn loved so much. A mystery. A challenge.

Maybe we’re both looking for something, she had said. The words echoed in her mind like a whisper on the wind. Evelyn hadn’t known what she meant by it at the time, hadn’t even been sure why she said it, but now...

Now it felt true.

She set her teacup down and reached for her pencil. Her hand hovered over the page for a moment, unsure of where to begin. She closed her eyes and let the memory of the night wash over her—the soft hum of the waves, the scent of salt in the air, and Marina, standing at the edge of the water, her body bathed in moonlight.

Her hand began to move. Slowly at first, the pencil tracing the faint curve of the horizon, the suggestion of waves rolling in, soft but unyielding. But then, almost without thinking, the lines shifted, taking on new shapes, new forms. The waves became more restless, more powerful, their edges sharper, more defined. And there, at the center of it all, a figure—dark, mysterious, standing alone at the water’s edge.

Marina.

The likeness wasn’t perfect, but the energy was there. The strength of her presence, the magnetic pull that had drawn Evelyn to her. She felt it in every stroke, every line.

The door of the studio creaked open suddenly, breaking Evelyn’s concentration. She looked up, startled, to see Marina standing in the doorway, the early morning light spilling in behind her like a halo. She wore the same casual confidence she had the night before, but this time, there was something softer in her expression, something almost hesitant.

“I didn’t mean to intrude,” Marina said, her voice low, but not apologetic. “Your door was open.”

Evelyn’s heart lurched in her chest. She hadn’t expected to see her again so soon, hadn’t even known if she wanted to. But now, with Marina standing there, her eyes fixed on her, Evelyn felt something stir inside her—something warm, something dangerous.

“It’s fine,” she said, her voice betraying the calm she tried to project. “I was just—working.”

Marina’s gaze drifted to the sketch on the easel, her eyebrows lifting slightly as she took in the image. “I can see that.”

Evelyn felt her cheeks flush under Marina’s scrutiny. She hadn’t intended for anyone to see this—especially not Marina. But now it was too late. The image was there, plain as day, a reflection of everything she had felt the night before.

“You captured it perfectly,” Marina said, stepping closer to the easel, her voice softer now, almost reverent. “The ocean. The way it... draws you in. Like you can’t escape it, even if you wanted to.”

Evelyn swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. “That’s what it feels like sometimes,” she admitted, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Like it’s pulling you under.”

Marina’s gaze flickered back to her, something unreadable in her eyes. “Do you always feel that way?”

Evelyn hesitated, unsure of how to answer. She hadn’t meant to say so much, hadn’t meant to let Marina see so much of her. But there was something about the way Marina was looking at her now, something that made her want to be honest.

“Sometimes,” Evelyn said, finally. “When I’m out there, by the sea... it’s the only time I feel like I really know who I am. But then it’s gone. And I don’t know what to do with the rest of the time.”

For a moment, Marina didn’t say anything. She just stood there, her eyes searching Evelyn’s, as though she was looking for something—some answer, some truth that Evelyn hadn’t yet found herself.

Then, slowly, Marina reached out and touched the edge of the canvas, her fingers trailing lightly over the surface. “You’re not the only one who feels that way,” she said, her voice quiet but heavy with meaning. “I think that’s why I’ve always been drawn to the ocean. It’s the only thing that makes sense when everything else doesn’t.”

The air between them seemed to shift, thickening with the weight of unsaid words. Evelyn’s heart pounded in her chest, her skin tingling with the nearness of Marina, the quiet intensity of her presence.

“I should go,” Marina said, though her voice lacked conviction. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Evelyn’s throat tightened. She should let her go. She should say goodbye, thank her for stopping by, and return to her quiet, uncomplicated life. But she didn’t. Instead, she found herself stepping closer to Marina, her breath catching in her throat as she did.

“You don’t have to,” Evelyn said, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Stay.”

Marina’s eyes darkened, her gaze locking on Evelyn’s, and for a moment, neither of them moved. The tension between them crackled in the air, sharp and electric, like a storm gathering on the horizon.

Then, before Evelyn could second-guess herself, she closed the distance between them. She wasn’t sure who moved first, only that Marina’s lips were on hers, soft but insistent, her hands sliding to the small of Evelyn’s back, pulling her closer.

The kiss was slow, tentative at first, as though both were testing the waters, unsure of what this meant, what it could become. But the hesitation didn’t last long. The quiet hum of desire that had simmered between them since the night before flared to life, burning hot and bright, consuming everything in its path.

Evelyn felt herself being pulled under, her body pressed against Marina’s, the world around them fading into nothing but the feel of Marina’s hands, her mouth, the heat of her breath. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and yet—Evelyn wanted more.

She broke the kiss, breathless, her fingers gripping the fabric of Marina’s shirt. “I’ve never—”

Marina silenced her with another kiss, her lips firm and reassuring. “You don’t have to say anything,” she murmured against Evelyn’s mouth. “Just feel.”

And Evelyn did. She let herself go, let herself fall into the moment, into the feel of Marina’s hands on her skin, her lips tracing a line down the curve of her neck. Every touch, every caress was like a spark, igniting something inside her that she hadn’t even known existed. It wasn’t just the physical desire—it was more than that. It was the connection, the understanding that passed between them without words.

They stayed like that for what felt like hours, lost in each other, the world outside forgotten. Evelyn didn’t know what this meant, didn’t know what would come next—but right now, in this moment, she didn’t care. All that mattered was this. This spark, this fire, burning beneath the moonlight.
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Chapter 3: The Tides of Desire

[image: ]


The days that followed were a blur of quiet moments and lingering touches. Evelyn tried to lose herself in her work, but her thoughts kept circling back to that night, to the feel of Marina’s hands on her skin, the taste of her lips. The kiss had been everything—more than Evelyn had allowed herself to want, more than she’d ever thought she could feel. But it had also unsettled her, leaving her adrift in a sea of emotions she didn’t know how to navigate.

The studio was her sanctuary, the place where she’d always felt most herself, but now even here, surrounded by her art, she couldn’t escape the pull of Marina. Every sketch, every brushstroke seemed to evoke her—the curve of her body, the intensity of her gaze, the quiet power she carried with her, like the ocean itself. It was maddening, and yet Evelyn couldn’t bring herself to stop. She didn’t want to stop.

She hadn’t seen Marina since that morning. There had been no promises made, no words exchanged after the kiss—just a shared understanding, something deep and unspoken, as Marina had left the studio with a soft smile and a gentle touch. Evelyn hadn’t known what to say, so she had let her go. And now she found herself wondering if she should have done something—said something—to keep her there.

The sound of the ocean drifted in through the open window, the steady rhythm of the waves a familiar comfort. But even that couldn’t still the restless energy that thrummed through her veins. She stood by the window, looking out at the water, her hands gripping the edge of the sill. The sky was darkening, the sun dipping low on the horizon, casting the beach in shades of gold and amber.

And then, as if drawn by some unseen force, she saw her.

Marina was standing by the water’s edge again, her silhouette framed against the dying light, her body still but strong, like a beacon in the fading day. Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat. She hadn’t expected to see her tonight—hadn’t even been sure if she would see her again at all. But here she was, as if the sea itself had delivered her back.

Without thinking, Evelyn grabbed her coat and stepped out of the studio, her heart racing as she made her way down to the beach. The sand was cool beneath her feet, the breeze sharp with the scent of salt and seaweed. As she approached, Marina turned, her face breaking into a slow, knowing smile.

“I was hoping you’d come,” Marina said, her voice low and rich, like the depths of the ocean. There was no pretense in her words, no coyness—just truth. And it sent a thrill through Evelyn, a shiver that settled deep in her bones.

Evelyn swallowed, her pulse quickening as she stepped closer, her gaze locked on Marina’s. “I saw you from the window,” she admitted, her voice barely louder than the whispering wind. “I wasn’t sure if...”

“If what?” Marina asked, tilting her head slightly, her eyes searching Evelyn’s face. She didn’t move, didn’t reach out, but the space between them felt charged, as if something hung there, waiting to be acknowledged.

Evelyn hesitated, the words catching in her throat. She didn’t know how to explain what she felt—how to articulate the mix of fear and desire that swirled within her, pulling her in two directions at once. She wanted Marina, that much she knew. But she was also afraid of what that want might mean—afraid of losing herself in something she didn’t fully understand.

“If this is a mistake,” Evelyn began, her voice trembling slightly, “then maybe it’s better if—”

Marina shook her head, stepping forward, closing the distance between them with a single, deliberate movement. Her hand reached out, cupping Evelyn’s cheek, her touch warm and steady. “It’s not a mistake,” she said softly, her thumb brushing lightly against Evelyn’s skin. “Whatever this is... it’s not a mistake.”

The sincerity in Marina’s voice melted something inside Evelyn. The walls she had carefully constructed around her heart, the ones she had relied on to keep herself safe, began to crumble. She closed her eyes, leaning into Marina’s touch, letting herself feel the truth of those words, letting herself believe them.

And then Marina’s lips were on hers, soft and insistent, but this time there was no hesitation. Evelyn kissed her back, her hands finding Marina’s waist, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, becoming something more urgent, more consuming. It was as if all the tension that had been simmering between them finally broke free, spilling over in a rush of heat and need.

Evelyn’s hands tangled in Marina’s hair, her fingers gripping the soft strands as their bodies pressed together, the world around them fading into nothing but the feel of each other. Marina’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer still, and Evelyn felt herself being swept up in the tide of their desire, her thoughts dissolving into the pure sensation of Marina’s touch.

They stumbled together, half-laughing, half-breathless, as Marina guided her down to the sand, the cool grains clinging to their skin as they fell into each other’s arms. The sea lapped at the shore nearby, the waves echoing the rhythm of their movements, as if the ocean itself was in tune with the pulse of their desire.

Evelyn’s breath hitched as Marina’s lips traveled down her neck, her hands exploring the curves of her body with a slow, deliberate intensity that left Evelyn trembling beneath her touch. Every kiss, every caress, felt like a revelation, like something she hadn’t known she needed until this moment. There was no room for fear anymore, no space for doubt. There was only this—only Marina, and the way she made her feel like she was coming alive for the first time.

“Tell me what you want,” Marina murmured against her skin, her voice low and rough with desire. Her hands slid over Evelyn’s hips, her touch light but possessive, as if she were mapping every inch of her.

Evelyn’s mind spun, her body thrumming with the intensity of the moment. She didn’t have the words, didn’t know how to articulate what she wanted—what she needed. But she didn’t have to. Marina seemed to know, seemed to understand in a way that no one else ever had.

“I want... I want this,” Evelyn whispered, her voice breathless, her fingers gripping Marina’s shoulders as she pulled her closer. “I want you.”

The words were a release, a confession, and once they were spoken, there was no taking them back. But Evelyn didn’t want to. She didn’t care what came next, didn’t care about the complications or the consequences. All she cared about was the way Marina made her feel—alive, free, and utterly consumed by desire.

Marina’s eyes darkened at her words, a slow, wicked smile curving her lips. “Then take me,” she whispered, her breath warm against Evelyn’s ear.

And Evelyn did. She let go of everything—all the fear, all the doubt—and gave herself over to the moment, to the fire that burned between them. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual rhythm, each touch, each kiss a promise, a declaration of something deeper than either of them could yet understand.

Time seemed to stretch and bend around them, the world fading into the background as they lost themselves in each other. The sea murmured softly nearby, the sky above them dark and endless, but all that mattered was the heat of Marina’s body against hers, the way their breaths mingled, the way their hearts seemed to beat in sync.

And when it was over, when the fire had finally burned itself out and they lay tangled together in the sand, the cool night air washing over their heated skin, Evelyn felt a sense of peace settle over her. It was as if something inside her had been unlocked, something she hadn’t even known was there.

Marina turned her head, her gaze soft but steady as she looked at Evelyn, a faint smile playing on her lips. “You okay?” she asked, her voice gentle, the words laced with a quiet concern.

Evelyn nodded, her chest still rising and falling with the aftershocks of their passion. “I’m more than okay,” she whispered, her voice filled with a quiet awe. She reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Marina’s face, her fingers lingering on the soft curve of her cheek. “I’m... perfect.”

They lay there in the sand, wrapped in each other’s warmth, as the night stretched on around them. And for the first time in as long as she could remember, Evelyn didn’t feel alone. She didn’t feel lost. She felt like she had found something—someone—who made her feel whole.
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