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Chapter 1

I was supposed to be here with Jason.

That thought had been looping in my head like a bad song ever since I landed at the resort, dragging my overstuffed luggage across the pristine marble floors of the lobby. I should have been here as Mrs. Kelly Thompson, sipping overpriced cocktails with my brand-new husband, taking cute couple selfies, having the kind of sex that made the wedding stress worth it.

Instead, I was alone, perched at the beach bar with a melting piña colada and a runaway bride complex.

“Rough day?” the bartender asked as he wiped down the counter in front of me.

“You could say that,” I muttered, stirring the drink with my straw.

“Yeah, you’ve got that ‘drinking away my problems’ look,” he said, nodding like he’d seen this before. “Honeymoon gone wrong?”

I gave him a tight smile. “You could say that, too.”

I wasn’t about to dump my entire tragic backstory on a guy who probably just wanted to collect tips and flirt with drunk tourists. But yeah, my honeymoon had definitely gone very wrong, starting with me leaving Jason at the altar.

And not in the dramatic Hollywood way where the bride runs away because she’s in love with someone else. No, my exit had been less cinematic—more like pure, sweaty panic.

The organ music had swelled, my dad had squeezed my arm, and suddenly, I couldn’t breathe. I looked down the aisle at Jason—his smile wide, his tux crisp, his entire life planned around me—and I knew. I knew. I couldn’t marry him.

Because for years, I’d been pretending. Pretending that what we had was enough. Pretending that his kisses didn’t feel like a handshake. Pretending that the flutter I was supposed to feel when we touched was real.

So I did what any emotionally stable adult would do: I bolted. Then, in a stroke of either genius or insanity, I still got on the honeymoon flight. Alone.

And now I was here. In paradise. Completely miserable.

I sighed, slumping against the bar just as two older women slid onto the stools beside me—loud, laughing, the kind of effortlessly fun that made my introverted soul shrink a little.

The blonde one, tall with sun-kissed skin and a bold red bikini top, flagged the bartender down. “Two mojitos and—” She glanced at me. “Whatever she’s drinking. She looks like she needs it.”

I blinked. “Oh. Um, thanks, but I’m—”

“Not about to turn down a free drink,” the brunette cut in smoothly, her voice low and self-assured. She was shorter, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly cool in a loose button-down left open over her tank top and swim trunks. Her short, dark hair was tousled like she’d just come from the ocean—or a particularly good time. “Trust me, drinking alone in a place like this? Criminal.”

The blonde—sun-kissed, confident, and wearing a red bikini top like she was born for vacation—nodded. “And we hate crime.”

I let out a surprised laugh. “I didn’t realize I was breaking any laws.”

“Oh, you are,” the brunette said, leaning casually against the bar, her sharp blue eyes studying me with interest. “Punishable by mandatory dancing.”

That caught me off guard. “Oh, no—I don’t really—”

“Excuses,” the blonde cut in, already grabbing my hand and pulling me off the stool. “We don’t accept them. You’re too cute to be sitting here looking like life just ran you over.”

I barely had time to protest before the two of them had me on the beachside dance floor, where the DJ was spinning a slow, pulsing reggaeton track.

“Just move,” the brunette—Ronnie—said, standing behind me, her hands on her hips, watching with amused patience. “No one cares what you look like. Just feel it.”

Alicia spun me around playfully, her golden hair catching the glow of the string lights. “She’s thinking too much,” she told Ronnie.

Ronnie smirked. “Yeah. I can see it. Overthinking everything.” Then she stepped closer, her voice dipping just for me. “Relax, sweetheart. You’re on vacation.”

And maybe it was the way she said it—like a command, but also an invitation. Maybe it was the heat of the night, the music thrumming through my chest, or the way Alicia and Ronnie moved so easily, so free, that something in me cracked open just a little.

So I moved. Tentatively at first, then letting myself lean into it.

The three of us found a rhythm quickly, Alicia laughing as she spun me, Ronnie watching with a knowing smirk before finally grabbing my hips and guiding me to the beat. It was fun. No pressure, no expectations—just movement, just letting go.

By the time we stumbled back to the bar, breathless and glowing with sweat and rum, I felt lighter than I had in days.

“Okay,” Alicia said, fanning herself, “now you tell us—why were you sitting there looking like your whole world just caved in?”

I hesitated, rolling my cocktail glass between my palms.

Ronnie tilted her head, watching me closely. “You don’t have to tell us,” she said, her voice softer now. “But we’re nosy as hell.”

I exhaled, then shrugged. “I was supposed to be here on my honeymoon.”

Silence.

Alicia’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh, shit.”

Ronnie, on the other hand, let out a low whistle. “That’s a hell of a thing to drop on two strangers who just grinded with you on the dance floor.”

I laughed despite myself. “Yeah, well. Figured I might as well be honest.”

Alicia leaned in. “Okay, so where’s the husband?”

I gave her a sheepish smile. “Probably still standing at the altar.”

A beat. Then—

Ronnie threw her head back and laughed, smacking the bar. “Ohhh, that’s good. That’s juicy.”

Alicia just shook her head, impressed. “Damn, girl.”

I bit my lip, feeling a strange mix of guilt and relief. I’d been so afraid of judgment, but all I got from them was pure, delighted chaos.

“Well,” Alicia declared, tossing back the rest of her drink, “Whatever he did, fuck that guy.”

Ronnie grinned, draping an arm around my shoulders. “You know what this means, sweetheart?”

I raised an eyebrow. “What?”

Alicia winked. “You just scored yourself the best solo honeymoon of your life.”

“And we’re gonna make sure of it,” Ronnie added.

I shook my head, still laughing. “You two really don’t have to do that—”

“Oh, sweetheart,” Alicia interrupted, linking her arm through mine, “we absolutely do.”

And somehow, I believed them.


Chapter 2

I woke up feeling like I’d been hit by a very festive, rum-soaked truck.

The sunlight streaming through my hotel room’s sheer curtains was offensively bright, stabbing straight into my skull the moment I cracked open an eye. My mouth was dry, my head was pounding, and my body felt like I’d been in a dance battle I absolutely lost.

I groaned and rolled over, only to realize I was still wearing last night’s dress. My shoes had made it halfway across the room, and my purse was dangling precariously from the bathroom doorknob like it had given up halfway through the night.

God. What happened?

Then it hit me.

Dancing. Rum. More dancing. So much rum. A pair of chaos-loving older women who had taken it upon themselves to make me their personal project.

Ronnie and Alicia.

I groaned again, but this time it was mostly out of embarrassment. What the hell had I told them? I vaguely remembered the moment I’d dropped the bombshell about my runaway bride situation, and oh god, had Ronnie actually howled with laughter at my pain?

I dragged myself out of bed, showered, and threw on sunglasses before shuffling down to the breakfast buffet like a zombie in flip-flops.

I had exactly one goal: coffee.

I ignored the cheerful resort staff, the vacationing families in bright floral prints, and the aggressively happy music playing over the speakers. All I needed was caffeine and something greasy to soak up the hangover.

I had just filled a plate with eggs and toast when I heard it.

“KELLY!”

I winced at the sheer volume of my name and turned to see them.

Ronnie and Alicia, looking alarmingly fresh-faced and chipper.

Ronnie, in sunglasses and a loud Hawaiian shirt, waved like we were lifelong besties. Alicia, sipping from a mimosa, grinned and patted the empty seat beside her.

I considered running.

I considered faking amnesia.

I did neither, because Alicia was already calling out, “You better get your ass over here, runaway bride!”

A few heads turned. My soul momentarily left my body.

I shuffled over in defeat. “Please don’t call me that in public.”

Ronnie smirked. “Why? You think Jason’s here, haunting the buffet?”

Alicia gasped. “Oh my god, what if he is? What if he’s lurking behind the waffle station right now?”

Ronnie cupped her hands around her mouth and called out, “Jason, buddy! You here? You want some syrup?”

I dropped into the chair and hid behind my coffee. “I hate you both.”

Ronnie patted my shoulder. “That’s fair. But you still sat with us, so you clearly have terrible judgment.”

Alicia raised her mimosa. “To bad decisions!”

Ronnie clinked her glass. “The foundation of every good story.”

I sighed and took a sip of coffee, letting them chatter away. It was weirdly comforting, like sitting with two eccentric aunts who had decided I was their favorite niece for the week.

“You two seem like really good friends,” I said between bites of toast.

There was a beat of silence before they both burst into laughter.

Ronnie almost choked on her eggs. Alicia wiped away tears of mirth.

“Oh, honey,” Alicia finally said, shaking her head. “We’re married.”

I blinked. “Wait. What?”

Ronnie wiggled her ring finger at me. “Yup. Fifteen years of wedded bliss, baby.”

“Oh.” I stared at them. “I thought you were just really… close.”

They cackled all over again.

“Sweetheart, we are lesbians,” Alicia said, still giggling. “’Just really close’ is, like, our whole thing.”

I felt my face heat. “I—I don’t know any lesbians in real life,” I admitted.

Ronnie gasped dramatically. “Alicia, we’re her first!”

Alicia clasped her hands. “Aww, babe, that’s so special. We should get her a little commemorative pin or something.”

“I—okay, I know lesbians exist,” I protested. “I just—” I gestured vaguely. “I’ve never really talked to any.”

Ronnie shook her head. “And here we thought we were just rescuing you from honeymoon sadness, but no. We’re on a mission now.”

Alicia nodded. “Kelly, babe, you have officially entered the Gaycation Experience.”

I narrowed my eyes. “That sounds fake.”

“Oh, it’s very real,” Ronnie assured me.

I took another sip of coffee, watching them over the rim of my cup.

I had no idea what I’d just signed up for.

But for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t completely dreading what came next.

I wasn’t sure when it happened. The moment I found myself tagging along with Alicia and Ronnie, just sort of… drifting into their orbit. One minute, I was sulking by the pool, sipping my watered-down rum punch, and the next, they were pulling me into everything.

We spent the afternoon touring the local markets—Alicia teaching me how to haggle over fruit like a seasoned pro, Ronnie making fun of her for trying to get a deal on overpriced trinkets. I couldn’t help but laugh along with them, the tension in my chest loosening with every step.

It wasn’t just their humor or the way they both had a knack for making me feel included—it was something deeper. The way they would finish each other’s sentences, the way Ronnie would glance at Alicia with a look that said more than words ever could.

It was real.

And for the first time in a long time, I felt a little jealous. I could see it—see them. The way they loved each other. It was effortless, this rhythm they had together.

That night, we ended up at a dive bar on the beach, the kind of place where the sand stuck to your feet and the ocean breeze made your hair wild. A reggae band was playing, and the smell of grilled fish wafted through the air. Alicia, with her wild energy, immediately made herself known, pulling me into the dance circle, laughing as we stumbled around, trying to keep up with the rhythm.

Ronnie, ever the cool one, had a beer in one hand and her sunglasses perched on top of her head, watching us with an amused smirk.

After a few rounds of tequila shots, I was definitely feeling a lot less self-conscious. The whole night had blurred into something deliciously carefree—Alicia and Ronnie’s laughter, their touches, the way they seemed so in sync.

I leaned over to Alicia, half-laughing, half-tipsy. “I don’t get it. How do you two do it? You’re so… in love. It’s kind of… unfair.”

Alicia grinned, raising an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, you two… you just get each other, y’know? It’s… it’s the way you look at each other. And how you’re just… always laughing.” I gestured at them both, a little sloppy from the tequila. “I thought love was supposed to be hard, like, constant work and stuff. But with you two, it’s like it’s… effortless.”

Ronnie snorted, clearly amused. “Sweetheart, love’s not easy, but we make it look that way.” She winked at Alicia, who laughed softly. “It’s a good thing we’ve had practice.”

“Yeah,” Alicia added, a playful glint in her eye, “I’ve been putting up with Ronnie for fifteen years, so by now, it’s pretty smooth sailing.”

I could feel myself deflating a little. “I just… I don’t know. I don’t know if I’ll ever find that. And if I do, I don’t know if I’ll deserve it. I’m not sure I know what I’m supposed to be anymore.”

There was a quiet pause between us, and for a second, I wondered if I’d said too much. But then, Alicia was pulling me in with a soft chuckle, and her voice dropped to something warmer, more reassuring. “Kelly, sweetie, you’re still figuring it out, and that’s okay.”

“You’ve got time,” Ronnie chimed in, her tone uncharacteristically serious. “And, hey, no one expects you to have it all figured out right now. But what matters is that you’re open to it. To finding yourself, your own way.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment, because what could I say? They were right. I’d spent too many years pretending I was something I wasn’t, and for the first time, I was starting to realize I had the power to change that.

But then, in my slightly-wobbly, tequila-fueled state, I couldn’t hold back. “And… I’m not sure I ever wanted the same things Jason wanted. And that’s part of why I left. I just—” I pressed my lips together, fighting back the weird mix of guilt and relief that came with the confession. “I think I’ve always questioned what I want. I’ve never really felt the attraction I’m supposed to feel with men… or maybe it’s just Jason. Maybe I’ve been hiding that part of myself for so long that I just don’t know how to feel anymore.”

The words tumbled out, messy and unfiltered. And as soon as they left my lips, I felt exposed, like I was standing on a stage with the spotlight on me.

But Alicia and Ronnie didn’t flinch. They didn’t recoil.

They just smiled, their faces softening with understanding.

Alicia’s voice was gentle. “You don’t have to have everything figured out right now, Kelly. You don’t owe anyone an explanation. But… if you’re curious, if you want to see what it feels like to explore that side of you, we’d be happy to show you.”

I blinked, taken aback. “Wait, what?”

Ronnie’s grin was sly. “No strings attached. Just vacation fun. No pressure.”

I glanced between the two of them, heat creeping into my cheeks. Part of me wanted to say no, part of me wanted to backpedal and pretend I hadn’t spilled my guts. But the other part—the part that had been silenced for so long—was curious.

“Are you serious?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“We wouldn’t offer if we weren’t,” Alicia said with a wink. “But only if you’re sure. We’re not here to push you. Just to help you explore. You’ve got nothing to lose, and everything to gain.”

I swallowed hard, unsure if this was the right decision—or if it was something I even should do—but I couldn’t ignore the pull. The connection I felt, the way they made me feel seen. It was too tempting.

And maybe, just maybe, this was what I needed to take that final step into the unknown.

I took a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s do it.”


Chapter 3

The hotel lobby felt like a dream—warm, hazy, and humming with the distant sounds of laughter and clinking glasses. My heart was thudding wildly in my chest as I followed Alicia and Ronnie toward the elevator, my legs feeling both too light and too heavy all at once.

Am I really doing this?

I didn’t have an answer. Or maybe I did, but I was too caught up in the moment to question it. The tequila was still buzzing through my veins, but it wasn’t just that. It was them. The way Alicia looked at me, her green eyes glinting like she already knew what I was thinking before I even thought it. The way Ronnie moved beside her, confident and collected, like she had no doubt about where this night was heading.

The elevator doors slid shut, and before I could even take a breath, Alicia spun on her heel, grinning like she had the best idea in the world.

“C’mere, sweetheart.”

Then she was on me, pressing me back against the elevator wall, her hands sliding onto my waist like they belonged there.

“Oh,” I breathed, and that was about all I got out before she kissed me.

Holy hell.

Her lips were soft but insistent, teasing mine apart like she’d done this a million times before, like she already knew exactly how I’d respond. And she was right—I melted. My fingers curled around her waist, clinging to her like I’d float away if I didn’t.

Ronnie let out a low whistle. “Damn, babe, didn’t even wait till we got to the room?”

Alicia pulled back just enough to smirk against my lips. “Couldn’t help myself.”

My head was spinning. My entire body was buzzing. This was happening.

Alicia leaned in again, slower this time, like she was savoring me. Her tongue flicked against mine, sending a hot shiver down my spine. My knees wobbled.

Ronnie watched with a lazy smirk, her hands in her pockets, looking like she owned the whole damn world. “You better keep up, princess. We’re just getting started.”

The elevator dinged. The doors slid open.

Alicia took my hand, her thumb brushing over my skin as she grinned. “Come on, honeymoon girl. Let’s have some real fun.”

And just like that, I let them lead me out into the night, heart racing, head spinning, and every inch of me aching for whatever came next.

The door to their hotel room clicked shut behind us, and suddenly, I was very aware of what I’d just walked into. My legs felt wobbly—like a baby deer in high heels.

Ronnie chuckled, stepping up beside me. “Relax, sweetheart. Sit down.” She nudged me toward the bed with an easy confidence. “We’re gonna take real good care of you tonight.”

Alicia gave me a slow once-over, smirking as she kicked off her sandals. “Mmm, yeah. No need to be nervous, baby.”

I swallowed, my pulse a hammering drumbeat as I lowered myself onto the bed. Before I could even think about backing out—or, more realistically, babbling something awkward—they sat on either side of me, warm and close, their bodies brushing against mine.

Alicia reached for my hand, tracing slow circles over my palm. “You’re shaking, baby. That excitement or nerves?”

Ronnie’s voice dipped into a teasing drawl. “Bet it’s both.”

My breath hitched. “I—I don’t know.”

Alicia leaned in, her lips grazing my ear. “Good. That makes it more fun.”

Ronnie’s fingers brushed my thigh, her touch featherlight, making me shiver. “First time alone with two women, huh?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

She grinned. “Then let’s make it a night to remember.”

Alicia tilted my chin toward her, her lips just a whisper away. “You ready for this, sweetheart?”

I exhaled shakily, my skin buzzing under their touch. “Yeah,” I whispered.

Ronnie’s laugh was low and full of mischief. “Oh, you have no idea what you’ve been missing.”

Alicia kissed me, slow and lingering. And then, Ronnie’s hands were on me too, playful, teasing, stroking over my skin like they had all the time in the world to unravel me.

And oh, they did.


Chapter 4

I gasped as Alicia’s fingers traced up my arm, her touch leaving goosebumps in its wake. She moved with practiced grace, her blonde hair falling forward to brush against my cheek as she leaned in closer. I could smell her perfume—something floral and expensive—mixed with the faint saltiness of the ocean still clinging to her skin.

“Just follow my lead,” she whispered, her breath warm against my lips.

Her kiss was nothing like Jason’s. Where his had been familiar and predictable, hers was an exploration—soft, unhurried, intentional. Her lips molded to mine like she was savoring something delicate and precious. I found myself sighing into her mouth, my hands tentatively finding her waist.

Alicia smiled against my lips, pulling back just enough to look into my eyes. “That’s it,” she encouraged, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue teasing mine in a gentle dance that made heat bloom in my chest and spread lower. I was surprised by how natural it felt, how my body responded without hesitation. Her hands cupped my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks, and I melted further into her touch.

“Look at you two,” Ronnie’s voice rumbled from beside us, low and appreciative. “Gorgeous.”

Alicia pulled back with a playful smile, her lipstick slightly smudged. “I don’t want to hog her, babe,” she said to Ronnie, giving me a wink. “Your turn.”

Ronnie raised an eyebrow, her blue eyes darkening as she studied me. Unlike Alicia’s gentle approach, Ronnie took up space differently—confident, assertive, with an energy that seemed to charge the air around her. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around my wrist and tugging me toward her with firm insistence.

“Come here,” she commanded softly.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I turned toward her. Where Alicia was all softness and curves, Ronnie was roughness and strength. Her hands were slightly calloused, her grip sure as she pulled me closer.

“Been wanting to do this since I saw you at that bar,” she murmured, one hand sliding to the back of my neck.

When she kissed me, it was nothing like Alicia’s tender exploration. Ronnie kissed like she was staking a claim—deep and hungry from the first press of her lips. Her fingers tangled in my hair, gripping just enough to tilt my head back, and I heard myself make a sound I’d never made before—something between a gasp and a moan.

“That’s right,” she growled against my mouth.

I felt Ronnie’s fingers at the hem of my top, tugging with confident purpose. My breath caught in my throat as she pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. With a smile that was pure mischief, she slowly lifted my top up and over my head, tossing it carelessly to the floor.

The air kissed my skin, and I resisted the urge to cover myself. I sat there in just my bikini top—a simple blue one I’d packed without much thought—feeling more exposed than I ever had. Not just physically, but emotionally too, like every wall I’d built was crumbling.

“Look at you,” Alicia breathed, her eyes traveling over me with unconcealed appreciation. “Absolutely stunning.”

Ronnie made a sound of agreement, her fingertips tracing the edge of my bikini strap. “Gorgeous,” she murmured. “All this youth and beauty, wasted on some guy who didn’t even make you feel something.”

I shivered under her touch, goosebumps rising across my skin.

“May I?” Alicia asked, her fingers hovering at the tie of my bikini.

I nodded again, and with a deft movement, she untied it. The straps slid down my arms, and then I was truly bare before them, my breath shallow and quick.

“Perfect,” Ronnie whispered, her eyes darkening as she took me in. Her palm slid up my ribcage, so slowly it was almost torturous, before finally cupping my breast. Her thumb brushed across my nipple, and I gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot through me.

“So responsive,” she said with a pleased smile, circling my nipple again and watching it harden under her touch.

Alicia moved behind me, her soft body pressing against my back as her hands came around to caress my other breast. “Your skin is like silk,” she murmured, her lips finding the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder. She kissed me there, her tongue darting out to taste my skin, and I let my head fall back against her shoulder with a soft moan.

“That’s it,” Ronnie encouraged, leaning in to replace her fingers with her mouth. The warm, wet heat of her tongue against my nipple made me cry out softly, my back arching involuntarily.

Alicia continued her assault on my neck, kissing and nipping her way up to my ear while her fingers teased my other nipple, rolling it between her fingertips with expert precision. “You taste so sweet,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “We’re going to make you feel so good, Kelly.”

With gentle pressure on my shoulders, Ronnie guided me back onto the bed. The cool sheets pressed against my heated skin as I sank into the plush mattress, my hair fanning out across the pillow. My heart hammered so hard I was certain they could see it pounding beneath my ribs.

“Let’s get these off you,” Ronnie murmured, her fingers finding the ties of my bikini bottoms. Her touch was deliberate, almost reverential as she untied the knots at my hips. The fabric loosened, and with excruciating slowness, she dragged the material down my thighs, past my knees, over my ankles.

My breath caught as the last piece of my clothing joined the growing pile on the floor. I was completely naked now, exposed in a way I’d never been before—not just physically, but emotionally. There was nowhere to hide, no pretending.

Ronnie’s eyes traveled over me, taking in every inch with unhurried appreciation. “Beautiful,” she said, her voice rough with desire. “So goddamn beautiful.”

Beside me, the mattress dipped as Alicia began to undress. Unlike Ronnie’s efficiency, she made a show of it—fingers working the hem of her loose cover-up with deliberate slowness, revealing tanned skin inch by tantalizing inch. I couldn’t help but watch, mesmerized by the confidence in her movements.

Her bikini bottoms fell away, followed by her bikini top, releasing full breasts that were surprisingly firm despite their natural weight. I found myself staring, taking in the gentle slope of them, the dusky pink of her nipples. She wasn’t twenty-something anymore—her body bore the subtle marks of time, the soft creases at her waist, the faint silvery lines across her hips—but there was something breathtakingly beautiful about her. Something real and lived-in that made her all the more captivating.

“See something you like?” Alicia teased, catching my gaze as she shimmied out of her bikini bottoms.

I blushed but didn’t look away. “You’re stunning,” I said honestly.

She smiled, pleased, and stretched out beside me. “Older doesn’t mean less desirable, honey. Just means I know exactly what I’m doing.” Her hand found mine, guiding it to her breast. “Feel.”

Her skin was impossibly soft under my palm, warm and yielding. I tentatively cupped the weight of her breast, marveling at how different it felt from touching my own. How different everything about this felt—not just physically, but the energy, the connection. There was none of the mechanical routine I’d grown used to with Jason, none of the sense that I was just going through motions I was supposed to enjoy.

“That’s it,” Alicia encouraged, her eyes fluttering closed as my thumb brushed over her nipple. “Just like that.”

Alicia’s soft moan sent a shiver down my spine. Her skin was warm under my touch, and I felt a surge of confidence watching her respond to my exploration. My fingers traced circles around her nipple, feeling it harden beneath my touch.

“You’re a natural,” she whispered, her eyes finding mine with a look of such intense desire it made my breath catch.

Then her hand was sliding down my stomach, feather-light touches that made my muscles jump and tense with anticipation. Lower and lower, tracing lazy patterns across my hip bones, the tops of my thighs. I was trembling now, not from fear but from want—a deep, aching need I’d never felt before.

“Open for me, sweetheart,” Alicia murmured, her fingers dancing along my inner thigh.

I let my legs fall apart, surrendering to her touch. Her fingers found me, slipping through the wetness that had gathered there. I gasped at the contact, my back arching slightly off the bed.

“So wet already,” she said, her voice thick with approval. “You’ve been wanting this for a while, haven’t you?”

I couldn’t answer. Words seemed impossible as her fingers slid through my folds with expert precision, finding places that made sparks shoot up my spine. Her touch was nothing like Jason’s—there was no fumbling, no uncertainty. Each stroke was deliberate, knowing exactly how much pressure to apply, where to circle, when to tease.

“Please,” I whispered, not even sure what I was asking for.

Alicia smiled, leaning down to brush her lips against mine. “Since you asked so nicely.”

And then she was slipping two fingers inside me, so slowly I felt every millimeter of their entrance. I moaned against her mouth, my hands clutching at her breasts, feeling her nipples harden against my palms.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her fingers curling forward to find that spot inside me that made my vision blur. “Feel good?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hips rising to meet her hand. “God, yes.”

Her fingers were slim but strong, moving with a rhythm that seemed to match my heartbeat. There was a softness to her touch that I’d never experienced before—not the clumsy, hurried thrusting I’d grown accustomed to with men, but something more intuitive. Like she could read my body’s responses, adjusting her pace and pressure to match exactly what I needed.

I kneaded her breasts gently, fascinated by the way her breath quickened, by the flush spreading across her chest. Her thumb found my clit as her fingers continued their steady rhythm inside me, and a shock of pleasure made me cry out.

“I’ve got you,” she whispered, her lips trailing down my neck. “Just relax.”

And I did. I melted into her touch, surrendering completely to the wave building inside me.

While Alicia and I lost ourselves in touch and sensation, Ronnie stood at the foot of the bed, watching us with hungry eyes. Her gaze was like a physical caress, trailing over our entangled bodies with unhurried appreciation.

“Look at you two,” she murmured, her voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

With deliberate slowness, Ronnie began to undress. Unlike Alicia’s playful striptease, Ronnie’s movements were confident, almost casual—as if she knew exactly how captivating she was without having to try. She peeled her Hawaiian shirt off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms before tossing it aside. Underneath, she wore a simple black sports bra that hugged her stocky frame.

I couldn’t help but stare. Where Alicia was all soft curves and golden warmth, Ronnie was solid and powerful. The contrast between them was mesmerizing—like comparing a summer sunset to a midnight storm, both beautiful in entirely different ways.

Ronnie caught my gaze and smirked, clearly enjoying my attention. “Like what you see, honeymoon girl?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice as Alicia’s fingers continued their rhythmic exploration between my legs.

With a knowing smile, Ronnie reached for the hem of her sports bra and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion. Her breasts were smaller than Alicia’s, high and firm with dark nipples that hardened in the cool air of the room. A tattoo I hadn’t noticed before curved along her ribs—an intricate wave pattern that seemed to move with each breath she took.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” Alicia whispered, her eyes drinking in her wife’s body with familiar hunger. “Show her the rest, baby.”

Ronnie’s thumbs hooked into the waistband of her swim trunks, pushing them down her hips with torturous slowness. They fell to her ankles, and she stepped out of them with graceful ease, now completely naked before us.

My breath caught in my throat. A neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her legs, strong thighs that spoke of hours spent swimming or running, the subtle definition of her stomach muscles—every inch of her radiated confidence. There was something so unapologetically powerful about the way she stood there, completely at ease in her skin.

Ronnie knelt at the foot of the bed, her blue eyes darkening as she watched Alicia’s fingers disappear inside me. “That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice rougher now. “Make her feel good, babe.”

I moaned as Alicia curled her fingers just right, hitting that spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids. When I opened my eyes again, I saw Ronnie’s hand sliding between her own legs, fingers dipping into her wetness.

Ronnie’s eyes never left us as her fingers circled her own clit, slow at first, then building in rhythm. Her bottom lip caught between her teeth, chest rising and falling with quickening breaths. There was something profoundly intimate about watching her pleasure herself while watching us—like being granted access to a private ritual, one usually performed behind closed doors.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice husky with desire. “God, you two look so good together.”

The sight of her touching herself sent a fresh wave of heat through me. My hips bucked against Alicia’s hand, chasing the pleasure that built with each precise stroke of her fingers.

“She’s close,” Alicia told Ronnie, her breath warm against my neck. “Aren’t you, sweetheart?”

I nodded, words beyond me as tension coiled tighter in my core. But even as I raced toward my own release, I found myself wanting to give something back—to make Alicia feel what she was making me feel.

Hesitantly, my hand slid down Alicia’s stomach, fingers trembling slightly as they moved lower. I’d never touched another woman like this, had never felt the silky wetness of someone else’s arousal. I paused, suddenly uncertain.

“Go on,” Alicia encouraged, her voice gentle but thick with want. “Touch me, Kelly.”

My fingers dipped between her legs, exploring unfamiliar territory. She was so wet, so warm—different from touching myself, yet somehow familiar. I moved my fingers experimentally, trying to find the right spot, but feeling clumsy and unsure.

“Here,” Alicia whispered, reaching down to guide my hand. “Like this.”

She positioned my fingers right where she needed them, showing me how to apply pressure, how to move in small, tight circles. I watched her face carefully, learning her reactions—the slight catch in her breath when I got it right, the way her eyes fluttered closed when I found the perfect rhythm.

“That’s it,” she sighed, her hips rolling subtly against my touch. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

I gained confidence with each soft moan I drew from her, each tremor I felt beneath my fingertips. There was something deeply empowering about making this beautiful, experienced woman respond to my touch—about being the cause of her pleasure.

“You’re a quick study,” she praised, her voice breaking slightly as I increased the pressure. “God, that feels good.”

Across from us, Ronnie’s movements had become more urgent, her fingers working faster as she watched us touch each other. The intensity in her gaze was almost physical, like being caressed from across the room.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her free hand gripping her own thigh hard enough to leave marks. “You two are going to kill me.”

Alicia laughed breathlessly, her fingers still moving inside me even as she rocked against my hand.

The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure—soft moans, quickening breath, the subtle rhythm of skin against skin. I was lost in a haze of sensation, my entire body humming with electricity as Alicia’s fingers worked their magic inside me. Every nerve ending felt alive, hypersensitive to each deliberate stroke and teasing circle.

“Look at her, Ronnie,” Alicia murmured, her voice thick with desire. “She’s trembling.”

I was. My thighs quivered, my stomach muscles clenched and released with each wave of pleasure. Alicia’s thumb pressed against my clit with exquisite precision, and I felt myself climbing higher, teetering on the edge of something monumental.

“Wait,” Ronnie said suddenly, her voice commanding enough to cut through the fog of my arousal. “Stop.”

Alicia’s movements slowed, though her fingers remained inside me, curled against that spot that made my vision blur. I whimpered at the loss of rhythm, my hips instinctively trying to follow her retreating touch.

“What is it, baby?” Alicia asked, her chest rising and falling rapidly, a sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the dim light.

Ronnie’s eyes were dark, almost predatory as she crawled up from the foot of the bed, her movements fluid and purposeful like a jungle cat. “I want a taste of her,” she said, her gaze locked on the place where Alicia’s fingers disappeared inside me. “I need to know how she tastes.”

A fresh wave of heat washed over me at her words. No one had ever spoken about me like that—with such raw, unbridled hunger. Jason had gone down on me a handful of times, always with a sense of obligation rather than desire. But Ronnie looked like she was starving, and I was a feast laid out just for her.

“Well,” Alicia said with a knowing smile, slowly withdrawing her fingers from me. I gasped at the emptiness she left behind, at the sudden absence of her touch. “She does taste divine.”

To my shock, Alicia brought her glistening fingers to Ronnie’s mouth. Without breaking eye contact with me, Ronnie wrapped her lips around them, sucking them clean with deliberate slowness. Her eyelids fluttered, and she made a sound low in her throat—a growl of pure appreciation that sent a jolt straight between my legs.

“Fuck,” she breathed when Alicia withdrew her fingers. “I need more of that.”

She moved between my legs, nudging my thighs further apart with gentle but insistent pressure. Her shoulders, strong and tanned, created a barrier between my legs, and I felt suddenly vulnerable—exposed in a way I’d never been before. But there was no time for self-consciousness, not with the way Ronnie was looking at me, like I was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

Ronnie settled between my thighs, her strong hands gripping my hips with steady confidence. I felt the warmth of her breath against my most intimate parts, and my entire body tensed with anticipation.

“Relax,” she murmured, her thumbs making small, soothing circles on my hipbones. “I’m going to make you feel so good, sweetheart.”

I tried to steady my breathing, to calm the wild hammering of my heart. But then Ronnie lowered her head, and at the first warm, wet stroke of her tongue, I completely lost control.

“Oh my GOD!” The sound that tore from my throat was primal—half-scream, half-sob—echoing off the walls of the hotel room. My back arched off the bed, my hands flying to grip the sheets so hard my knuckles turned white.

The sensation was overwhelming—unlike anything I’d ever felt. Ronnie’s tongue was relentless, tracing patterns that seemed to map every sensitive nerve ending I possessed. She wasn’t tentative or unsure; she licked and sucked with practiced precision, like she’d studied the exact topography of pleasure and was putting her knowledge to devastating use.

Mortified by my uncontrollable reaction, I threw an arm across my face, trying to muffle the sounds still spilling from my lips. I’d never been loud during sex—had always been self-conscious, careful, contained. But this—this was demolishing every wall I’d built.

“No, no, don’t hide,” Alicia said, gently pulling my arm away from my face. Her eyes were dark with desire, her smile knowing. “Let us hear you. Let us see what we’re doing to you.”

I bit my lip, embarrassment warring with the waves of pleasure radiating outward from where Ronnie’s mouth worked between my legs. “I—I’ve never—” I gasped as Ronnie’s tongue circled my clit with exquisite pressure. “Oh god, I’ve never been this loud.”

Alicia’s laugh was warm and rich as she stroked my hair back from my forehead. “That’s because you’ve never been properly fucked, sweetheart.”

Her bluntness made me whimper, a fresh wave of heat washing through me. Between my legs, I felt Ronnie chuckle, the vibration of her laugh sending shockwaves through my core.

“That’s it,” Ronnie murmured against me, her voice muffled but unmistakably smug. “Let go for us, honeymoon girl.”

She redoubled her efforts, her tongue flattening against my clit before circling it with maddening precision. I felt her slide two fingers inside me.

Ronnie’s fingers curled inside me, seeking that perfect spot that Alicia had found earlier. When she hit it, I cried out, my hips bucking involuntarily against her face. She didn’t pull away—instead, she followed my movements, her mouth never leaving me, her fingers pressing deeper.

“That’s it,” Alicia whispered, her voice silky in my ear as she stroked my hair. “She’s so good at this, isn’t she? Just wait…”

Ronnie’s rhythm was relentless, her fingers pumping in and out while her tongue worked magic on my clit. Each stroke sent electric pulses racing through my body, building and building until I could barely breathe. My thighs began to shake, muscles tensing as pressure built low in my belly.

“I can feel her getting close,” Ronnie murmured, pulling back just enough to speak, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh. Her fingers never stopped their motion, curling forward to stroke that spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids. “She’s clenching around my fingers.”

Alicia’s hand moved to my breast, pinching my nipple just as Ronnie sealed her lips around my clit and sucked—hard.

The dual sensation was too much. The dam broke.

“Oh god, oh god, OH GOD!” I screamed, my back arching completely off the bed, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed through me. It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d ever experienced—this was full-body, earth-shattering, reality-altering. My vision went white at the edges, my lungs struggling for air as I bucked against Ronnie’s relentless mouth.

She didn’t let up, her fingers still moving inside me, her tongue still circling my clit as I shattered into a million pieces. My screams turned to sobs, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes as pleasure so intense it bordered on pain continued to pulse through me.

“That’s it, that’s it,” Alicia encouraged, holding me as I shook. “Let it all out, sweetheart.”

My entire body convulsed with aftershocks, muscles clenching and releasing as Ronnie gradually slowed her movements, bringing me down gently. I could feel wetness everywhere—between my legs, tears on my cheeks, sweat slicking my skin.

When Ronnie finally pulled away, her chin glistening with evidence of my pleasure, she looked utterly triumphant. Her blue eyes were dark with desire, her chest heaving with exertion.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasped, my voice hoarse from screaming. My limbs felt boneless, my mind completely empty of anything but residual waves of pleasure. “That was… I’ve never…”

Ronnie crawled up my body, her movements predatory and satisfied. “I know,” she said simply, before capturing my mouth in a deep kiss.

I tasted myself on Ronnie’s lips—tangy and unfamiliar—as she kissed me with the same thoroughness she’d shown between my legs. My body was still trembling with aftershocks, muscles occasionally twitching with remembered pleasure. I felt utterly spent, like I’d run a marathon or climbed a mountain. Like I’d been taken apart and reassembled as someone new.

When Ronnie finally pulled back, her smile was smug and satisfied. She brushed a strand of hair from my sweaty forehead with surprising tenderness. “You okay there, sweetheart?”

I nodded weakly, still trying to catch my breath. “I think… I think I need a minute.”

Alicia laughed, the sound warm and rich in the dim light of the hotel room. She stroked my arm, her fingertips leaving goosebumps in their wake. “Oh honey,” she said, her voice a silky purr that sent a fresh shiver down my spine. “We’re not done with you yet.”

I blinked, genuinely surprised. “You’re not?”

“Not even close,” Alicia replied, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder before sliding off the bed. Her naked body caught the golden glow of the bedside lamp as she crossed the room, all confident curves and fluid grace. “That was just the warm-up.”

My eyes widened as I watched her kneel beside their suitcase, rummaging through it with purpose. Ronnie chuckled at my expression, her hand still lazily tracing patterns on my stomach.

“Don’t look so scared,” she teased, her fingers dipping lower to brush through the sensitive curls between my legs. I twitched at the contact, oversensitive and yet—impossibly—already feeling a low throb of renewed desire. “We’ll take good care of you.”

Alicia returned to the bed with something in each hand. In her right, she held what was unmistakably a dildo—sleek, black, intimidatingly realistic. In her left was a wand-like device with a large rounded head that I vaguely recognized from late-night browsing sessions I’d never admit to.

“Recognize these?” Alicia asked, her eyes glinting with mischief as she held them up.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I… that’s a… and that’s a…”

“A cock and a wand,” Ronnie supplied helpfully, her hand now resting possessively on my inner thigh. “Tools of the trade, so to speak.”

Alicia handed the dildo to Ronnie, who took it with a grin that could only be described as wolfish. The exchange had an easy familiarity to it—like they’d done this many times before, a choreographed dance they knew by heart.

“If you thought that was intense,” Alicia said, gesturing to where Ronnie had been between my legs, “just wait.”

Ronnie motioned for me to turn over with a lazy twirl of her finger. “Hands and knees, honeymoon girl.”

I hesitated only briefly before complying, my body responding to her command almost instinctively. My limbs felt heavy yet somehow electric as I rolled onto my stomach and pushed myself up. The position left me feeling utterly exposed, my back arched, my most intimate parts on display. I felt the mattress dip as Ronnie knelt behind me, her strong hands sliding up the backs of my thighs to grip my hips.

“God, look at you,” she murmured, her voice rough with appreciation. “So beautiful.”

I shivered at her words, at the reverence in her tone. No one had ever looked at me quite like this—like I was something precious and wild all at once. I felt her thumbs spreading me open, exposing me completely to her gaze.

“You’re soaked,” she observed, one finger trailing through my wetness, making me gasp and push back against her touch. “Still wanting more, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered, surprised by the honesty in my own voice. “Please.”

Behind me, I heard the distinct sound of a bottle cap opening, followed by the slick noise of something being coated with lubricant. My heart hammered against my ribs, a mixture of nervousness and anticipation making me tremble.

“Relax,” Ronnie soothed, her free hand stroking the small of my back. “I’ve got you.”

I felt the head of the dildo press against my entrance, cool and slick. Ronnie was careful, patient, easing it inside me with gentle pressure. I moaned as it filled me inch by inch, stretching me in a way that was both familiar and entirely new.

“That’s it,” Ronnie encouraged, her voice a low rumble that sent shivers up my spine. “Take it all, sweetheart.”

The bed shifted as Alicia positioned herself beside us, lying on her side where she could reach between my legs. Her hand stroked up my inner thigh, teasing, promising. “You good, baby?” she asked, her fingers dancing closer to where I needed them.

“Y-yes,” I managed, my voice breaking as Ronnie began to thrust the dildo into me, pulling it almost all the way out before sliding it back in with exquisite slowness.

Alicia switched on the wand, and even before it touched me, I could feel the vibrations humming through the air. My entire body tensed in anticipation, knowing what was coming. When she finally pressed it against my clit, the sensation was so intense it bordered on overwhelming—pleasure so sharp it was almost pain, radiating outward from that single point of contact.

“Oh my GOD!” I cried out, my arms nearly buckling beneath me.

Ronnie’s grip on my hips tightened, steadying me as my body shook with the dual assault of the dildo filling me and the wand’s relentless vibrations against my already sensitive clit. The sensations were overwhelming—pleasure stacked on pleasure until I could barely distinguish where one ended and another began.

“Look at you,” Ronnie growled, her pace increasing as she thrust the dildo deeper. “Taking it so well. So fucking beautiful like this.”

I could only respond with broken moans, my fingers clutching desperately at the sheets as my body struggled to process the intensity. Every nerve ending felt raw, exposed, each thrust sending shockwaves through my core. The sound of my own wetness was obscene in the quiet room, a slick, rhythmic counterpoint to my ragged breathing.

“Too much?” Alicia asked softly, noticing my trembling arms, the way my head hung low between my shoulders. She eased the wand away slightly, giving me a moment’s reprieve.

“N-no,” I gasped, surprising myself with the desperation in my voice. “Please don’t stop.”

Behind me, Ronnie chuckled—a dark, satisfied sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. “Hear that, babe? She wants more.” With that, she gripped my hips harder, her fingers digging into my flesh as she began to thrust with renewed purpose. The dildo slid deeper, faster, hitting places inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“You like it hard, don’t you, Kelly?” Ronnie’s voice was rough, commanding, each word punctuated by a powerful thrust. “You like being filled up, being fucked properly.”

I whimpered, unable to form words as Alicia pressed the wand firmly against my clit again, the vibrations traveling through my entire body. My thighs shook uncontrollably, my back arching deeper as I pushed back against Ronnie’s thrusts.

“Answer me,” Ronnie demanded, one hand sliding up my spine to tangle in my hair, tugging just enough to send a jolt of electric pleasure-pain racing down my back. “Tell me how much you love this cock.”

“I love it,” I sobbed, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. “God, I love it. Please, harder.”

Alicia’s eyes widened at my plea, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Well, well,” she murmured, her free hand stroking my cheek. “Our little runaway bride is full of surprises.”

Ronnie responded to my plea with a growl, as she drove the dildo into me with bruising force. The new angle hit something so perfect inside me that I cried out, a sound so raw and desperate it barely sounded human.

“That’s it,” Ronnie purred, her voice a velvet command as she maintained that perfect angle. “Right there. That’s your spot, isn’t it, sweetheart?”

I couldn’t answer. Words had abandoned me entirely, replaced by primal sounds I barely recognized as my own. Each thrust hit that perfect place inside me, sending electric pulses racing from my core to my fingertips, my toes, the top of my head. My entire body had become a lightning rod for pleasure, conducting sensations so intense they bordered on the spiritual.

“Look at her,” Alicia murmured, her voice filled with wonder as she adjusted the wand, circling it around my clit rather than pressing directly on it. The change in sensation made me sob with relief and frustration all at once. “She’s transcending, babe. Taking her right to heaven.”

The vibrations pulsed through me in waves, building and receding like the tide. Meanwhile, Ronnie kept up her relentless rhythm, the dildo sliding in and out with obscene wet sounds that would have mortified me if I’d had any capacity for embarrassment left. But I was beyond shame, beyond thought—reduced to pure sensation, pure need.

“Please,” I begged, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for. More? Release? For this exquisite torture to never end? “Please, please, please…”

Ronnie’s hand tightened in my hair, pulling my head back until my spine formed a perfect arch. “Look at yourself,” she commanded, and I realized we were positioned in front of a mirror across the room that I hadn’t noticed before. “Look at how beautiful you are when you’re being fucked properly.”

My eyes fluttered open, and the sight that greeted me was shocking in its raw carnality. My hair was wild, my face flushed, my lips parted and swollen. My breasts swayed with each powerful thrust, nipples hard and dark with arousal. Between my legs, I could see the black silicone disappearing inside me, slick and glistening, Ronnie’s strong hand guiding it with masterful precision.

But what struck me most was my expression—a look of complete abandon, of surrender. I looked transformed, unrecognizable from the tightly controlled woman who’d walked into this resort just days ago.

“See?” Ronnie’s voice was rough in my ear, her free hand sliding around to cup my breast, fingers pinching my nipple just hard enough to make me gasp. “See what a good girl you are when you let go?”

Alicia moved the wand in tight circles, the vibrations intensifying as she watched my face in the mirror. “She’s close again,” she observed, her own breathing quickening. “I can tell. Her eyes get this glazed look, like she’s seeing straight into another dimension.”

They were right. I could feel it building—a tidal wave gathering force, threatening to drown me completely.

“We’re going to make you come so hard,” Ronnie promised, her voice a rough whisper against my ear as she maintained that perfect rhythm. “So hard you’ll forget your own name.”

The pressure was building inside me, a coiling tension that threatened to snap with each thrust, each pulse of the vibrator against my swollen flesh. My thighs trembled violently, my arms barely supporting my weight as pleasure bombarded me from every direction.

“You’re taking it so well,” Alicia murmured, her eyes locked on my face in the mirror. “Look at yourself, Kelly. Look at how beautiful you are when you’re about to come apart.”

I forced my heavy eyelids open, catching glimpses of myself—flushed, trembling, transformed. My hair fell in wild tangles around my face, my lips parted with each desperate gasp. In the mirror, I watched as Ronnie’s powerful body moved behind mine, her muscles flexing with each thrust, sweat glistening on her skin in the soft hotel light.

“You were made for this,” Ronnie growled, her fingers digging into my hip hard enough to leave marks. “Made to be fucked like this. To be worshipped.”

The dildo hit that perfect spot inside me again and again, each thrust sending shockwaves through my core. Alicia adjusted the vibrator, pressing it more firmly against my clit, and the dual sensation was almost too much to bear.

“I can’t—” I choked out, my voice breaking. “I can’t take it, it’s too—”

“You can,” Alicia insisted, her free hand stroking my cheek with surprising tenderness. “And you will. We’re not stopping until you come so hard you see stars.”

Behind me, Ronnie’s rhythm became more urgent, more demanding. “You feel that?” she asked, her voice thick with desire. “Feel how deep I’m fucking you? How well you’re taking every inch?”

I nodded frantically, beyond words, beyond thought. My entire universe had narrowed to the places where our bodies connected—the dildo stretching me, filling me, the vibrator sending pulses of electric pleasure through my clit, Ronnie’s strong hands gripping my flesh.

“Such a good girl,” Alicia praised, her voice silky as she watched my face contort with pleasure. “Taking it so beautifully. I bet no one’s ever fucked you like this before, have they?”

“No,” I managed to gasp, the word barely audible. “Never—never like this—”

“Because they didn’t know how,” Ronnie said, her voice rough with exertion as she maintained that perfect, punishing rhythm. “Didn’t know what you needed. But we do, don’t we, sweetheart? We know exactly what you need.”

My only response was a broken sob as Alicia increased the vibrator’s intensity, the sensation bordering on too much.

“Let go for us, Kelly,” Alicia whispered, her voice like silk against my ear. “We want to see you fall apart completely.”

The pressure building inside me was unbearable now—a dam about to burst, a star about to explode. Every muscle in my body was taut with anticipation, trembling on the edge of something monumental. Ronnie’s thrusts had become relentless, each one striking that perfect spot inside me with devastating accuracy. The sound of our bodies meeting—slick, obscene, primal—filled the room, mixing with my increasingly desperate cries.

“Come on,” Ronnie growled, her fingers digging into my hip, her other hand still tangled in my hair. “Give it to us. Let us see you.”

Alicia pressed the vibrator directly against my clit, the intensity suddenly cranked higher, and something inside me shattered. The world went white, then exploded into fragments of pure sensation.

“OH MY GOD, OH MY GOD, I’M—I’M—” The words dissolved into a scream so raw it scraped my throat, tearing from somewhere deep inside me. My entire body convulsed violently, muscles seizing as waves of pleasure crashed through me with devastating force. My arms gave out completely, my face pressing into the mattress as my back arched impossibly deep.

Ronnie didn’t stop—if anything, she intensified her movements, driving the dildo deeper as my body clenched and pulsed around it. “That’s it,” she hissed, her voice tight with exertion. “Take it all.”

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, one wave crashing into the next until I couldn’t tell where one ended and another began. My vision blurred, dark spots dancing at the edges as oxygen became secondary to the pleasure consuming me. I was dimly aware of wetness—everywhere, between my legs, tears streaming down my face, sweat soaking the sheets beneath me.

“Jesus Christ,” Alicia breathed, watching in awe as I thrashed beneath them. “Look at her go.”

My screams had dissolved into broken sobs, my body jerking uncontrollably with each aftershock. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, radiating outward from my core until even my fingertips tingled with it. I felt utterly destroyed, completely unmade.

Ronnie gradually slowed her thrusts, easing me through the final tremors as Alicia gently pulled the vibrator away. My entire body continued to twitch and jerk, muscles spasming with residual pleasure too intense to contain.

“I can’t—I can’t—” I gasped, barely able to form words as another aftershock ripped through me. My legs gave out completely, and I collapsed onto the bed in a boneless heap, still trembling violently.

Ronnie carefully withdrew the dildo, the sensation making me whimper. My entire body felt like a live wire—oversensitive, trembling, completely undone. I curled into myself, knees drawn up to my chest, arms wrapped around my body as if trying to hold myself together. Aftershocks continued to ripple through me, making my muscles twitch and jump involuntarily, little gasps escaping my lips with each one.

“Look at her,” Alicia murmured, her voice soft with wonder. “She’s still coming.”

Ronnie set aside the toy and stretched out beside me, her body radiating heat as she propped herself up on one elbow. “Damn, honeymoon girl,” she said, a note of admiration in her voice. “That was something else.”

I couldn’t respond. Words seemed like a distant concept, something belonging to another world—one where I hadn’t just been shattered and remade by pleasure so intense it bordered on transcendent. My throat felt raw from screaming, my limbs heavy and useless, my mind blissfully, terrifyingly empty.

The bed dipped as Alicia settled on my other side, creating a protective cocoon around my still-trembling form. Her fingers were gentle as they brushed sweat-dampened hair from my forehead, tucking strands behind my ear with tender precision.

“Shh, it’s okay,” she soothed, though I hadn’t realized I was making sounds—soft, broken whimpers that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside me. “You’re okay, sweetheart. Just breathe through it.”

Another aftershock rippled through me, making my back arch slightly, a gasp tearing from my throat. My fingers clutched at the sheets, seeking something to anchor me as pleasure continued to pulse through my oversensitive body.

“That’s it,” Ronnie murmured, her hand sliding up and down my arm in long, soothing strokes. “Just ride it out. No need to fight it.”

I felt Alicia’s lips press against my temple, soft and warm, lingering there as if she could kiss away the overwhelm. “Such a good girl,” she whispered, her breath tickling my ear. “You took it so beautifully, Kelly. So perfect for us.”

Her praise washed over me like warm honey, seeping into places inside me I hadn’t known were empty. No one had ever spoken to me like this—with such genuine appreciation, such unguarded admiration. It made something in my chest constrict painfully, a knot of emotion I couldn’t name.

“I’ve never—” I tried, my voice breaking, barely above a whisper. “I don’t—” But the words wouldn’t come. How could I possibly articulate what had just happened? How this experience had cracked me open, exposed something raw and vulnerable I’d kept hidden even from myself?

“Shh,” Alicia whispered, pressing another kiss to my temple.

“Don’t try to explain it,” Ronnie murmured, her voice gentler than I’d heard it before. “Just feel it.”

The three of us lay tangled together on the rumpled sheets, our limbs intertwined in a way that should have felt strange but somehow didn’t. Alicia’s arm draped across my waist, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my hip. Ronnie’s chest pressed against my back, her breath warm against my neck. The room smelled of sex and sweat and expensive hotel sheets, an intoxicating mixture that made my head swim pleasantly.

“You okay?” Alicia asked after several minutes of comfortable silence, her voice a soft murmur in the dim light.

I nodded, not trusting my voice yet. The truth was, I felt more than okay—I felt transformed, like something fundamental had shifted inside me. Like I’d been sleepwalking for years and had suddenly, violently awakened.

Ronnie’s hand stroked up and down my arm, her touch no longer sexual but comforting. “You went somewhere else there for a minute,” she observed, her voice carrying a hint of pride. “Saw your eyes roll back. That’s when you know it’s good.”

A weak laugh escaped me, my throat still raw from screaming. “Is it always like that?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “For you two?”

Alicia and Ronnie exchanged a look over my shoulder, something intimate passing between them—a silent communication born of years together. Alicia’s lips curved into a soft smile.

“Not always,” she admitted, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear with tender precision. “But when it is… God, there’s nothing like it.”

Ronnie hummed in agreement, her fingers now tracing the curve of my waist. “You never forget your first time,” she said, a teasing note returning to her voice. “How’s it feel to lose your lesbian virginity, honeymoon girl?”

I laughed again, stronger this time, the sound bubbling up from somewhere genuine inside me. “Pretty fucking spectacular,” I admitted, feeling a blush warm my cheeks even after everything we’d just done.

Alicia grinned, her eyes crinkling at the corners in a way that made her look impossibly beautiful—lived-in and real in a way airbrushed perfection could never match. “We aim to please,” she said with a wink.

Alicia pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “You good, girl?”

I let out a soft laugh. “Yeah. More than good.”

Ronnie grinned. “Damn right you are.” She pulled a sheet over the three of us, tucking me in against her chest. “Now, get some sleep. We’ve got a whole week of fun ahead.”

I smiled, eyes fluttering shut as Alicia curled around me from the other side. I had no idea what came next, but for the first time in a long time… I wasn’t scared.

I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

And with that, I drifted off, safe and warm between them, the sound of the ocean outside lulling me into the deepest, sweetest sleep of my life.
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Best friends don’t cross that line… do they?

Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DJ7BWW3C

For years, Sarah has been the target of Kyla’s relentless bullying. Now, at the same college, the tension between them simmers hotter than ever. When Sarah finally tells off her tormentor using a provocative photo, the lines between hate and desire blur in ways neither of them expected. What starts as a battle of wills ignites into something far more dangerous and irresistible. In this sizzling tale of revenge and passion, secrets are exposed, and the ultimate power struggle takes a turn neither woman saw coming.

[image: First Time with the Lesbian Lifeguard: First Lesbian Experience Erotica]

First Time with the Lesbian Lifeguard: First Lesbian Experience Erotica

Dive into a summer of forbidden desire with Sydney, a lifeguard whose days by the pool spark an intense, erotic awakening. As the sun heats up the water, so does Sydney’s attraction to a captivating woman she can’t ignore. This sizzling tale explores Sydney’s steamy journey as she embraces her deepest cravings and delves into a world of sensuality and pleasure.
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