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I’m sitting by the beach, fidgeting with the glass of lime-infused water that Henry insists will help us 'detox,' trying to soak in the relaxation. Honestly, I’m a little on edge. Oh, a margarita would shave it off so nicely…

But no. We’re here to slow things down, to take it easy—to find that zen space where we’re not chasing any thrills. We’re giving ourselves space, yes, space to find our true purpose, or whatever.

It’s a dopamine detox, as he calls it. Which essentially means no sex. Yup! Sex is the thing where we both find relief. But we need so much relief that we almost destroyed our marriage. By having too much sex. Right, like someone would actually buy that.

Anyways… Just peace. Calm. Zen. Let’s do it!

I’m supposed to be unwinding, but instead, my mind’s a mess. This zen thing gives me more stress than what I’m running from. I catch a glimpse of Henry, lying on the lounge chair next to me, nose deep in some self-help paperback, looking as relaxed as a rock. Lucky him. He’s been cruising on neutral for months, maybe years, I don’t even know.

I’ve tried everything to cool down this constant simmer inside me. The kind of everything I wouldn’t tell Henry about. Let’s just say I’ve gone down a few rabbit holes in the wee hours, exploring things I never thought would pique my interest. And the stuff that does… well, let’s just say, it’s not the kind of stuff you bring up at family lunch. Lesbian videos, mostly. Hardcore ones. Don’t ask me why. Probably because it’s the only thing left that actually makes me feel anything. I watch women fill other women with all possible toys, their sizes growing by each day. I’m especially interested in filling the tight hole—there’s something so dirty about it, I can’t shake it off. Just thinking of it makes my heart race. Looks like I’m in a phase now, where I want to experience everything I missed in my youth. Which is kind of expected for someone who just reached 40, but I had no idea there was so much anal lust in me—and for women! Yeah, that’s how far I’ve gone. Henry’s got no idea.

So yes, a random passerby would say I am relaxing, but on the inside it’s the opposite. All I think about is how to sneak away from my husband, and do what I haven’t done for 4 days already: treat myself to a five-minute video of hot, sexy, virtual love with my favorite online lovers. I have quite a few of them at the moment, I know their names by heart. They’re not porn stars, just regular girls, young and beautiful—and crazy enough to get naked in front of the camera and share their fantasies with me. Yummy!

“Rose?”

I blink, and there she is—a face that looks so familiar, but I have no idea where to place it…

“Oh? Hi…” I mutter, my brain still trying to figure out who woke me from the dream.

“You don’t remember me,” she smiles, her adorable smile making it even harder for me to collect the pieces.

“Oh my God!” it strikes me, “You’ve got to be kidding me!” Back in school, this woman was just this shy, skinny kid with braces. Now, she’s standing here like she walked out of a magazine, towel draped over her shoulder, hair still damp from the pool. I squint up at her, not quite believing it.

She laughs, and it’s a low, easy sound. “It’s been a minute, huh? Ella, in case you forgot,” she says, pulling up a chair like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Thank God she told me her name, I would never have guessed it. She gives Henry a quick nod, then her eyes are right back on me.

“Ella, right! Oh my God, this is such a surprise, I can’t believe I see you here right now, after all these years!” I lift myself from the chair and hold her upper arm, as if trying to reassure myself she’s really here.

“You look good, Rose. Real good.”

I shake my head, still thrown. “You too, Ella. I mean, wow. Last time I saw you, we were… what, kids?”

“Yeah, ha ha, probably during high school.” She grins, eyes bright. “Guess we both grew up a little.”

The way she says it, there’s a challenge there, subtle but sharp. I’m almost tempted to check with Henry, see if he’s getting any of this, but he’s zoned into his book.

“So, what brings you here?” I ask, trying to keep it casual.

“I’m here with a friend of mine,” she says, shrugging like it’s nothing. “But she’s glued to her phone. So I thought I’d take a short walk and say hi. I saw you in the morning already but hadn’t had a chance.”

“Wow, I just can’t believe my eyes, you’re such a… Woman!” I mutter, hoping I didn’t sound too awkward.

“Yes, I know, you too,” she says, her eyes just erupting with excitement, “In the best possible way!”

“Huh,” I smile, “You caught me off guard a little, I was just trying hard to relax here, and…”

She quirks an eyebrow. “Trying hard to relax, ha ha. Sounds like a lot of work. You don’t strike me as the type who needs to slow down.”

“Oh, I don’t?” I shoot her a look, daring her to keep going. This is exactly what I was trying to explain to Henry all along.

She grins, still leaning forward as if she wants to be close to me. “Nah. I mean, look at you! All toned up, you work hard to stay in shape. I bet this translates to all the other areas as well.”

“Ha ha, thank you,” I feel my cheeks blush, “Well, not all of us are perfect just out of the box,” I tease her, my hands flying in the air, gesturing at her gorgeous body.

She gives me a wink, and I swear it’s more than just that—it's like she sent a pulse of energy my way, hitting me like a curse of desire.

“So, are you guys here to… what, recharge or something?” she asks, her gaze a little too direct, a little too knowing.

Feeling my heart race, I glance over at Henry, still oblivious, then look back at her. “Or something! Ha ha, we’re, uh… trying to slow down. Take a break from… things.”

She raises her eyebrows. “Things, huh? The things we all run away from, right?” She turns her gaze to the sea. “Well, I’m not interrupting you any longer, I’m taking a walk now, hoping that my friend is done with her love chit-chat by the time I come back.”

“Oh, she left her boyfriend at home but still took him along, huh?” I cross my arms.

“Actually, she found a guy right here, yesterday,” she says, giggling, as if it was the most natural thing.

“Oh, is that so,” I smile, “My gut tells me you’ll be here having a lot more alone time than today.”

“Ha ha,” she laughs lightly, her smile disturbingly beautiful, “You might be right.”

“Well, if you need some company, you know where to find me. We can go for a drink and make a short briefing about the last 20 missing years.”

“That sounds amazing, Rose,” she says, landing her hot palm on my shoulder. “So great meeting you here, among all possible places!”

Her touch is so tender, I can’t help but put my hand on hers instinctively, even though it feels like a little too much. “The pleasure is all mine, Ella!”

I can feel drops of sweat pour out my pores under the hot sun. But the sun has nothing to do with the heat I’m feeling right now.

She smiles and stands up, showing her beautiful curves again in full. She saunters off, and I’m left staring at the ocean, my mind racing now in ten directions at the same time. My eyes drift back to her, focusing on her bottom in a bikini as she walks away like she’s performing a fatal dance of seduction. Oh, I would click on a video with a thumbnail like this, I sure would. I have hundreds of ideas on what to do with a booty like that. And now she’s here, not on the screen, but in the flesh! I know why—destiny is playing with me, distracting me from my attempt at a dopamine detox. Here we go, doing just the exact opposite of that.

“Who was that?” my husband’s voice derails my train of thought.

“A girl from school… She’s my schoolmate’s little sister, we were kids the last time I saw her.”

“She’s a grown woman now,” he says coldly, probably thinking about how hot she is.

“Yes. That means we’re getting old,” I tell him, knowing the exact same thought just crossed his mind. “She’s way younger than me. Six, seven years.”

“Damn,” he says, narrowing his eyes, turning back to his book.

“She was a small, quiet kid with braces. But look at her now…” I say, noticing excitement in my own voice. Henry doesn’t respond, already lost in the words.

I look in her direction again, seeing her stunning figure in the distance, then lean back in my chair, feeling a warm flutter of butterflies in my belly. I close my eyes, and pictures of Ella sitting beside me immediately start rushing through my mind. What a gorgeous woman she has become!

***

That evening, I run into her again at the poolside bar. She’s perched on a stool, sipping something fruity, looking completely at ease. Something hot surges through my body, and at this moment, I lose my confidence to greet her. Something in me is afraid my naughty thoughts will be exposed if I talk to her. I’ll make another circle, and next time I see her, I’ll be ready.

But fate has a different plan—Ella catches my eye and tilts her glass toward me.

“Hey, Rose!” she calls out. “I was waiting for you!”

I smile at her cuteness, coming closer. “Really? You were expecting I’d be lonely in the evening?”

“Ha ha, not expecting, to be honest. Just hoping. Come, sit, let the lonely souls have a talk.”

I sit next to her, feeling the subtle heat of her presence, like she’s challenging me just by being here. She glances at my drink, raises an eyebrow. “Water with lime?”

“It’s supposed to be… detoxing,” I mutter, and she laughs.
“Right, where’s your husband?” She takes a sip of her own drink, eyes dancing across my face.

I shrug, feigning indifference. “I don’t know. I left him in the room while he was still reading. That’s how we take it easy, we switch one obsession with another.”

“Ha ha,” she laughs, leaning in, close enough that I can feel her breath on my shoulder. “I’m alone too. My partner in crime is on a date. Can you believe her?”

There’s something in her tone that wants to reach into me and touch the most private spot of my soul. I turn to look at her, really look at her, and there’s that same provocative look in her eyes, like she knows exactly what’s going on in my head. I hate it and love it all at once.

“You know what, screw them, we can have some fun too,” I say finally, my voice steady as I wave to the bartender.

She grins, poking me with her elbow. “Well, look at her, I didn’t see that coming.”

“Yes ma’am,” a handsome bartender greets me, topless, a bow tie the only thing on his well-built, sun-tanned chest.

“I’ll have what my lovely friend here has,” I say seductively, as if I was trying to impress someone. Jeez, this feels so awkward.

“Great choice,” she says, her enchanting lips finding the straw while gazing directly at me.

“Did you hear that? Yes ma’am! It’s like the world is constantly trying to remind me I’m getting old.”

“Oh, come on,” she shrugs, “You can’t feel old. Age, it’s just numbers. I can clearly see the Rose from school years ago, still fresh and beautiful.”

“Oh, thank you, you’re so kind, but you’ll see how it goes. One day they just start calling you ma’am, and never quit! Fuck that!”

“Ha ha ha,” her eyes glimmer as her laughter touches my heart in yet another sweet way. She is so open and so… focused on me! In a strange, unfamiliar way, I feel loved as I haven’t felt for years. I trust her without knowing why, which is terrifying, but more than that, just beautiful.

***

Two hours and three cocktails later, we are leaving the bar, our mood peaking, but my legs already wobbly as we walk toward the hotel.

Our talk was fun, yet awkward at many times, more than I would have wished. I have no idea what kind of impression I made tonight, but I know one thing—after three cocktails, my lust is absolutely raging. My mind is full of naughty thoughts, all tainted with the themes of my secret obsession with sexy videos. I’m happy none of that slipped out during our conversations, although God knows if I drank another cocktail, it would all come out like a volcano.

“I had a great time tonight,” I tell her, hating myself for making it sound like it’s the end.

“Ever broken a rule, Rose?” she suddenly surprises me, the heat of her body mixing with mine as she walks close, too close.

In the videos I watch in my alone time, I know what this question means. It means we’re about to break the rule of what is socially acceptable and do it right here, by the pool, under the stars.

But my life is not a porn movie, so I go to my default, boring voice. “I’ve broken a few. What do you mean?”

“Let’s make it one more.”

Hm?

“You ready?” she asks, as she slips out of her shirt, already in her underwear in front of my greedy eyes.

“For what?” I ask too carefully, still not sure whether this is real or just a cosmic prank.

The pool stretches out under the stars, the water smooth and still, shimmering under the dim glow of the poolside lights. Ella’s silhouette cuts through the night, and without a second thought, she dives into the water with barely a ripple. I watch her as she surfaces and grins at me, water dripping from her lovely face.

“Come on,” she almost whispers, her voice echoing off the quiet stone walls. “The water’s perfect.”

I don’t hesitate much, but still check to make sure nobody is watching. It’s just the two of us, the bar in the distance, and the magical, starry summer night. She gives me that look, the one that dares me to take a chance, and I find myself pulling off my dress without noticing, stepping to the edge of the pool, and diving in beside her, feeling all 20 again.

The water is cool, a shock against my skin, and I come up laughing, feeling a lightness I haven’t felt in years. Ella swims close, a glint of mischief in her eyes as she floats beside me.

“Happy now?” I ask, splashing her playfully.

“Not bad for someone who came here just to detox,” she says, splashing me back.

“Oh, forget that already, you saw me drink three of those,” I say, smiling at myself for how childish I sound.

She swims closer to me, her eyes serious for a moment. “I will never forget.”

I smile, as time slows down almost to complete stillness. Her words could mean anything, yet my heart races for one particular interpretation…

"Oh, Ella…" my lips produce without my consent, as something takes over and my eyes can’t focus on anything else but her wet lips. Her lips, that are coming closer. And closer. And closer…

The pool, the night, everything fades away as I find myself pulled into her irresistible presence, our sounds quieting into a soft, shared moment of silence.

My mind shuts off, and I can’t explain how strange it feels to have her inches away from me. I feel her hands on me under the water, yet all I can sense is the sweet taste of our drinks that wafted from her mouth against my face as her cold lips connect with mine without warning. My brain has a complete meltdown and doesn’t find a way to respond. I can’t even tell if I returned the kiss or not.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she says softly, backing off quickly.

“S-Sorry?” I stammer, waking up from the shock just to find out it’s all over already.

“I thought…” she mutters, “I completely misjudged you, I’m so sorry!” She swims to the edge of the pool.

“Wait, what?” I go after her, scared that she will run away all of a sudden, since it all sure looks like it.

“I thought you wanted this, I’m so sorry,” she says, lifting herself out of the water as soon as she sees me swimming closer.

“Wait, Ella, let me explain,” I say, trying to sound calm, as this seems to be my only option to stop her from leaving.

“No, no, Rose, it’s fine,” she’s out of the pool now, looking for stuff that she undressed and tossed before. “It’s late and… you’re here with your husband. What the hell was I thinking. I lured you into this…”

"Wait, Ella?" I say, almost jumping out of the pool to catch her. “Chill, girl, what’s wrong?”

She doesn’t even look me in the eye. “I thought… I felt a connection between us, I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t—”

“Shush…” I calm her, coming to her slowly, trying my best to look composed as I shake from the cold water. “You didn’t misjudge me, honey.”

She lets me hug her, her body shivering.

“Calm down, you did nothing wrong. I’m sorry, I couldn’t respond to your kiss, it was such a… surprise. A quick one, if I may add!”

She smiles, her big eyes looking at me through her wet hair.

“The connection… It’s real!” I tell her, “I feel it too!”

“You sure?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I am eating you with my eyes the whole time!”

She laughs, shakily. “What about your husband? I’ve fucked up so many relationships, including mine, I’m terrible at this… I don’t want to cause any more        trouble—”

“Shh…” I calm her down. “Don’t worry about him. We had much bigger problems than this, believe me. He owes me much more than a night spent with a dream girl.”

“A night?”

“Oh, I’m sorry…”

“Dream girl?” she smiles.

“Yes,” I tell her with more authority than intended. “For the record, so you won’t start running away again—If I was directing this movie, I would spend a whole night with you. With you, yes, the dream girl.”

She laughs, her sudden softness making my heart melt. "I need a towel," she says, her lips finding my chin with playful ease, gently nipping at me before pulling away and running toward the hotel, glancing back at me with a mischievous grin.

I am shocked, my drunk mind has absolutely no explanation for what just happened. I start walking after her, but I go slowly, giving myself time to process. What the hell was that? Is she playing with me? Was this some kind of a game to provoke me? Or maybe she’s too drunk…

I walk behind her, and I can't help but think that maybe I really am the older one here. Maybe I should take control and do what needs to be done. I can't just wait forever for her to seduce me. She’s given me so many signs, even kissed me for God’s sake! Maybe it’s time I play my part in this.

Maybe that’s exactly what she wants too.

But I’m afraid! I don’t have the slightest idea how to approach this. The only thing I know is that I want, I need, more of her!

I speed up as I see her enter the hotel door. She’s running away from me like a gazelle, and I laugh at myself, chasing after her. Maybe I really am a hungry lion. I still can’t believe this is really happening, a part of me is constantly trying to play things down. But on the other hand—she kissed me! What else do you need to prove this is real, Rose?

I run up the stairs, rush through the door, and almost bump into—Henry?

“Oh, there she is,” he says with a light smile.

“Oh!” I pause, feeling guilty that I completely forgot I’m here with him. “I… We… went for a little swim. I didn’t know you were awake.”

“Nah, I couldn’t fall asleep. Were you drinking?” he looks at me with a look that makes it pointless to search for excuses.

“Maybe,” I say, making my wet hair into a manageable shape.

“Oh, thank God, I’m dying for a drink too,” he says, already walking toward the glass door. “I hope the bar is still open, it’s almost midnight. Will you join me?”

At that moment, I notice Ella’s face hiding behind the wall, her bright eyes shining through the dark like a wild cat watching her prey in the jungle.

“It’ll take some time…” I mutter, fighting on the inside to look relaxed. “We need to… dry our hair, and everything.”

Henry turns around and spots Ella. “No problem, take your time, and bring your friend as well. I’m eager to hear some high school party stories from you girls. I’m done with this detox madness, on this vacation at least.”

“Sure thing,” I smile like a teenager with a big secret, my body already floating toward Ella, who just disappeared behind the wall.

I run after her on the carpeted stairs, both in complete silence, but I can feel she’s smiling just like me.

She gestures for me to wait as we get to her room. She carefully opens the door, checking if the place is still empty. She waves with her hand for me to come in quickly.

“Lock the door,” she says as we enter, and she runs to the bathroom.

“Come here,” she commands, her voice dripping with urgency.

I follow her like a starved animal, finding her in a lit bathroom, her wet body provoking my senses sharply. She throws me a white towel with a hotel logo, one that I will remember forever. Her wet, see-through underwear, as she wipes herself, will stay with me even longer.

Now, under the bright light, I notice my vision has glitches. “The cocktails were stronger than I thought,” I say a bit too carefully, noticing even my voice sounds a little off.

“Sit on the bathtub, I’ll dry your hair,” she says, switching on the built-in hair dryer.

“Oh, she’ll be taking care of me,” I smile, sitting down as her semi-dry body brushes over me.

“I’d love to do that,” she says with an adorable smile, the loud dryer already blowing hot air all over my head, tousling my hair, reaching further down, grazing my skin.

I have her right in front of me, almost naked, seeing the most delicate details around her soaked panties. She definitely shaves but might miss a hair or two. But oh my god, are her delicious curves breaking through the wet fabric!

I grin widely as I look up, seeing her directing the dryer at me as she turns it to her hair as well, drying us both at the same time.

I can't tear my eyes away from her hips, right in front of my face. My hands follow suit, I grab her with a quiet urgency, looking up for her approval. She places her hand on my head and turns the hair dryer toward me again, gently unfurling my hair as if she’s done this a thousand times, connecting with me in a way words could never express.

My heart is beating strong as I am enveloped by the hot air, mixed with the rising heat of our bodies. I slide my hands up and down along the sides of her torso, feeling her alluring curves, softened by the heavenly smoothness of her skin. Dear god, this feels so much better than I ever imagined.

She wants to be closer, steps right into my complete hug, as she’s again drying her own hair. I press my face against her belly, her chest, feeling her breasts through the wet bra.

It’s becoming increasingly warm in the bathroom. Our skin is completely dry now, and her wet bra is just an irritating cold factor in this otherwise flawless situation. I untie her bra, remove it slowly, carefully, while again checking her look for approval. She grabs my head again and presses me against her soft chest, her moves telling me I can’t do anything wrong. My face dives deep into her gorgeous breasts, her nipples still cold and stiff from the wet bra. I feel the hot air on me again as my lips roll over to her erect nipple, the sensation sending a shiver through me. I press gently against her back, pulling her closer to feel her more intimately against my face.

Through the loud sound of the hair dryer, I can hear her make a tender sigh of pleasure, while her chest moves with her deepened breath. I nip her breast, cupping her nipple softly with my lips, making sure I feel every edge, every detail of her.

Her hands take care of my hair in such a beautiful way, I can’t even tell what is more pleasurable—sensing her silky skin on me or being caressed by her devoted, womanly touch.

Her breasts are completely dry now, and I remove my bra as well. I press my cold breasts against her hot thighs as she turns the hair dryer at our connection, making the hot and cold sensations mix like fire and ice.

I look up again, caressing her flawless back with my nails and she leans on me more, as if she wanted to feel my chest on her skin more fully. I look at her enchanting face, finding myself craving her kiss, but her lips are out of reach. So, I just watch her, walking my palms across her skin, traveling from her back to the front, brushing over the edge of her breasts, finally docking my hands deep in her armpits.

She lifts both her arms, exposing her chest in the most intimate way, while she dries her hair, gazing at me with loving eyes. I get a complete hold of her armpits, feeling her warmth and the softness so deliciously. I slide up to her shoulders and return down to finally cup her tight breasts completely, hanging, swaying in front of me so temptingly.

“You’re so beautiful, it’s painful,” I tell her, my hands picking up speed as if they wanted to touch more of her.

“Will you make love to me?” she asks, pulling down her soaked panties. She’s now completely naked in front of me, turning the hair dryer on her carefully shaped mound.

“Oh, I have so much love for you, you can’t even imagine,” I tell her, my hand grabbing her ribs, feeling the weight of her alluring body in a single hold.

She’s drying her pussy as I stare at the sheer beauty of it, my mouth watering with intense want. My hands slide down to her thighs, moving to the inner side. My upper hand touches her tender folds, and we both visibly shiver.

“You too,” she commands, “I want you warm and soft.”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” I tell her, getting rid of my underwear in record time.

She turns the hair dryer toward me, and I get bolder. I slide my fingers across every little detail she possesses between her heavenly legs.

“Make some room,” she says softly, clearly amused by our hot-air episode. Still sitting on the edge of the bathtub, I widen my legs so she can dry me, giving my cold pussy the much-needed warmth.

She likes my fingers on her; it’s evident immediately. She moans, and her hair dryer starts to forget where to aim and what to dry. I feel an unexpected wave of slickness pour over my fingers as I slide just a little further. My lubed fingers go beyond, as I’m determined to touch her naughty hole as well. My middle finger lands on her asshole unapologetically, showing her I want all of her. She rolls her eyes back in pleasure, no doubt, no resistance in her moves.

Here we go, my dream coming true in this very moment. I’m with this beautiful, painfully gorgeous woman, who came out of nowhere—to seduce me on vacation. Is this a crazy life or what?!

“Turn around,” I tell her, grabbing the hair dryer out of her hand. “I need to dry you from behind.” She obeys like a good girl, smiling, but her smile quickly fades under the overwhelming grip of excitement that shakes her lips.

I pull her by the hips, making sure she understands it’s her ass I want. She catches herself on the sink, arching her back to make her gorgeous, sinful, amazing ass open before me.

“Dear Lord,” I say to myself, turning the hair dryer on her dirty center, using my other hand to grip her cheek and pull it to the side as much as possible.

My hands shake as I realize how close I am to what was just a fantasy minutes ago. But hell, seeing her ass so close, in the flesh, with all the details, makes my fantasies feel like a joke. All the little details, the little imperfections, just make it all the more perfect... Nothing short of surreal!

“I had no idea!” I tell her, gasping out my words as I shoot hot air over her indecent rear.

“What, baby?” she says with a high, squeaky voice, clearly enjoying posing for me so shamelessly.

“That I would love this so much!” I tell her with a decisive tone, making sure the tiny little hairs around her exposed hole get as dry as possible—so they’re ready for my kiss.

“Ouch, this is hot! Is it dry now?” she says, playing with me.

I drop to my knees as she bends even more for me, and there I go, sending my lips straight to her lovely tight entrance, kissing her directly. Her ass is burning hot from the hot air, not a trace of water left until I connect, making her all wet and juicy again.

“Oh my God,” she exclaims, “She went straight for my ass, you dirty woman!”

I drop the hair dryer on the floor, no time to turn it off, so I can spread her butt cheeks further, licking her without restraint as the loud hum of the dryer surrounds us—creating a safe, lost moment of our own. I let myself go, taste her with my tongue viciously, all softness instantly forgotten as my drunken mind wants to compress all the images I’ve seen on screen into one single live experience.

“Oh my God,” she cries, “So naughty… Yes, I love it! Yesss!” She just wants me to keep going.

“You’re just as tasty as you look,” I tell her, lust dripping from my eyes like blood around a vampire’s mouth.

I pick up the hair dryer, my final wish being to once again taste her ass as hot and dry as it was just seconds ago. She knows very well what the game is; it shows in her moves as she arches her back, sticking her ass out beyond possible limits, just to make the view even more vulgar for me.

“Oh, this is so dirty,” she purrs, “I didn’t know you were such a dirty girl!”

“You have absolutely no idea!” I shoot through my teeth as I see her butt crack completely dry, her tiny black hairs ready to be kissed again. I drop the dryer and pick up where I left off, connecting to her indecently! Her hot, tender hole makes small gaping movements as she presses against me, showing me I’m not the only one dirty here.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” I moan into her, her body giving way to my tongue as I slide into her, just a little, only to feel her squeeze and stop me halfway through.

I keep my tongue inside as I grab her butt cheeks firmly, squeezing and pulling them apart. She moans, yeah, just like in the videos from my ‘Favorites’ folder.

“Kiss it, kiss it good, you nasty girl,” she cheers, as I nip fervently at her edge, being very unladylike around her tasty sin.

“Bite her, she loves that, oh yeah,” she cries, her high-pitched voice giving me thrilling ideas of what she would sound like when she comes.

“Don’t you dare move,” I tell her as I stand up, sliding my hands over her delicious body, coming up thirsty for her mouth. I hug her firmly as she keeps leaning on the sink, with no other option while I explore her every cell with my hungry hands.

“You have more plans with me like this?” she teases as I press my cheek to her face, the corners of our mouths meeting just close enough for our tongues to touch needfully. My hand slides over her back, down to her butt, making sure she knows I’m not done with her standing so perversely beside me.

“I’m hungry for you in very, very dirty ways,” I hiss at her lips, as her tongue desperately tries to lick mine. She nips me, biting me, as my hand moves to her wetness, my touch with one goal—to slick her up, making her ready for me.

“You can’t be dirtier than me,” her fragrant mouth says steamily at me, teasing the beast inside me with her damp desire.

"I'll see what you're made of," I tell her back as my hand spreads her slickness over her entrances, every slide making her more ready to open for me.

“You show me first,” she squeaks, her voice horny, her eyes pleading with me to get rougher.

"Want me to show you?" I tease her, as my second hand leaves her heavenly breasts and goes for her damp armpit, pulling her even closer against me, raging for her lips on my face.

“Yes, Rose!” she exclaims, pressed against my lips, her saliva dripping onto me. I feel my fingers grow even wetter, as another wave of her naughty juices coats them. “Show me just how dirty you are!”

"Right now?” I ask her, my wet, slick fingertip right at her tight, dirty center.

“Now!” she demands.

A scream of unstoppable desire fills the bathroom as I slide my index finger into her, feeling her body grip around my finger so strongly.

“Ahhhhh!!!”

“Yeah, that’s it, good girl,” I tell her, my voice shaky at the corner of her mouth, as I sink deeper into her dirtiness, teasing her soaked pussy with my other fingers.

“Oh, ohh, ohhhh,” she cries, sending shivers through me with her lovely moans. I’m lucky to have her mouth so close to my ears, allowing me to hear her over the hair dryer’s noise.

There is not a single hesitation in me as I slide my other two fingers into her soaking wet heat, now filling both of her holes just as I’d dreamed.

“Oh dear God! Fuck!” she screams, as I could swear I just heard distant knocking sounds from the other room.

We might not have the time we need, so I go full-on with my hand, fucking my fingers into her as if we’ve had all the foreplay we ever needed.

“Oh, ohhh!” she gasps, her breathing suddenly so heavy. “I feel you soooo good right now,” she tells me with her eyes closed, clearly getting lost in the moment.

“Oh, I feel you so good too!” I tell her right to her ear, nipping it, as my fingers communicate with each other through her inner walls. I can feel all the spots I was searching for, and I know I’m hitting them with precision.

But damn me if I didn’t hear another knock on the door.

“Oh, don’t stop, don’t stop!” she says, her body shaking as I notice us in the mirror, our faces glued together side by side, as I’m giving this gorgeous younger woman what she most definitely needed.

I fuck her from behind as she opens her eyes, catching my gaze in the mirror. It’s evident that, in that precise moment, she understands fully what’s going on. So I stick my tongue out and lick her lips again, knowing that only this much is needed to tip her over, to make her release all that we’ve just built so daringly.

“Oh, ohh, ohhh,” she starts breathing with short gasps, arching her back uncontrollably, lowering her head to the sink as my hand gives this beauty the thrusts of pure love and desire.

“Oh yes, oh yesss!” she screams into the sink, erratic shakes evidently quaking through her body as I feel her stretching around my fingers in the most dirty ways imaginable.

“Oh yes, let go, let go sweetie,” I tell her, happy we’re done, since I know the next bang on the door will be loud enough for her to hear it too.

“Oh yessss,” she moans again as my fingers slow down inside her, having so much more love to give—as it happens just like I predicted—a loud bang on the door wakes us both from the state of a dirty trance.

She pulses in surprise, detaching from my hand with a wet sound. Her face has three expressions at the same time, asking me with her gaze if I heard the same.

“I think your friend is back,” I tell her, slowly reaching for the hair dryer and turning it off. I don’t care if we were caught, my sticky fingers are all I can think about. Oh Lord, I could go on and on like this.

“Oh, shit,” she smiles, looking around for something to wear. “I’m coming,” she yells, throwing a bathrobe at me, coming closely and giving me not a kiss, but a hungry wet lick all over my mouth.

She storms out of the bathroom, and I lick her delicious saliva from my lips as I hear her open the door.

“Jesus, you dry your hair in the middle of the night?” I hear an unknown voice say, a smile evident in her tone.

“You really know how to pick the right moment, Suzane!” Ella says, clearly frustrated.

I hear steps toward the bathroom, so I quickly tie my bathrobe. Ella enters and yells to the other room: “I’m not alone, my friend and I had a little midnight swimming offense.” She blinks at me, coming close again.

“I love you,” I whisper at her, seeing her climax still lingering on her adorable face. “I’ll leave now.”

“Don’t go anywhere far, okay?” she says with her sweet smile, giving me a kiss that sadly feels like goodbye—for tonight at least.

I lift my hand to touch her face, imprinting the moment in my mind, storing it directly into my ‘Favorites’ folder.

“Hi,” I greet almost running from the bathroom to the exit, “I was just leaving, nice to meet you.” I see a cute girl on the other side of the room, but my eyes are mostly on the floor, and I’m lucky to have Ella right beside me to cover her friend’s view as much as possible.

“Hi,” Ella’s friend cheers half-interested, surely too busy with her own date to notice anything strange.

I slip through the door, and Ella comes out with me, closing the door quietly.

“You alright?” she asks me as if my face isn’t in complete ecstasy.

“Are you kidding? You, Ella, are the best thing that ever happened to me.”

"Oh…” she murmurs, drawing closer to me in the most erotic way, tracing my neck with her nail, right up to my chin.

“I mean… We didn’t do anything with you—yet…” she says, her breath damp against my lips.

“Believe me, I got so much more out of this than you did,” I say, my eyes still burning with lust. Yet, beneath it all, a strange calmness begins to settle over me, something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

"Huh..." she exhales shakily, clearly wanting more, but...

"Guess we got cut off, huh?" I say, noticing she could use some comfort. "Maybe it was for the best, actually."

“I want you so desperately!” she almost screams, whispering. “Now that I can’t have you—it’s ten times stronger!”

I kiss her, telling her with my eyes how much it all means to me. Then I turn and silently, on my toes, begin running away, my lips pulling into the widest smile I've ever made.

As I arrive at the bar, Henry is there, deep in conversation with the bartender. I’m not sure if I want to interrupt. A naughty thought crosses my mind—inviting him to our bed and finishing our vacation the way we know best. But something deep inside me doesn’t want anything to interfere with what just happened. So, I simply wave at him, signaling from a distance that I’m going to sleep. He smiles back and raises his cocktail glass, offering a salute with the happiest expression I’ve seen on him since we arrived.

As I come to our room, my mind is racing just as strongly as my heart. I find a smirk glued to my lips, I couldn’t remove it even if I tried. My hand brushes over my cheek, and I catch a naughty scent lingering on my fingers.







Oh, Ella…











Thank you so much for reading!

____

Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)

____
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