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Chapter 1

Finally! I’m going to see her again—my heart is pounding like crazy. Mom and I are waiting at the airport for her friend to appear. The last time I saw her I was only ten. She always brought me gifts and I remember her as the kindest person in the world.

Today, ten years later, completely different things are racing through my head. Her dark hair, that half-Asian beauty I still have burned into my memory—I'm dying to see what she looks like now.

“Look, there she is!” Mom squeals, her excitement almost matching the wild storm inside me.

My God, I was right. There she is, coming toward us: long black hair, a white summer dress, exotic beauty that has no equal. And that smile—like it never gets tired, eyes alive like they’re the source of life itself.

“Tara!” she calls, waves, then runs straight into my mom’s arms.

“Oh, it’s so good to see you,” Mom says. When they finally let go of their long hug, she looks Gemma up and down. “You look more gorgeous than ever,” she adds—and she’s not exaggerating. Gemma is like something out of a dream.

“You look fantastic too, I’m so excited,” Gemma exclaims and then…

Turns to me.

“My God,” she says, throwing her arms wide, eyes frantically jumping all over my body, “who’s this heartbreaker? Lotti? Is that really you?”

I laugh—her charm is simply untameable, wildly adorable.

“Hi, Gemma,” I say, a little shy, and hold out my hand. She ignores it, lunges at me instead and hugs me like an old friend.

Her skin isn’t warm—it’s hot, and her aura wraps around me in a way that wakes up my every cell.

“She’s grown a bit since you two last saw each other,” Mom jokes, and I blush. Something inside me desperately wants Gemma to see me as a grown woman, not a kid anymore.

“What a stunning lady you’ve become, wow! The boys must be losing their minds,” she says, her eyes devouring me from head to toe, her palm brushing my bare shoulder.

“Well…” I mumble, staring at the floor, hating my sudden lack of confidence.

I hate that I can’t even string a full sentence together for her. It’s not just what she said—it’s her body, her skin spilling over the edges of that summer dress. And those brown eyes, magically gazing from above her sexy lips, just hold me captive.

“I’m dying of thirst,” Gemma announces.

“Let’s start with martinis,” Mom fires off, already scanning for the bar.

“Right here at the airport?” Gemma laughs. “That’s the Tara I know.” She turns to me and winks. “You drink martinis, Lotti?”

God, the way she says my name makes my whole body shiver. That’s exactly the attention I remember. She always turns to me, always includes me, no matter how old I am. That’s just her warm, magnetic way of pulling people in.

She grabs me by the waist and we walk together behind my mom. “Let me have another good look at you, young beauty,” she says, her eyes now really close, roaming over me without any restraint.

“How old are you now, twenty?”

“Spot on,” I tease, and for a second my gaze slips into her cleavage. It's so close.

“Oh, exactly half my age. But I still feel just like you. Nothing’s changed,” she says, all youthful, and who wouldn’t believe her? This woman can’t age.

Why does every part of me want to study her, judge her, give her the perfect ten I already know she deserves?

I feel my skin getting damp, my nerves betraying me with this charismatic woman so close.

“You’ve become a real woman—I’ll have to watch out or I’ll fall in love,” she whispers in my ear and winks.

My heart slams against my ribs like it’s trying to escape.

Did she really just say that? My legs suddenly feel stiff, like I’m learning to walk for the first time. Maybe it was just an innocent compliment, but my body feels something completely, completely different.

“Over there,” Mom says, pointing at the bar, totally oblivious to what’s happening inside me.

Gemma’s hand finally slips from my waist, but not before it glides slowly all the way down my back. My skin is sweaty and it clearly doesn’t bother her one bit.

“Ah, air-conditioning,” Mom sighs as we settle in. A waiter in black-and-white uniform puts three martinis on the table.

Our glasses clink with a high note. “Ibiza is fantastic, you’ll see,” Gemma says. She turns to me and winks. “Day and night.”

“Well, don’t get any wild ideas—no parties,” Mom says. “I came here on holiday, not to work.”

“We’ll see about that,” I say in a rebellious tone, and Gemma gives the sweetest laugh.

“If Lotti’s got even half your genes, you know she won’t be able to stop herself. At that age just let her explore life a little.”

“Yeah, Mom,” I say and wet my lips with another sip of martini.

“I do let her,” Mom says, “but I’ll be sleeping at home in the meantime.”

Gemma says nothing, just lifts her glass to those sexy lips, her eyes turning meaningfully to me. Something inside me desperately hopes she’s thinking about the two of us going out partying—without Mom. She doesn’t look away; her smile only grows, gets even naughtier as she takes another sip. My cheeks burn instantly.

I look away because I’m terrified I’m reading everything wrong. Maybe Gemma is like this with everyone and I’m just feeling her attention as… What even is this? Am I already crushing on her? After ten minutes? Damn it!

I look back and her hot, tanned skin—so firm and mature—practically screams my name. My pussy throbs hard the moment I imagine licking it.

Lotti?! What’s happening to me? Why am I mentally licking my mom’s friend? Down her neck, lower, into her cleavage… What do her tits smell like? Do they stand that perfect when the dress comes off?

“Lotti!”

A cold wave of goosebumps rushes over me. Mom’s voice yanks me out of my daydream, harsh, like she caught my thoughts, like she can feel me sinning in my fantasy.

“Over there, go buy some postcards. We have to tell the whole world what a gorgeous holiday we’re having.”

I stand up slowly, grateful to escape the table, to get away from Gemma’s spell. Her eyes are on Mom now, but I swear the corner of them still follows me, watching where my skirt ends.

As my thighs straighten, I feel how completely soaked my panties are.


Chapter 2

“You okay?” Mom asks, a tiny flicker of worry in her eyes.

“I’m great, why?”

“I feel bad. We planned this whole holiday to be just us two, and now…”

“No, Mom, Gemma’s awesome. I’m honestly glad she’s here.”

I worry I said that a little too eagerly.

“Isn’t she a bit exhausting?” Mom teases. “After one hour with her I need a two-hour nap.”

I laugh. “You nap all you want, Mom. I’ll keep her entertained. I’ve got energy for days.”

“You’re an angel, my Lotti. I just want you to have the best time. You earned this trip.”

“Mom, please, stop stressing. Stay glued to that sun-lounger if that’s what you feel like, okay? I’m having a blast. The house is insane, the company’s even better.”

Mom smiles and slips her sunglasses back on.

“You look hot holding a cocktail,” I tell her. She blows me a kiss.

I head toward the pool. The villa we rented is massive, pure luxury. Mom wanted me to finally experience a holiday where we don’t have to count every cent. Worth every minute I slaved for those grades.

When she told Gemma we were coming to Ibiza, they realized they’d be here at the same time. At first that coincidence pissed me off, but now, after seeing Gemma again… it feels like fate, and the butterflies in my stomach are getting louder.

I turn the corner and there’s the pool—and Gemma sunbathing beside it. Sunlight strokes every inch of her intoxicating skin exactly the way my fingers are dying to.

My breath catches. A second ago I thought I could stroll over, say a casual hi, maybe chat and laugh like it’s nothing.

Now my knees are jelly and my legs are trying to carry me straight into the water to hide.

I slip in slowly—feet first, then crouch until the cool water hugs me, like it’s trying to chill the shame burning inside.

I don’t even dare swim. I just cling to the edge, helpless.

Gemma turns her head. Behind those trendy sunglasses I can’t tell if she’s seen me.

She shifts, sits up on the edge of her lounger, gathers her hair. She takes the tie off her wrist and lifts both arms to put her hair up—her tits lift and strain against the fabric.

I swallow hard. Her black bikini is basically painted on; two tiny triangles barely cover her nipples. My mouth burns at the thought of how they’d taste.

God, why is every single thought I have about her so filthy?

She stands. Her hips sway like pure sex. I jerk my gaze away, pretending I’m not staring. Yeah, right—who am I kidding? She totally caught me drooling.

She slides her sunglasses off gracefully, sets them down. Now her eyes lock on mine like twin cannons of fate.

She walks to the edge and dives in head-first, barely making a splash. Under the water she glides straight at me—a torpedo of sin. A bullet I can’t dodge. I just watch, frozen, as it hits and destroys me.

Her wet face breaks the surface right in front of me, still flawless.

“Hey, gorgeous,” she says, voice piercing me like Cupid’s arrow. “Not gonna swim?”

“Just cooling off,” I manage. My voice shakes.

“Had enough yet? You’re literally shivering,” she teases.

“I’m not,” I lie as she drifts closer, and closer.

“Liar,” she says with the world’s sexiest smile, her teeth gleaming against her wet skin.

She’s so close now it feels like she’s about to kiss me. My lips tremble. I have no idea what’s wrong with me, but I’d let this woman touch me right now. She could kiss me and I wouldn’t even think of pulling away.

At the last second she turns, settles beside me, back against the pool edge just like me. Her shoulder brushes mine like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I sneak a glance, stealing another second of her beauty right next to me. She looks so relaxed, so regal soaking in the water like the whole pool belongs to her.

I look away fast. Now I feel her eyes on me. My heart pounds harder.

“Mom’s… napping,” I blurt out because my brain can’t find anything smarter.

“Then we shouldn’t disturb her,” she whispers, and right then it happens…

Under the water her nails lightly scratch my thigh. Electricity jolts through me. My whole body jerks. She lets out a low moan at my over-the-top reaction.

“God, stop me,” she says, and the smile is gone from her lips.

Her eyes are glassy, like she’s the one who can’t hold back, not me.

Her fingers slide to the edge of my bikini bottoms.

“Lotti, please, stop me,” she breathes, lips slowly coming closer, half-open, dripping with want.

I can’t breathe. I just stare, speechless, frozen. Her fingers slip under the fabric—naughty, forbidden, perfect.

“Ohh,” I gasp the instant her finger brushes my clit.

“Lotti, tell me to stop, please,” she repeats, mouth an inch from mine, eyes burning into my soul.

“You’re… asking way too much,” I whisper, because I could never say no to her.

“You smell so good,” she murmurs, breathing me in, eyes fluttering shut.

Her finger circles my clit and I moan louder than I mean to. Then she slides lower, gliding over my pussy that’s already soaking and aching for her.

“So wet…” she starts, but the word dies as her lips crash into mine.

I want to devour her heavenly taste like I’ve been starving my whole life. But my muscles fail me; I’m still half-paralyzed, face stiff with shock.

She doesn’t give up. Like she understands I’m stuck and she has to guide me through the storm or I’ll drown.

Her tongue teases my teeth. I barely manage to move mine, to meet her, to lick her wet lips.

“You didn’t say stop,” she growls, and with one fatal thrust her finger is all the way inside me.

“Ahhh!” I grip the pool edge for dear life while she fucks me harder, drawing out wet pleasure that belongs only to her.

“I didn’t expect you to be this needy… this ready,” she hisses, then kisses me again, deeper, tongue demanding.

A second finger joins the first and she fills me so perfectly I could scream.

“Ohhh, Gemma!”

“Shh! Quiet, baby, we can’t wake your mom,” she says wickedly and bites my lip.

My tongue finally wakes up and kisses her back. My pussy clamps around her fingers, tighter with every thrust.

I let go of the edge with one hand and wrap my arm around her divine body. Now that we’re pressed together I feel every stroke even more intensely, devastatingly.

“I’m gonna come, it’s too fast, I’m gonna come,” I whisper-shout, the pressure in my belly about to explode through my pussy.

Her eyes turn feral. She starts pounding into me full-force, fucking me with her fingers like she’s waited her whole life for this.

“Come for me, baby. I’ve got so much more for you,” she breathes, and that hot breath is the final push that sends me over.

I come hard under the water, her fingers rough inside me, and it feels more beautiful than any dream. I just let her, hypnotized by her presence, completely surrendering as if there were no other choice.

When the orgasm fades she’s still inside, thumb lazily circling my clit like she can’t get enough.

My body trembles, surrendered completely to this powerful goddess who just shattered my world into dust.

“This stays our little secret,” she says, finally sliding her fingers out. My pussy whimpers at the loss.

I can’t speak. I just watch her swim away. I can still feel her fingers inside me, still taste her fatal mouth on my face.

She climbs out, lies back on her lounger, slips her sunglasses on like nothing happened—like she’s the same sweet Gemma who just likes chatting with me.

“You coming?” she calls.

My body is shaking so hard I’m not sure I can even get out of the pool, let alone lie next to her.

“Come on, I’ve got something good for you over here,” she calls again and pulls an ice-cold bottle of something fizzy from the cooler.

Okay. What exactly am I even fighting? This insanely beautiful woman who just made me come harder than I ever have clearly has more plans to make this holiday unforgettable. I’m going to let her. I can’t—and I don’t want to—do anything else.


Chapter 3

Evening. We’re sitting around the table playing cards. Mom and Gemma have already put away a solid amount of wine; I’m nursing the same glass so I don’t make an even bigger fool of myself. It feels like the entire world knows what Gemma and I did in the pool today, like it’s written all over my guilty face.

All I can see are those wet lips that kissed me. And now, watching Gemma across the table, I just want to be close to that exotic beauty again.

God, she’s stunning. In the dark, lit only by the garden lights, she looks like the heroine of the most romantic movie ever made.

“Tomorrow we’re going out clubbing,” Gemma announces, clearly trying to wind Mom up.

“Forget it,” Mom laughs and slaps a card down.

“Come on, live a little. You’re single now. Two hot fresh divorcées? We could have anyone we want.”

I just giggle, secretly praying she isn’t serious. A selfish little part of me wants to be the only one she wants.

“That’s exactly why I’m not tempting fate,” Mom says. “I just got rid of one mess. Why would I jump straight into another?”

“Because life is a game!” Gemma says and looks right at me. “Right, gorgeous?”

I give her a naughty little smile and try to push away the memory of her fingers thrusting inside me.

“You’re coming with me, Lotti. We already decided,” she adds.

Mom jumps in instantly. “I’m not sure about you two together anymore. It’s starting to feel dangerous. Don’t you go corrupting my daughter!”

“Tara, relax, I’m joking. She’s more likely to corrupt me.”

My blood boils. My pussy throbs like crazy. Fuck. The way I react to her isn’t normal. I feel like I’m in hell—burning hot and completely helpless, trapped in this overwhelming wanting.

“I hope you’re not serious,” Mom says. “With you, I never know.”

"Wait, are you saying I'm trying to steal your daughter?"

My lips freeze. That shocking sentence still sounds like the sweetest dream.

“Well, it wouldn’t be the first time a girl turned your head.”

“Relax, Tara. Boys, girls—we’re all made of the same stuff. We just smell a little different,” she says wickedly and looks at me again.

“Okay, but everything has limits,” Mom says. “Remember Barcelona, when we—”

“Sorry,” I cut in, “but I’m still sitting right here.”

Gemma laughs playfully, then soothes me. “Sorry, Lotti. Your mom and I had one too many.”

“It’s the only way I survive her mouth,” Mom says, and they both crack up.

I love their energy. You can tell they’re real friends who can say anything to each other. But I can’t unhear what I just heard. It seems like Gemma's always been into women. That explains why she’s so fucking good at this. No wonder I can’t resist her. And now that I know? It only makes me want her more.

I wonder what it would feel like to touch her. To slide my fingers inside her. Would she already be wet for me? Ready the second I touched her, or would I have to tease her for a while first?

“I’m off to bed,” Mom says, tossing her cards down. “You two should too. Tomorrow’s a big day—lots of sightseeing.”

“Yes, Mom,” I answer obediently. Gemma just gives me that naughty side-eye, like she’s already got plans for me.

She pours us both ice-cold sparkling water, then sits down on the chair right next to me.

I thought I was getting used to her, but the second we’re alone, my heart goes wild again.

“Vibes,” she says with the most erotic voice, reading it from my giant T-shirt that I wear like a dress.

“Always,” I smile.

“Love your shirt. Where’d you get it?” She says “shirt,” but the question feels like she’s more interested in what’s underneath.

She glances over her shoulder to make sure Mom’s far enough away.

“Really nice fabric,” she says, and her hand is already reaching toward me, dangerously close.

“I bought this… years ago, off some beach stalls,” I mumble, because breathing is suddenly hard.

Her fingers brush the material—and my breast. She pinches the fabric like it’s nothing, like she’s just innocently checking the quality.

“So soft,” she murmurs.

When she lets go, one finger flicks across my rock-hard nipple. Only now do I realize how stiff it is, and Gemma clocks it instantly, her hand staying put.

“And… so hard,” she adds, her own breathing getting shallow, lust creeping in.

I lock eyes with her. Her finger drags across my nipple again—slower, firmer, making the thin top tremble.

“Ahh,” I breathe out, and here we are again: me helpless under her spell.

“Such a naughty girl,” she says. Now her finger is playing, flicking up and down, sending shivers of pleasure all over my body.

“Only when you’re around,” I manage, finally brave enough to answer.

She gently pinches my stiff nipple, tugs, twists—like she wants to wring a moan out of me.

“Ohh,” I sigh. “You have no idea where I just felt that.”

“Naughty. Girl,” this lethal grown woman says, staring at me like she wants to eat me alive. “Has anyone ever made you come just from this? Without touching your pussy?”

Her finger rubs my nipple like it’s my clit, like she could actually get me off this way. And the feeling is getting too intense, too much.

The ache spreads through my whole tit, my whole chest, then shoots down to my pussy with brutal force, stabbing straight at my clit.

“Ohh, Gemma,” I moan, because I don’t want her to stop. I want to prove I can take whatever she gives me, that I deserve her attention.

“Look how pretty it stands up for me,” she whispers in my ear. I breathe in her sweet, boozy scent mixed with that deadly saliva I already know from the pool.

“You can make everything on me stand up,” I say, and she laughs like she loves every word I say.

Now she pinches harder, rougher—sweet pain I’ve never felt before.

“Ah, fuck!”

My nipple is overloaded, and that delicious ache demands I push her away.

“More,” I breathe, the exact opposite of what my body is screaming, because something inside me craves for this supernatural Asian goddess to ruin me.

“You’re gonna poke a hole right through your top if it gets any harder,” she teases, still circling the same tortured nipple until every nerve is fried.

Her hand slips under my top and attacks it again—skin on skin this time, and it’s a whole different level.

“Ohh, Gemma,” I moan. She leans in and kisses me.

This time I know how to respond. Our kiss is instantly wild, wet, starving. I shove my tongue into her mouth like I’m begging her to take me.

Her fingers keep tormenting my nipple, squeezing like she’s trying to milk it. Sweet pain leaks out, and I want her wet mouth to lick it away, because everything that’s mine should be hers too.

Her kisses trail down my neck, heading exactly where I need them—my tits.

She lifts my shirt and her lips are burning hot when they close around my aching nipple. Her other hand cups my lonely breast that’s been crying for attention.

“You taste so good,” she growls, licking, sucking, biting my tits, pushing me toward the edge without even touching my pussy.

“Lotti!”

Mom’s voice from far away hits me like a bucket of ice water.

“Mom?”

Gemma calmly lets my shirt fall and bends down like she dropped something on the floor.

I spin around. In the distance I see Mom. Fuck. Did she see us?

“Is my phone on the table with you guys?”

My heart is hammering.

Phone? I scan the table—can’t see a thing in the dark. All I see are Gemma’s lips, her wicked fingers that were just on my nipples.

“Here,” Gemma says, cool as anything, and picks the phone up off the table.

“I’ll bring it!” I yell and sprint toward Mom.

Thank God it’s dark. She can’t see my flushed face—or maybe I’m ghost-white, I have no idea after all these shocks.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” she says, gives me a quick hug, and disappears back inside.

Jesus, that was close.

When I run back, Gemma is already tidying up. I don’t even dare ask if we can keep going.

“We should probably head to bed too,” she says kindly, but the words sting even though she doesn’t mean them to.

Doesn’t she want to continue? Did we make a mistake? Was Mom sent by fate to save us from sin?

“Go to sleep, baby girl. Before I really ruin you.”

“Goodnight, Gemma,” I say, confused.

She just laughs, waves, and walks off with that elegant sway only she has.

I’m left alone on the terrace—soaked panties, aching nipples, and the feeling that I just signed a pact with the devil who has the sweetest smile in the world.


Chapter 4

I crawl under the sheet, but sleep won’t come. Every time I close my eyes I feel Gemma on me. Every time I shift, the fabric rubs my sensitive nipples and I’m wet again. I’m like an addict who was only allowed one tiny sip.

Around 1 AM, I hear footsteps in the hallway. Light, barefoot. My heart jumps into my throat.

I get up and open the door.

Gemma is standing there in a short silk robe that’s slipping open across her chest. The dim night-light paints lines over her body, like she’s made of chocolate and pure sin.

“Couldn’t sleep either, could you?” she whispers, pushes me back inside, and shuts the door behind us. The lock clicks.

My mouth is useless again. I want to tell her how badly I need her, but the words won’t come.

“Me neither. Your fault, gorgeous.”

“Gemma… please…”

My voice sounds foreign, needy, like it belongs to some much dirtier girl.

“Please?” She steps closer. The robe slides off one shoulder, revealing a perfect, firm tit with a dark nipple standing proud and wicked. “Tell me exactly what you want from Mommy’s friend.”

I blush to my ears, but the words spill out on their own.

“I want to taste you. I want to lick you, I want every single drop for myself. Please.”

Her eyes narrow into that feral look that already destroyed me earlier today.

“Yes… I like that,” she says, unties the robe and lets it drop. Completely naked she walks to the bed. “But first you’re going to come again. This time on my tongue.”

She pushes me back onto the pillow, spreads my legs like a book she already knows by heart.

When she lowers herself I smell her, coconut, salt, something dark and seductive. Her head settles between my thighs and every second feels like forever while I wait for her touch.

“Oh, you smell so fucking naughty, you needy little thing,” she says, like she’s actually surprised by my scent.

For some reason that feels like proof she really wants me.

Her tongue touches my clit with one slow, wet stroke from bottom to top.

“F.U.C.K!” I cry out louder than I should.

“Shh,” she laughs right into my pussy. “Mommy’s sleeping next door. You’ll have a lot of explaining to do tomorrow. What will you tell her? That her best friend licked you until you screamed?”

And then it starts.

Slow. Torturously slow.

She circles my clit without really touching it. Two fingers slide inside me and just… stay there. No movement.

I writhe, lift my hips, beg without words.

“Gemma… please… harder…”

“No,” she says, lifting her head, lips glistening with me. “Not yet, little mouse. The cat wants to play a little longer.”

She goes back to those slow circles, driving me insane.

“Yes?” she teases when she sees how desperate I am, how my pussy is literally crying for more.

“Oh, Gemma, please…”

“Such a delicious little pussy,” she growls, and finally licks harder, deeper.

Then, when I’m almost in tears, she takes mercy.

Her tongue latches on like a suction cup, her fingers start moving fast and rough, exactly how I need it.

There are no words for how perfectly this Asian queen eats me, the woman the word “beauty” was invented for.

It takes seconds before her mouth pushes me over the edge, shoves me off like a helpless doll. I scream into the pillow, my legs shake, I flood her mouth so hard I feel her drinking me.

I’m still floating when she gracefully climbs up and plants her hot, soaked pussy right on my face.

“Your turn, gorgeous.”

Her folds spread over my cheeks; her smooth, dark, swollen cunt nearly knocks me out.

“Ohhh,” I moan from pure excitement the second I breathe in her filthy, exotic scent, more addictive than I ever imagined.

It hits me like a drug. I stick out my tongue and lick. Sweet, salty, grown-up perfection.

Gemma moans, rides me harder, forces my face deeper into her dripping center.

“Yes… just like I imagined your tongue… don’t stop… oh!”

Her words shock me with electricity. I never thought this confident goddess would lose it so fast over my shy, beginner licking.

I bury my face deeper, suck her clit, push my tongue as far inside as it will go.

Her thighs start shaking, her hips grind against my face until she’s growling in a voice that doesn’t even sound like hers.

The sound shocks me, so dirty, like I triggered an avalanche that’ll bury the whole town. She clamps a hand over her mouth, but her chest still rumbles as she comes so hard the furniture almost shakes.

Her juices flood my face and I only want more, more of her moans, more of her taste.

She collapses beside me. We’re both panting, sweaty, wrecked.

She turns to me and seeing her face next to mine in bed feels surreal. We kiss like we’ve been married for years and this is just goodnight. The feeling shakes me, addicts me, something I already know I’ll want every single day.

We kiss slowly now, gentle, tasting ourselves on each other’s tongues. It’s so filthy how our intimate scents mix while our tongues dance in that sweet rhythm.

“Tomorrow night,” she whispers, “after the club… you come to my room. Naked. Understood?”

I nod, speechless.

How could I ever say no to this woman? Her beauty has me in checkmate, like I’m already hers, helpless, with no will of my own.


Chapter 5

The next day is all sightseeing. The magnificent old town of Ibiza smells of salt and flowers, the narrow streets packed with tourists, but I barely notice. Gemma is wearing a black summer skirt that lifts just enough with every step to flash the bottom curve of her ass. Every stride is a punch straight to my pussy. How did she manage to drive me this insane? Not even boys in my teens ever messed with my head like this.

While she and Mom are looking at a shop window, she turns to me again: “Want one of these pastries too?”

The question doesn’t sound friendly anymore. It sounds like a dangerous lure. All I see are those wicked lips, curved like they’re begging me to bite them.

“No thanks,” I say out of pure defiance, because I hate how powerless she makes me feel.

“Come on, gorgeous,” she says, grabs my wrist and drags me into the patisserie.

We order desserts and three ice-cold sangrias. The drink instantly smells like her, that sweet-salty taste I still have on my tongue from last night.

“Mmm, you were right, Gemma,” Mom says, too busy with her dessert to notice my torment.

“Few things are sweeter than this,” Gemma says, staring right into my eyes.

I know exactly what she means. Her juices are definitely sweeter than this pastry. But what good does that do me when she’s keeping them locked away between her legs, in that lethal pussy of hers?

I put a bite in my mouth, but what I really crave is her plump cunt. Every bite is a pathetic substitute. I feel like an addict in withdrawal.

My hand shakes as I cut another piece. And every time Gemma glances at me with those movie-star eyes, I shiver and squeeze my thighs together.

Does she ever think about me the way I think about her? Are her panties soaked while we walk around town, the same way mine are?

“I need the bathroom,” I say, standing up without looking at either of them.

“What’s wrong with her?” I hear Mom ask from far away.

By the time I reach the restroom, Gemma is already behind me.

“I need to pee too,” she says, giving me that look again, like she’s checking how close I am to breaking.

“I want you, Gemma, please, I need to taste you again.” The words escape before I can stop them.

She laughs softly. “My gorgeous girl. Get a grip. No stupid risks; this is our secret, remember?”

“Gemma, let’s go into a stall, I just need to smell you. Touch me once, please, I can’t take it anymore.”

“Lotti, I really just came to pee. Alone.”

She locks herself in a cubicle, not another word about our fire.

I stand there frozen, my face burning with shame and longing. God, how pathetic was that? Begging her to let me sniff her pussy like that would somehow bring back last night.

I lock myself in my own stall and decide, right there on the toilet seat: no more Gemma. We have to stop this now, before it’s too late.

When I get back to the table they’re both waiting.

“Feeling better?” Mom asks.

“Much,” I say, relaxed, feeling the cool air on my face.

It was that simple. I just had to decide it’s over, and suddenly the craving is under control again.

I finish the rest of my pastry and order my eyes not to slide to Gemma’s black dress anymore.

But then I catch her perfume, and my whole world tilts again. That scent is too strong, too deadly. It reminds me of everything we’ve done and my resolve melts like ice.

I feel my panties getting even wetter. Even without looking at her I see those lips, those dark nipples begging for my tongue.

My heart is pounding again, my mouth dry with need.

I give up. I’m ruined. Completely under her spell.


Chapter 6

“What’s wrong?” Mom asks. My face must look permanently crushed by now.

“I’m exhausted. I just want to sleep, not go clubbing.”

“It’s been a long day,” Mom says. “You won’t miss anything if you stay home. There’s a party on Ibiza every single night, don’t worry.”

Maybe I really should postpone till tomorrow. But Gemma and I already have plans, and she’ll be here any minute. Will I actually be able to say no to her?

I flop onto the living-room couch. My tiny silver dress instantly rides up and my panties peek out. It’s way too short. I only wore it for Gemma, to even try to compete with her beauty.

A few seconds later I hear the click of her heels.

“Ready for the night of your life, gorgeous?” her voice purrs.

I don’t dare turn around. I can already tell from her steps that what’s coming is lethal, something I won’t be able to resist.

I turn, and holy shit.

“Gemma? Fuck.”

“Yeah?”

“I can’t go anywhere with you looking like that!”

“Why, baby?”

“If you’re this hot, how the hell am I supposed to stand next to you?”

“I had to get ready so I could even try to compete with you, gorgeous. How do I look?”

She does a slow spin like she’s trying on her new favorite dress in a store. The dress is red and completely covered in sparkles, like she’s about to walk onto a stage, not a dance floor.

“Gemma, you’re already drop-dead during the day… I didn’t know it was possible to look even hotter at night.”

Mom hears everything and laughs. “That’s just Gemma. Going out with her is an experience. You two won’t be short of admirers.”

All this excitement is starting to wake me up. Gemma has that power, that energy that lifts everyone around her.

“Gemma, just promise you’ll look after Lotti!” Mom says, suddenly serious. “Don’t you dare leave her alone, you hear me?”

Gemma turns to me as I stand and smooth down my tight dress.

“Don’t worry,” she says, eyes raking over me like they did at the airport, hungry again. “I won’t let her out of my sight for a second.”

Her words stab straight through me, but her piercing eyes promise the kind of madness that will blow me away. Everything inside me buzzes, anticipation, pure joy for life. I feel wanted again, and for that feeling I’d run to the end of the world.

***

Inside the club the music is so loud I feel it in my bones. Strobes slice through the darkness, the air smells of smoke, perfume, and sin. The beat lifts me into the sky; the energy on the dance floor is insane.

My heart swells with pride walking around with a woman this beautiful. Everywhere we turn, people notice us, smile at us. Hours disappear as we drown in the wild summer night, music taking over.

Gemma comes up behind me, grabs my waist, and pulls me hard against her. Finally her touch, the one I’ve been aching for all day.

Her hips press into my ass, one hand slides to my thigh, then under the hem of my dress. It’s packed, nobody notices. Nobody sees two fingers find my pussy and stroke it through my panties.

Oh, I waited all day and all night for this, and it’s finally happening. I drop my head back; her mouth finds my ear, my cheek, the corner of my lips.

“I had a feeling,” she says into my ear, loud enough to cut through the music, “I’d find wet panties. You get soaked this fast? Are you really that naughty?”

“You make me this way, and I’m done waiting,” I shoot back, almost angry, and I know she loves it. I can feel it turns her on when I’m this desperate for her.

We dance. Every move is torture. Every time I sway, her fingers press harder against my swollen clit. Then they slip to the side, hunting the edge of my panties.

“Ever danced with a finger on your clit before?”

“Push inside me,” I beg, and I don’t care if anyone sees.

“So needy, my gorgeous girl. What would Mommy say?”

“Finger me already!”

She shoves two fingers into me right through the fabric, and I feel them sink deep along with my panties.

“Didn’t know you were this desperate,” she teases.

Of course she knew. I’ve been begging all day, she saw the starvation in my eyes.

I spin around, grab her hips, then lower, her ass. I squeeze hard so she finally feels my hunger.

“I’m going to lick every bit of makeup off your face if you don’t give me that pussy right now!”

She laughs out loud.

“That’s the version of you I like,” she says, and her hand slides to my ass too, squeezes my cheeks, fingers hunting under my dress again.

“Looks like someone needs me to show her what I really do with pretty things like you.”

One finger slips past my panties and lands right on my asshole.

“Someone’s wet back here too… does that mean something?”

“Nothing you do can surprise me anymore,” I say coolly.

“Not even this?” she asks, and without warning shoves that finger deep into my ass.

“Ohh!” The heavy bass swallows my moan.

“Yeah? Not a surprise?”

Her touch is so filthy, so forbidden, my head spins.

“Right here?” I ask, dazed, no longer sure nobody’s watching.

“Your dirty little hole is calling me,” she laughs and twists her finger inside me until I moan again.

“Ahhh, fuck, Gemma, please!”

“Please what?”

“Take me somewhere and fuck me!”

“I’m going to take you filthy and all the way. Last chance to run.”

I don’t know what her words mean, but my body doesn’t move away. Why would I run? I want to be with her forever.

I kiss the corner of her mouth, barely a brush, because I’m not sure she’ll let me have more. Her finger slides out but stays close, keeping the tension.

“Want to go home? To my bedroom?” she asks, eyes locked on my lips like she’s starving for them.

“Leave the club? What are we going to do in your bedroom?” I ask, playing dumb because I know it’ll drive her wild.

“I want to taste what I just fingered.”

“Dirty bitch!”

“I’m going to lick your ass and you won’t get a say in it, gorgeous.”

My whole body shakes as she grabs my wrist and drags me out of the club fast, like she can’t wait another second to devour me. The sweetest song plays in my heart knowing our connection is alive again. Maybe she really wants me as bad as I want her?

Outside we jump into a taxi. On the back seat our hands are curious, filthy, shameless.

“Wild night, ladies?” the driver asks in the mirror. We just grin, Gemma’s hand between my legs gently stroking my pussy through my panties.

When we reach the villa we kick off our heels and sneak to her room. Her bedroom doesn’t share a wall with Mom’s, but still…

“You’ll have to be completely quiet when I eat you,” she says, and butterflies dive in my stomach. She could say it a thousand times and I’d feel the exact same rush.

She locks the door, leaves the lights off, only the dim bedside lamp glowing.

She pushes me face-down onto the bed.

“Don’t undress,” she orders, grabs my hips and pulls until my ass is in the air. “I want you dress, wet panties and all.”

My blood roars from the raw pressure. Gemma is so sure, so in control, I surrender one hundred percent without a fight.

She pulls my panties aside and her mouth is already on my pussy. One long lick from my cunt to my asshole and back.

“Mmm, you smell like pure desperate sex.”

“Ohh,” slips out of me. I love how filthy she talks about me. “More.”

“First I’m tying you up,” she says and pulls a long silk scarf from under the pillow. “So that naughty ass can’t escape.”

Her exotic scent hypnotizes me as she carefully ties my wrists tight.

“If you can’t stay quiet, I’ll gag you too,” she warns. My hands are securely bound, her fingertips trail up my arms, down my bare back, all the way to my ass.

“Pretty little dress… but I want the dirtiest version of you,” she says, yanking the silver fabric over my ass, nails digging into my cheeks.

“Ohh, Gemma.”

“Quiet!” she hisses, smiling.

She buries her face between my legs, inhales deep and shamelessly smells me.

“I could never get enough of this ass, gorgeous.”

Her hands reach around to grab my tits, then slide to my bare armpits and linger there like she really wants every filthy corner of me.

Back on my cheeks, she spreads them wide. I feel completely exposed, every tiny detail visible. It’s embarrassing, but Gemma knows exactly what she’s doing. If she wants every inch of me, that’s all I need to know. I give her every millimeter for one insane night.

“I want you so bad,” I tell her as her mouth seals over my pussy from behind, tongue pushing as deep as it goes.

Then she moves to my ass, forces her tongue inside and I feel myself open a little.

“Give me that naughty hole. I want every inch of you.”

My hands are tied and the helplessness turns me on even more, completely at the mercy of this painfully beautiful woman.

“Gemma, fuck me, fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone!”

Her mouth dives deeper, her tongue pushes even more obscenely where it shouldn’t.

“Since you’re begging, I have a little surprise.”

She steps away, comes back with something that glints in the low light.

“This is our last night,” she says as the tip of a pointed silver dildo presses against my asshole.

“Last? Why are you saying that?”

“After what I’m about to do, I’ll have to disappear from this vacation.”

The tip circles, then slowly slides in. My tight ring gives in to her wicked exploration.

“Wow…” I exhale slowly.

“Neither of us will be able to look your mom in the eye tomorrow,” she whispers and pushes harder. I feel the stretch.

“Oh, Gemma,” I moan. Her filthiness makes me so needy I barely register the goodbye.

“Open up for me, gorgeous,” she whispers and thrusts. The cold silver anal plug slides smoothly all the way in.

“Ohh, so wrong,” I whisper, opening my eyes to see my bound wrists in front of me again.

“I’m going to make you even more wrong,” she growls hungrily.

She pulls it out slow, then pushes deeper, at the same time shoving at least two fingers into my pussy and starts fucking me like crazy.

“Ah, ah, ah!”

“Shhh!”

I bury my face in the pillow to muffle my cries while she keeps the rhythm. When she adds her tongue licking around the plug, my pussy surrenders.

The orgasm hits hard, waves she expertly drags out longer than I ever could alone.

When I come to, the whole room smells like sex. She pulls the toy out and roughly pets every dirty spot between my legs.

“One day I’ll find you again,” she says, lips on my ass cheeks. “I have to taste this perfect little ass again.”

“Gemma, I won’t survive if you leave.”

“Now your turn, gorgeous,” she says and lies back in front of me, legs spread wide, fingers pulling her panties aside.

Her pussy is glistening, practically dripping, and it hits me straight in the chest knowing I’m the one who made her this wet.

“No hands, you’re going to make me come with just your mouth,” she orders wickedly. Her pussy glistens, juices filling every crease, begging for my tongue.

No hands? Sounds hard, but she clearly trusts me.

I roll onto my side, the only way I can reach. She scoots forward and slams her pussy into my face. Her scent is intoxicating, even stronger after dancing all night.

“Oh my god, your pussy smells insane,” I tell her as I devour her, sucking her juices straight from the source, drinking her essence.

“Help yourself, gorgeous. Oh, yesss…” she rasps, her breathing telling me I’m doing it right.

“Go lower,” she urges, pushing herself harder onto me. “You’re not getting out of licking my ass.”

My pussy clenches wildly when she says she wants my tongue on her asshole.

“I’ve never done that before,” I say cautiously.

“Perfect. I want to be the first woman you tongue-fuck in the ass,” she says crudely and spreads her cheeks.

“Holy shit,” I mumble into her flesh as my tongue dives in on its own.

“Yes, deeper, show me how much you’re mine,” she whispers, sending shivers down my spine.

My mouth goes wild on her.

“Keep licking, I’m gonna come so fast,” she pants. Her long nails are already flying over her clit right in front of my eyes.

“I’d bottle your scent and wear it as perfume.”

“Ahh, you dirty little bitch!” she moans with pure need.

Somehow I manage to get my bound hands between her legs and slide a finger into this goddess’s ass, because I know it’s exactly what she needs to explode.

“Oh, oh, oh!” she whisper-screams, breathing shallow and fast. “I said tongue only! Ohh, fuck!”

Her body clamps around my finger as her pussy spasms under the coming orgasm.

“You’re going to—destroy me!” she gasps, gives in, and her cunt starts gushing, fragrant streams running down to my finger.

As far as my tied hands allow, I pump into her and stare at the perverse masterpiece in front of me, her tempting spread pussy, her naughty dark hole, her gorgeous fingers racing over her clit like it’s a contest…

“I’m never forgetting this,” I tell her while she’s still riding the aftershocks.

“Ohhh, ohhhh,” she breathes, exhales getting longer as she comes back to earth.

She reaches out, puts her hands on my head, strokes my hair, grinds her hips and smears her scent all over my face.

“Wow, you wrecked me so good,” she says, and I glow with pride and pure happiness that I got to be part of this magic.

We stay in bed another hour, touching, cuddling, kissing, talking.

Only sunrise breaks the spell, reminding us of cruel reality, that what we have is forbidden and secret.

“Tomorrow I’m leaving so I don’t cause any trouble. You and your mom will have an amazing time alone. That was the plan anyway, right?”

My heart can’t accept it. “Gemma, stay. Why hide us? Have you ever thought about just living openly, no apologies?”

She strokes my cheek, her touch warm, almost maternal.

“My gorgeous girl. Sometimes you have to be careful. I really don’t want to risk my friendship with your mom. In any other situation I’d climb on the roof and scream that you’re my girlfriend.”

Her girlfriend? God, those words feel like heaven.

“You really know how to talk,” I say, blushing hard. “What if we don’t tell my mom, but you stay? That’s a compromise, right?”

She laughs hard.

“No, seriously. I can behave, and you can keep a secret, right?”

“Lotti—”

“Gemma, come on! We can pull this off. And have a little more fun.”

“Six more days of this?” she whispers, eyes gleaming. “God, yes.”

“Think we can keep Mom clueless that long?”

She waits, her face turning into a naughty smile.

She kisses me slow and deep, pulls back just enough to grin against my lips. “Okay, gorgeous. Challenge accepted.”









Thank you so much for reading!




Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)
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