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Chapter 1

“You’re joking, right?” The words slipped out as I sat up abruptly. The sudden movement sent my cocktail sloshing over the rim—cold, sticky drops hit my heated skin and seeped into the thin fabric of my bikini top. Instinctively, I ran my finger over the wet spot, collecting the sugary liquid and bringing it to my lips. The sweet taste burst on my tongue as I stared at Mira. “That guy over there?”

“Yes,” she answered, her smile predatory. “Don’t you find him attractive?”

I squinted, letting my gaze sweep across the pool to the figure at the opposite edge. The midday sun beat down on my shoulders, and I felt small beads of sweat gathering between my breasts.

“Yeah, sure he’s attractive,” I said carefully, my fingers nervously tracing the rim of my glass. “I just wouldn’t have thought he was your type.” I tried to make out the title of the paperback in his hand, but the distance made it impossible. Between us, the pool water shimmered turquoise, a liquid mirror breaking the sunlight into dancing sparks. White umbrellas cast sharp shadows on the empty lounge chairs around us. We’d been here three days, long enough for the staff to know our names, but not so long that the inevitable homesickness had set in. “I’m just surprised that YOU find him attractive. He seems a bit too nerdy for you...”

“So what?” She shrugged, a fluid movement that made her shoulder blades ripple beneath her tanned skin. Then she leaned back, stretching out her endless legs and wiggling her toes. Every movement was calculated, perfect. “You can’t claim all the nerdy guys for yourself, Lena!”

“Hey, you can have any guy you want, leave me the nerds!” The words came out sharper than I’d intended. A familiar stab of jealousy dug into my ribs as I took in her petite figure—the flat stomach, the perfect ass, the way her bikini fit in exactly the right places.

Mira laughed, a warm, throaty sound. “Oh come on, you’re not doing too badly yourself...”

“Maybe,” I muttered, shrugging. I knew she was right—I was blessed in other areas. But that didn’t make it any easier standing next to her. Mira sipped her drink, and I watched her lips close around the straw before she peered over the rim of her sunglasses at the man on the other side of the pool.

“He’s just kind of weirdly hot,” she said, her voice taking on that dreamy undertone. “Like he doesn’t even know how good he looks. He’s sitting over there reading poetry or Pokémon or whatever, and has no idea I’m sitting here thinking about riding his face.”

“Mira!” The word came out strangled.

“What?” She laughed, innocent and cheeky at once. “I’m horny! It’s been forever!”

“Well... yeah, me too, honestly,” I admitted. The words felt strangely liberating, like a confession I’d held back too long.

“Then you DEFINITELY noticed the guy. I know your taste...”

My fingers tightened around the glass as I hesitated. Of course she was right. Yesterday I’d noticed him for the first time—in the same spot, shirtless, typing away on his little laptop. The sun had gilded his shoulders, and I’d caught myself tracing the line of his spine until it disappeared into his swim trunks.

“Oh my God, you did notice him, didn’t you?”

“I mean... he’s just there,” I muttered, desperately trying to sound casual. But my voice betrayed me.

She grinned triumphantly and nudged my arm. “You’re blushing.”

“That’s sunburn!” I laughed, but it sounded hollow.

“Sure,” she said, sitting up. Her movements were fluid as she pulled her hair into a loose bun. The sight of her bare neck—the gentle curve, the delicate spot where her hair curled into little ringlets—made something flutter in my stomach. “Which one of us do you think he’d choose?”

I let my gaze wander over her body, gleaming like polished gold in the sunlight. Oh, Mira. She was so effortlessly sexy, so naturally sensual. Even now, taking a sip of her cocktail—damn, even the way she SWALLOWED was seductive. I watched her throat move, watched a drop of moisture cling to her lower lip.

“That’s not a fair question,” I finally said.

“Why not?”

“Because we have no idea what type he’s into...”

“True...” she said, her voice distant, dreamy. Her eyes were still fixed on him, like a predator watching its prey. Suddenly she turned to me, letting her gaze slide over my bikini—slowly, appraisingly. “But if he’s into obscenely big tits, then you’ve got the advantage.”

“Hey,” I protested, pressing my arms protectively across my chest. The movement only made my cleavage stand out more. “That’s mean!”

“Relax,” she said with a grin. “I’d kill for breasts like yours.”

“Yeah, you THINK that, but wait until you’ve tried on five outfits and realized you can’t find anything that doesn’t make you look like a complete slut. I’d rather be toned and tanned like you!” Frustration bubbled up in my voice, years of self-doubt spilling out.

“Oh, cry me a river, you look hot in everything. That must be so terrible!” Her voice dripped with mock sympathy.

I opened my mouth to protest, but Mira waved me off before I could speak.

“Whatever. I think we should find out.”

“Find out what?” Though I already had a feeling where this was heading.

“What type he’s into...” Her eyes glittered dangerously.

I stared at her for a moment, then at the man. A nervous flutter erupted in my stomach, crawling up my spine. “But we’re on vacation. And we’re not exactly teenagers anymore...”

“So what?” Mira sat up, her whole body practically vibrating with excitement. “Vacation is supposed to be fun! And we might not be teenagers anymore, but we’re not old either. You’re hot. I’m hot. Let’s just flirt with him a little and see which one of us he likes. We could make it a little friendly competition. Whoever fucks him first wins?”

“That’s stupid,” I said, but for one traitorous moment I imagined it: the two of us beside him, Mira’s hand on his shoulder, my hand on his chest, our breasts pressed against him. I saw Mira’s panties around her ankles, heard us both pleading, begging him to take us first. The image sent a wave of heat through my body. I shook my head, trying to shake off the images. “Besides, he might not like EITHER of us!”

“That’s heresy.” She rolled her eyes as if I’d said something completely absurd. “He’s a MAN, Lena.”

I chewed nervously on my straw, feeling the plastic bend between my teeth. “What if he has a girlfriend?”

Mira threw her head back and let out a theatrically annoyed sigh. “Then I hope for her sake she’s doing whatever it takes to keep him faithful...”

I couldn’t stop staring at him. He turned a page of his book, a simple movement, but I watched how his forearm muscles tensed. He really was quite attractive, I had to admit. And it HAD been a really long time since I’d had sex. Too long. The thought of feeling a pair of strong hands on my hips, guiding me back, my legs opening... Heat gathered between my thighs.

But no. Going up against Mira wasn’t a fight I was guaranteed to win. It was fun to fantasize, but—

Mira stood up, and her toned body suddenly blocked the sun. Her shadow fell over me, cool and decisive. Her firm breasts rose and fell with her breathing.

“Fuck it. If you don’t want to play, then fine. But I’m going to talk to him...”

“Wait...” The word slipped out, but Mira just grinned—a predatory expression that made me shiver. She blew me a kiss, turned away, and began to circle the pool.

As she walked toward him, her hips moved in that special way—slow, fluid, hypnotic. Every step was a seduction, a silent promise. She wore a string bikini, and I could see every perfect curve of her ass, the way the thin strings danced at her hips as if just waiting to be pulled and untied. My mouth went dry as I watched her approach her prey.

I shook my head and sank back into my lounge chair, trying to look casual, as if I wasn’t watching her while I swirled the last inch of melted mojito in my glass and scrolled through my phone. The ice clinked against the rim, a faint sound beneath the murmur of the pool. But my eyes kept drifting to the opposite edge, where she’d stopped beside his chair. My pulse quickened, though I told myself it was just the heat.

He looked up as she spoke, surprise flitting across his face, and I immediately felt a pang of jealousy—sharp and unwanted, like a knife between the ribs. She gestured to the lounge chair next to him, her hair falling over one shoulder, the strands shimmering golden in the sunlight. A calculated gesture, but effective. He nodded—who wouldn’t?—and she took a seat, positioning herself to show off her body’s natural curves, back arched and hips wide. Every movement was seduction in slow motion.

She looked stunning. Damn it.

The hum of the pool speakers and the background noise from the bar made it impossible to hear their conversation, but her body language was unmistakable—all those little signals that said: “You can look at me if you want. It’s okay. I might even like it.” Her fingers played with the thin fabric of her bikini, tugging at the straps as if they were too tight. I swallowed hard, my mouth going dry.

The poor guy was completely blindsided. I could tell from his tense shoulders, from the hand hovering awkwardly over the book in his lap, from how he tried to look anywhere except at the shimmering water reflections on the underside of her breasts. His fingers gripped the book, knuckles white. He wasn’t at all the type of man Mira normally went for, and I almost wanted to protect him, mother him, pull him close and... well...

...fuck his brains out.

The thought made me cringe inwardly. My thighs pressed together involuntarily.

He said something that made her laugh, and suddenly he was really smiling. His whole face changed—the tension melted away, his eyes lit up. He looked even better now that he was relaxed. Damn. Mira set her drink on the table next to his chair, leaning forward slightly as she did, her breasts pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini. I bit down on my straw until the plastic crunched between my teeth.

I hadn't had sex in months, I reminded myself. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut.

Months.

For a moment, I imagined myself standing there instead of her. A towel casually draped around my hips, acting like I was just being friendly. I'd make some half-joke about the heat or cocktails or whatever, and he'd look up at me with that shy uncertainty while I let my towel fall open slightly, showing him my barely covered, heaving chest, damp from a mixture of sweat and lotion, the fabric of my bikini stretched tight over my nipples. I'd see his pupils dilate, his breath catch. I'd have the control.

Instead, I just sat there pretending I wasn't tracking her every movement. My fingers dug into the armrests of the lounge chair. He laughed again and she laughed with him, reaching out to place her hand on his knee, her breasts bouncing with her giggle, close enough that he could have grabbed them if he'd dared, close enough that he was definitely watching them from behind the darkness of his sunglasses. Her fingertips traced little circles on his skin. I felt another stab of jealousy in my stomach and a tingling somewhere deeper—hot and demanding.

Fuck it. The competition was on.


Chapter 2

Mira was still asleep when I woke up. For a moment I lay motionless, listening to the hum of the air conditioning, my head heavy from the previous evening of cocktails and dancing. The air smelled of stale perfume and the cloying sweetness of alcohol seeping from my pores. I didn't have a hangover, but I'd drunk enough that the morning light peeking around the edge of the blackout curtains felt like an intrusion into our refuge. Mira seemed unbothered, her soft, uneven breathing drifting from the pile of blankets on the other bed. I rolled onto my side and checked my phone, the display too bright for my still-sensitive eyes.

It was just after six in the morning.

Despite the lingering heaviness in my limbs, my body felt restless, agitated by the memory of Mira's account of her flirtation with the guy at the pool. “Oh yeah, he's really sooooo nice. Super friendly and a bit quirky. Too bad I got to him first, right?” Her words still echoed in my head, mixed with the image of her leaning over him, her voice lowered to a whisper, while I watched from the other end of the pool.

She shifted in her sleep, as if sensing I was thinking about her, and the blanket slipped to reveal a tiny pair of panties hugging her hips, her face pressed into the pillow, hair spread around her like a dark waterfall. Her skin shimmered in the dim light, flawless and warm.

Even like this she looked like a goddess.

How annoying.

Mira's gift for sleeping was unmatched, and experience told me she'd sleep for at least another hour, so I carefully slipped out of bed and grabbed my bikini, still damp and smelling faintly of chlorine. The fabric stuck to my skin as I put it on, cool and uncomfortable against my warm chest. I grabbed a towel, tied my hair up, and headed for the door, my bare feet silent on the cool tile floor.

Outside, the hallway was empty, filled only with the faint hum of the lighting and the distant drone of air conditioners. Aside from a few people heading out on day trips, most wouldn't be awake yet. That was what I loved about getting up early—no screaming children, no blaring music from the bar, no one fighting over loungers with towels and passive-aggressive glares.

Just the early morning light and the calls of native birds.

The elevator was already on our floor. I pressed the button and stepped in. The doors closed with a soft clunk, and I watched the floor numbers tick down as I leaned against the metal rail, cool against my lower back. In the mirror, I watched myself squeeze my breasts together, the bikini fabric straining to hold them. The movement made my nipples press against the thin fabric, a small reminder of the power Mira wielded so effortlessly. Maybe I was still a little drunk from last night, but I was starting to think Mira was right—having huge tits wasn't the worst thing in the world.

I left the elevator, telling myself I wasn't coming down early to find him, that I wasn't already planning what I'd say, that I wasn't—

“Ow!”

“Oh, damn—oh my God, I'm sorry! Are you okay?”

“I—shit, I didn't see you!”

“My God, it's all over you...”

He'd come around the corner, phone in one hand, plastic cup of water in the other. I'd been going the other way, looking left and wondering which restaurant I'd go to for lunch. We'd collided hard enough that he'd crushed his water cup, sending it cascading over my chest, flowing in cold rivulets into my cleavage and over my nipples. The water was ice cold, making my skin contract and my nipples harden, visible through the thin bikini fabric.

I looked up at him, our eyes meeting properly for the first time. He was tall, much taller than he'd seemed from the pool, his shoulders broad under his t-shirt. His eyes were dark, almost black, and for a moment he stared at me before looking away and shaking his head awkwardly.

“Damn. I got you really wet.”

His eyes widened in panic as he realized what he'd said. His cheeks flushed.

“Shit, I mean—”

I giggled, a sound that came from deeper than intended. “It's okay. Here.”

I handed him my towel. He looked down at his t-shirt—a splash of water with a faint imprint where my breasts had pressed against him. I could see his eyes linger on the wet spot for a moment.

“Thanks.” He took the towel and dabbed at his chest, his movements nervous, uncertain.

“No problem,” I said. “It's my fault, I wasn't paying attention to where I was going.”

“No, really, I didn't think anyone would be up at this hour. I should have been more careful. Are you staying at the hotel too?”

“It would be weird if I wasn't,” I smiled, letting my tongue briefly glide over my lower lip.

His eyes darted to my still-glistening cleavage, where the water had formed small beads on my skin. He laughed nervously. “Sorry. Dumb question, I guess.”

I shrugged and took the towel when he handed it back. I slowly dabbed at my chest, letting my fingers glide over the curves as I wiped away the water. His eyes followed every movement. “So you met my friend Mira yesterday?”

His eyes widened. “Oh, really? She's your friend?”

“Mm-hm,” I tilted my head slightly and let my hair fall over my shoulder. “We're here together. I was actually sitting on the other side of the pool when she came over to talk to you. You looked kind of nervous.”

He groaned and rubbed his face. “Oh God. You saw that? I swear, she just... appeared. One minute I'm reading, and the next she's standing over me asking if I'm lonely.”

I laughed, a warm sound that hung in the air between us. “Subtle as always.”

“What do you mean?”

“Never mind,” I said with a smile, stepping closer. “What are you doing now?”

“Trying to find coffee. Couldn't sleep, so I finally gave up and got out of bed.”

“Same here. Jet lag always messes me up.” I nodded. “How about you buy me a cup to make up for it?” I glanced down at my still-glistening chest, where water droplets clung to my skin. “It can be the second drink you've shared with me this morning.”

He laughed nervously and scratched the back of his head, his movements awkward.

“I guess that's true. Sorry about that again.”

I shrugged. “I'm Lena, by the way.”

“Jonas,” he replied. “Nice to meet you.”

“You too.”

I smiled and pressed my breasts together slightly as I shook his hand, subtle enough to be deniable but obvious enough that the fabric stretched taut over my nipples. His hand was warm and slightly damp, his grip firm. I held the contact a moment longer than necessary, feeling his fingers close around mine.

I guess Mira was right; it was fun to be a little slutty.

I looked up at him, my eyes half-lidded.

“Let's get that coffee.”


Chapter 3

I heard her footsteps before I saw her—the sharp clack of heels on the warm stone of the pool deck. My pulse quickened involuntarily. Then I saw her: tousled hair falling like a golden veil over her shoulders, sunglasses perched casually on her head like a crown. She wore her tiniest bikini—the blue one she’d claimed probably wouldn’t fit—and looked breathtaking. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, accentuating every line of her body so perfectly it took my breath away.

Her gaze flicked from me to Jonas and then to the space between us, as if she could taste the tension in the air. She didn’t grimace or frown, but I’d known her long enough to read the irritation in her features—the way her jaw tightened, how her eyes narrowed for a fraction of a second.

I gave her a smile I hoped looked innocent.

“Morning,” she said casually as she approached, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm. She tugged at her bikini top, lifting her cleavage even higher, the fabric barely covering her nipples. The movement was so deliberate, so calculated, that heat rushed through me. “So you two have met, hmm?”

I nodded calmly, my gaze drifting over the water’s surface as I enjoyed watching her try not to seem annoyed. The game had begun, and we both knew it. Jonas sat up on his lounger, visibly nervous, his skin already glistening with sweat from more than just the sun.

“Hey, Mira. Good to see you again.”

She smiled sweetly, but her eyes sparkled dangerously. “Mind if I join you?”

“Of course not!” His voice was an octave higher than normal.

She nodded, but instead of settling on the lounger next to me, she moved to the one beside him. With a small smile in my direction—a smile that was pure challenge—she spread out her towel and lay down next to him. She stretched her body as if offering herself to him, the lounger barely yielding under her delicate, supple form. Every movement was a study in seduction, a masterpiece of body language that fascinated and annoyed me in equal measure.

“So,” she said, arching her back slightly as she settled in, her spine curving perfectly. The air between us seemed to crackle. “Catch me up. What have I missed?”

“Not much,” I replied, trying to keep my voice neutral. “Just enjoying the sun. Right, Jonas?”

“Pretty much,” he agreed, his eyes wandering over Mira’s body despite himself. And it was true—mostly. After Jonas bought me a coffee, we’d lain next to each other on our loungers without saying much; just two shy people stretched out side by side, breathing the same warm air and enjoying the silence between us. It had been pleasant. Relaxing, even—a rare calm in my otherwise chaotic life.

At least it was, until Mira showed up and electrified the atmosphere with her mere presence.

“Oh, sounds boring.” She pouted, her cherry-red lips gleaming in the sunlight, and regarded Jonas with a hunger she didn’t bother to hide. Her eyes wandered over his body like hands feeling him up. “So. Are you here alone?”

Jonas hesitated, his Adam’s apple bobbing nervously.

“Yes,” he finally said. “Alone.”

“Cool,” Mira said, missing the undertone of sadness I’d caught in his answer. She leaned closer to him, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “It’s so hot that you’re just... out there doing everything yourself...”

“Yeah... I guess.” He looked down at his knees as if he might find answers there. “Actually, I was supposed to come here with my girlfriend.”

Ahh, I thought, as something tightened in my chest. There it is. The reason for the sadness I saw in his eyes.

“Oh?” Mira asked, her voice softening, coaxing him to continue. Even in competitive mode, she could recognize genuine pain.

“Yeah.” He let out a short breath, heavy with suppressed emotion. “We broke up.”

“Oh shit.” I sat up a bit, my heart clenching with sympathy. “Recently?”

“Two weeks ago.” He pressed his thumb against his eyebrow as if pushing away a headache, but I could see he was trying to hold back tears. “I found out she’s seeing someone else. Someone from work.”

The words hung heavy in the warm air between us. Mira and I exchanged a glance, our game temporarily suspended for genuine sympathy. In that moment, we weren’t rivals—we were simply two women who recognized the pain of a broken heart.

“That’s rough,” Mira said, her voice gentle and sincere.

“Yeah, that really sucks,” I agreed, my own experiences with betrayal resurfacing. “I’m sorry that happened to you.”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice brittle. “It’s just... whatever... you know?”

Mira and I exchanged another look, both of us knowing it wasn’t “whatever.” It was damn painful—you could see it in the way his shoulders sagged, how he clenched his hands into fists.

“Then I tried to get a refund, but it was too late, I guess. And I didn’t want to sit at home all week staring at my phone, so I decided to come.” His voice grew quieter. “Even if it means seeing reminders of her everywhere.”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice full of understanding. “That makes sense. Sometimes running away is the only thing that helps.”

“Exactly,” Mira agreed. She sat up and tucked her legs beneath her, her whole posture shifting into something protective. “It's so shitty that this happened to you. The good news is, you don't have to spend the rest of this vacation alone. In fact, you just won yourself two absolute dream girls for the rest of the week, and we're going to take tons of photos together and make sure that bitch knows exactly what she gave up!”

He laughed, the first genuine laugh I'd heard from him. “Thanks, but I don't want to be a burden. You're on vacation.”

“Don't be silly!” she said, her eyes sparkling with determination. “We've decided. Right, Lena?”

I stared at her for a moment, saw the challenge in her eyes, the invitation to a game we both understood. Then I looked at him, saw the hope he was trying to hide. A whole week of teasing, flirting, and one-upping each other? I wasn't sure this was what I'd imagined when we booked the vacation, but now that it was happening, I felt something dark and exciting stir inside me.

“Sure,” I said, my voice firmer than I expected. “We're here for you.”

He let out a short, disbelieving laugh. “Why?”

“Because being cheated on is the worst, and you need company,” Mira said simply, but her eyes betrayed more—a mixture of compassion and something more predatory. “And we're good company!” Mira slid her sunglasses down her nose and gave him her best puppy-dog eyes, her lips forming a perfect pout. “Unless you have something better to do?”

“No,” he said, his voice hoarse with gratitude and something else. “I don't.”

“Good,” she said, her voice equal parts velvet and steel. “Then you're ours. And guess what?”

“What?” His eyes were completely fixed on her now, as if she were a beacon in the darkness.

“We're going to make this your best vacation ever.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with promise and unspoken possibilities. I felt my pulse quicken, felt something dangerous and exciting unfold in my chest. The game had just taken on a whole new dimension.


Chapter 4

The sand burned under the soles of my feet, and the sun poured down a dense, white heat that pressed on my shoulders. The waves crashed against the shore with a steady hiss, so loud that I had to lean into Jonas whenever we spoke. Since he smelled of sandalwood and turned bright red every time my breasts brushed his shoulder, I enjoyed this arrangement immensely. His skin was warm and damp from the saltwater, and I felt his muscles tense beneath my touch.

“I think we’re here…” Mira said, looking back at us with a smile. She’d been leading us for a while, her ass moving in that slow hip sway I knew so well. The thin fabric of her bikini bottoms practically disappeared between her cheeks. She was wearing her tiniest bikini bottoms again, her ass just completely… there; shamelessly on display. I’d caught Jonas stealing glances more than once, his eyes following the curve of her hips. And honestly, I was looking too. “Does anyone speak Spanish?” she asked, pointing at the sign in front of us. It read:

ESTA SECCIÓN DE LA PLAYA ES DE ROPA OPCIONAL.

Behind the carved wooden sign, a path led through the rocks to a new stretch of beach. Mira didn’t wait for our answer and disappeared between the rocks, her hips swaying with each step. I lingered a moment longer with Jonas at the sign. The air here was heavier, thick with the scent of saltwater and sun-warmed stone.

“You know what that means, right?”

“No idea,” Jonas replied, looking from the sign to the rocks. His voice was slightly hoarse. “Should I be worried? Are you going to harvest my organs?”

I laughed. “Nothing like that. It’s just, I know Mira, and—”

“Guys!” she called out. “Hurry up! I really need to get rid of my bikini lines!”

I raised my eyebrows and shot Jonas a look that said: Now you get it, right? He looked at me, confused, still not grasping what I’d realized the moment Mira told us she wanted to go to a special beach she’d read about. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. I didn’t need to speak Spanish to know what kind of beach this was…

When we reached her, she’d already found a spot near the curve of the rocks. The sand here was slightly coarser than at the main beach, and aside from a few people in the distance, we were the only ones here. The air was calmer, more sheltered, almost intimate. Mira spread her towel on the sand with a dramatic flourish and bent down to smooth the corners, sticking her ass out so far I could make out the soft shape of her bikini bottoms from behind. The fabric stretched taut across her curves. When she turned to face us, she was already untying the strings of her top.

I tried to look away, but I couldn’t. My eyes stayed fixed on her fingers working deftly at the knots.

Jonas seemed to have the same problem. I heard him inhale sharply.

She didn’t hurry and showed no sign of embarrassment. She simply untied the bow and let the fabric fall into her hands, as if she’d been waiting all morning to take it off. Her breasts found their natural position as the bikini loosened, a slight bounce as she shifted her weight, effortless and confident. The light caressed her honey-colored skin, and she parted her lips slightly, her lower lip glistening. Whether she was aware of our staring or not, she knelt on the towel, and her breasts—now completely exposed—bounced again with the movement, her nipples hard despite the heat of the day. Small beads of sweat gathered in the valley between her breasts.

“There,” she said, turning to me with a grin, a few strands of hair falling into her face. “That’s better. So liberating.” She stretched her arms above her head and arched her back, making her breasts stand out even more.

I nodded. Less than twenty-four hours into our little competition and she already had her tits out. My pulse quickened slightly. The challenge was officially on.

Typical Mira.

“Aren’t you joining in?” she asked, her eyes glinting with challenge.

I shook my head and placed my hands on my upper chest, pulling the skin taut so my breasts lifted slightly. “I like my bikini lines. I think they’re sexy.” I let my fingers glide over the edge of my top, just enough to draw attention to it.

She rolled her eyes and shot me a look that said your funeral, then lay down on her back, her breasts resting on her chest as she closed her eyes and opened her legs slightly. She looked incredible, but I had my own plan. I knew timing was everything.

I spread my towel next to hers and knelt down, adjusting my hair, rolling my shoulders so my bikini top strained around the heavy curve of my own breasts, squeezing them together and making them swell in the fabric. I looked up at Jonas from my kneeling position, my face just inches from his cock, my cleavage heaving while my breasts were still covered—I knew that sometimes the teasing was the most entertaining part. His eyes widened slightly, and I saw him clench his hands into fists.

“You can sit down too, you know,” I teased. My voice had grown deeper.

“Yeah, of course,” he chuckled. “Sorry, I was just admiring the view.” He dropped his towel and then realized what he’d said. His cheeks flushed. “I meant the view of the ocean!”

“We know what you meant,” Mira said with a grin, her breasts still exposed. She pulled a bottle of lotion from her beach bag and squeezed some into her palm. The sweet scent of coconut rose into the warm air. “It really is a perfect little spot, isn’t it?”

Jonas nodded and looked toward the horizon, tensing every muscle in his body to avoid staring at Mira as she worked the cream into her breasts, her palms stroking upward, squeezing the flesh and then letting them spring back into position. She sighed softly as she did it, arching her back, biting her lip—basically everything she could think of short of slipping her hand under her bikini bottoms and fucking herself. Her fingers circled slowly around her nipples, supposedly to spread the lotion.

What a slut.

She looked incredible.

But she was giving away too much too soon, I was sure of it, so I leaned back on my beach towel and closed my eyes, letting the sun wash over me while I tried not to think about the last time I got fucked… The heat seeped through my bikini and warmed my skin. I felt my nipples harden beneath the thin fabric.

That was that guy at the gaming convention, right? He complimented your cosplay and you returned the favor and then you found a little corner where you showed him how you'd designed the costume so certain areas were easily accessible and then he—

A warm shiver ran down my spine at the memory.

“Lena?” Mira said. “Did you hear me?”

“Oh, uh, what?” I asked, sitting up slightly and shaking my head to dispel the memory. To my embarrassment, my nipples had hardened, visible through the thin fabric of my bikini. I considered covering them, but that would have only made it more obvious. Instead, I stretched and let my breasts move naturally.

Mira rolled her eyes. “I asked, 'what are we doing tonight?' We promised Jonas we'd show him a good time, remember?” She was still rubbing lotion into her skin, her movements slower now, almost hypnotic.

I looked at him. He sat with his elbows on his knees, shoulders slightly hunched, staring intently at the water. He shifted on his towel under my gaze, pulling the fabric a touch closer. I could see the tension in his body, the way he was trying to control his breathing.

“Of course I remember. I think he's having a pretty good time right now anyway, isn't he? Sitting on the beach, surrounded by two half-naked women.” I laughed. “So… you're not upset about it, are you?” I let my hand glide over my stomach, supposedly brushing away sand.

He nodded. “Yeah, not upset at all.” His voice sounded hoarse.

“See?” I smiled, shifting slightly and enjoying the slow bounce of my breasts. “What more do we need?” The sun beat down on my skin, and I felt small beads of sweat gathering between my breasts.

Mira turned onto her stomach and wiggled her butt, her ass cheeks shifting beneath the tiny bikini bottoms. “I can think of a few things…” She reached back and pulled the fabric between her ass cheeks, exposing even more of her tanned skin.


Chapter 5

The club was stuffy and loud, thick with perfume, spilled alcohol, and the throbbing pulse of the bass. Strips of light sliced through the room in sharp lines, dancing with the crowd in rhythmic beats. The dance floor was packed, bodies rubbing and pressing against each other, hips swaying in sync with the beat. The cloying stench of sweat and cheap perfume clung to my nose, mixing with the metallic taste of excitement on my tongue.

This wasn’t my world, and probably not Jonas’s either, but Mira was glowing, her blue dress clinging to her body like a second skin. The thin straps barely held it together, her breasts bouncing with every step, the tips of her nipples visible through the thin fabric. My own skin prickled at the sight, an unwelcome heat gathering between my thighs.

“Drinks first!” Mira called over the music, pointing toward the bar. Jonas nodded, still looking overwhelmed, his gaze darting over the crowd like a trapped animal. I felt for him. An evening at home with a good book or video game would have been more my speed. The music hammered against my ribs, throwing my heart off rhythm. I touched his arm gently, feeling the warmth of his skin through the fabric.

“You okay?” I mouthed silently.

He nodded emphatically, as if he did this sort of thing every day. His pupils were dilated, and not just from the dim light.

“Of course!”

Mira grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the bar, dragging him through the mass of dancers. I followed close behind, holding his other hand and letting it slide into my cleavage, feeling his fingers against the soft skin of my breasts. I held his hand there as if it were an accident, as if the crowd had pushed us together, but really I just wanted him to know what was in store. His hand trembled slightly, and I felt my nipples harden under the thin fabric of my top.

The bar was crowded, but Mira pushed her way in, deliberately leaning forward, her cleavage on full display for the bartender. Her breasts nearly spilled out of the dress, the dark circles of her nipples peeking over the edge. It worked. The bartender stared openly, his tongue running over his lips. She ordered three shots apiece and handed them out, her fingers “accidentally” brushing Jonas’s wrist.

“Let’s dance!” she called as we all grimaced in disgust. Sambuca. Disgusting. The stuff burned down my throat, leaving an oily film on my tongue. She grabbed Jonas’s wrist again and moved toward the center of the club, squeezing between bodies and pulling us along. The crowd swallowed us, pressing in from all sides, strange hands brushing over my hips as Mira arranged our positions so he was sandwiched between us—her in front, me behind. She draped her hands over his shoulders and moved her body against his in time with the music, her hips rolling in a movement that was anything but innocent.

It felt good to move, and I felt the warmth of the alcohol blooming in my chest, loosening me up, making me calmer, more confident. My inhibitions melted like ice in the sun. Jonas shuffled his feet in time, stepping awkwardly from side to side while Mira swung her hips, her ass sensual and inviting as she swayed. I stepped closer, pressing my own hips against him from behind, letting him feel the weight of my breasts against his back. My nipples hardened instantly, small hard points pressing into him. I felt wetness gathering between my thighs.

He stiffened, his muscles tensing under my hands, then relaxed and let us rub our bodies against him. His breathing quickened; I felt his chest rising and falling.

Mira’s eyes darted over his shoulder to me. Her pupils were dilated, her lips slightly parted. She grinned and licked her lips, a slow, deliberate movement.

Look at this.

She turned around, pressed her ass against him, and guided his hands to her waist. Then she lowered herself, bending her knees and grinding her ass against his crotch in a slow rhythm, long, languid movements that made her whole body undulate against him. Her dress rode dangerously high, revealing the smooth curves of her thighs. I felt my heart beat faster, my own pussy throbbing in time with the music as I caught the first glimpse of her underwear: something red, lace-trimmed and slightly see-through, clinging wetly to her lips. She pulled her dress back down to cover herself, but it was only halfhearted, and the next time she bent over and arched her back, it rode even higher.

She glanced back at me, her tongue running over her lower lip.

You know you’ve lost, right?

Maybe she was right. Maybe not. All I knew was that the sight of her here, like this, acting so slutty and needy, did something to me I wasn’t prepared for. My pussy pulsed, wet and hot, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning. I wanted to roll my eyes, call her ridiculous, act like I was above it all. But the truth was, the sight of her dress hiked up to her waist, her ass cheeks rubbing against him, her hair sticking to her damp neck, her red panties digging into her slit...

It made me damn wet. My own panties clung to me, soaked with arousal.

I had to do something. I slid to his left, letting my hand glide over his stomach, feeling the hard muscles under the fabric. My breasts pressed against him again, his forearm disappearing between them, and I moaned softly at the touch. With my other hand, I reached for Mira’s hip, feeling the heat of her skin through the thin dress. She looked back in surprise, eyes wide, then closed them and lowered her head again, her hair falling over her face like a silk curtain as she ground against him. I leaned forward, my lips almost touching his skin, my hot breath brushing over his ear.

“She's so hot, isn't she?” I whispered, my voice rough with desire.

Jonas swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing, and nodded wordlessly. I felt something hard pressing against my stomach. Mira arched her back even more, her spine a perfect curve, and I decided if she wanted to be a slut, I'd help her. My own pussy throbbed with need, dripping into my panties.

I let my hand wander higher on her hip, found the hem of her dress and pushed it up a bit more, inch by inch, slowly revealing more and more of her smooth, tanned, round ass and the red panties clinging wet to her lips. I pulled her tighter against him, her ass continuing to grind in a tight, deliberate rhythm, and I felt his erection pressing against me. She looked back again, this time with alarm in her eyes, but also with something else—pure, unfiltered lust.

Oh... shit.

But she didn't stop. She kept moving, her hips rolling like waves, while I took Jonas's hands in mine and guided them to her, placed them on either side of her ass, pulled her even tighter against what was now surely his very hard cock. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks, and she moaned, a deep, throaty sound audible even over the music. Her back arched, her movements grew faster, more desperate, her pussy pressing against him through the thin fabric of her panties. Her legs began to tremble slightly, her breathing quickened, small gasps escaping her lips. She pressed back harder, supported by our combined grip, rubbing against him with sudden desperation, using his body as leverage while the music pulsed through her. Her hips stuttered, then rolled again in a sharp, trembling movement, her thighs quivering uncontrollably.

She looked at me again, and this time the look carried no message. Her eyes were glassy, her lips parted, small gasps escaping them.

Only surrender.

She had lost herself in the moment.

She was going to come.

With my breasts still pressed against him, my nipples hard and desperate for attention, my own pussy so wet I could feel my juices running down my thighs, I watched as the moment hit her. Her whole body tensed, then trembled, her pussy pulsing in frantic little thrusts against his cock. She tried to stay quiet, tried to swallow the sound, but her movements were unmistakable even in the din of the club. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her pussy practically swallowing her thong, the red lace dark with moisture, and right there, in the middle of the dance floor, she came for him, came on him, while I held up her dress and guided his hands deeper into the soft curves of her ass. I wanted so badly for him to grab my breasts, roll his thumbs over my nipples, give me something, anything, to bring me closer to the pleasure Mira was experiencing, but just as quickly as it had started, it was over.

Mira stood on shaky legs and smoothed her dress, turned to face us, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat, her hair disheveled and sticking to her forehead. She let out a long, trembling breath and gave Jonas a look so submissive, so nakedly suggestive and slutty, that I could only imagine how turned on it must have made him to be on the receiving end. His pants were visibly straining, and I felt my own arousal intensify even more.

Then she looked at me and smiled. It was a look of gratitude, but also of challenge, and again the message was clear. Her eyes sparkled triumphantly, her tongue running over her swollen lips.

Mira 1, Lena 0.


Chapter 6

I groaned and rolled onto my back, keeping my eyes open and staring up at the blank ceiling. The sheets had twisted around my thighs, one strap of my pajama top had slipped off my shoulder, exposing my left breast. I didn’t care. I was too hot, too sweaty, too exhausted. Besides, Mira had been snoring for fifteen minutes while my body still buzzed with energy—from the club, the drinks, the press of bodies.

The air conditioning hummed above us, cooling the sweat on my skin. My nipple hardened in the cold air. I felt every inch of my body, like I was electric.

I tried not to think about it, squeezing my eyes shut. The images played anyway, vivid and alive, demanding my attention—her bare ass moving there, in front of everyone... so shameless... so slutty... so damn hot...

My pulse hammered between my legs. I pressed my thighs together, felt the wetness already gathered there. Damn. Even now, hours later, the memory still turned me on.

I pressed the heel of my hand against my forehead, trying to quiet my brain. I was just drunk, nothing more. Overtired and wound up. I tried again to close my eyes. Maybe if I stayed completely still, the images would disappear.

Or maybe I could just...

My hand slipped under the sheet, found its way to my nipple, drawing a silent gasp from me. My fingers wandered to my hip, then inward, over the fabric of my panties, feeling the sticky wetness I’d already left there. I gasped again when I felt it.

The fabric was soaked. Completely drenched. My body had been reacting the whole time without me even noticing. My fingers glided effortlessly over the wet silk.

No wonder I couldn’t sleep. I needed to come.

Lying on my back, I pressed my breasts together while I reached under the fabric and finally let myself remember: Mira grinding her ass against Jonas; the look she threw me over her shoulder; the look she gave him afterward.

Damn. This wasn’t going to take long.

With my eyes closed, I pulled my pajama top up to my neck, freeing my other breast. My nipples hardened instantly in the cool air. It felt good to let them tighten like that, to finally feel them exposed. With my other hand, I tugged gently at them while moving my fingers faster between my legs, imagining Jonas, imagining Mira, imagining him fucking me while she sat on my face...

I paused, surprised.

What the hell? She was my best friend. I shouldn’t be thinking like that. And yet... suddenly I wanted—needed to know—how she tasted, felt an insane jealousy toward the men who’d been between her legs. My fingers moved again and my breath quickened as I tugged at my nipple, imagining her smothering me, her hips pressing down on my face while I—

My other hand shoved the soaked panties aside. My fingers found my bare pussy, slid through the wetness. I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

A sound cut through the darkness—from the bed next to me, a soft rustle of sheets.

Damn. Was Mira awake? Not now. Not while my pussy was dripping like this...

Surely not. It was the middle of the night.

And yet... My heartbeat doubled. My breath caught. I listened.

Nothing for a few moments, and then it came again:

Soft. Rhythmic. Wet.

Faint but unmistakable, here in the room. Mira’s breathing was no longer deep and sleepy. It was faster, shallower, and the realization of what she was doing hit me so hard I almost gasped.

She was touching herself. Just like me.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to calm myself, but it only made it worse. Knowing she was here, doing this, quietly, desperately, as if she couldn’t control herself any more than I could. She was trying so hard to be quiet, yet I heard a small moan escape her lips, and arousal flooded through me with embarrassing ease. My hand, still under the sheet, moved slightly without my permission.

My fingers circled my clit. I was so wet that every movement made a soft, squelching sound. Could she hear that?

She moved again, and another small moan escaped her.

Could she hear me? Was that why she’d started?

Another soft, wet sound. God. It was too much. She wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore. Unable to hold back, I started working my body again, listening to the sounds she made, making sounds of my own, my fingers exploring my pussy and wishing they were exploring hers.

I imagined what she looked like—her hand between her legs, her face twisted with pleasure, her lips parted. My fingers slid deeper, filling me, while my thumb worked my clit.

The room filled with our breathing, our moaning, the sound of our bodies moving and writhing with lust. A mix of shame and arousal drove me to the edge, and I came hard on my fingers while my best friend did the same in the bed next to me.

My orgasm rolled through me, making my thighs tremble, my pussy pulse around my fingers. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, fighting not to scream. At the same time, I heard Mira whimper softly, her mattress squeaking beneath her.

For a long moment afterward, neither of us moved. Our breathing slowed. I pulled my top down, drew the sheet higher, and willed my body still. From the other bed, Mira shifted once, then went still.

My fingers were still wet with my juices. I could smell my own scent in the air, sweet and musky. My pussy still pulsed with aftershocks.

I closed my eyes, listened as her breathing settled into something slow and peaceful, and let myself drift off to sleep.


Chapter 7

“Lena! Have you put it on yet?”

“No,” I said quickly, my voice an octave higher than usual. “Not yet.”

“What are you waiting for? It’s going to look fantastic on you!”

“Oh my God, shut up!” I called out as embarrassment flooded through me like molten metal. Standing in the dressing room, I held the outfit at arm’s length, my hand completely visible through the mesh fabric, wondering how the hell I’d let myself be talked into this. Outside, the sound of footsteps, clattering hangers, occasional laughter. Jonas was somewhere beyond the curtain, probably scrolling through his phone and wondering how he’d gotten dragged into this girls’ shopping trip. The thought of him out there made my heart hammer against my ribs.

I held the outfit up to the harsh neon light. The fabric was so thin it was practically see-through. “Mira, it’s practically see-through.”

“That’s the point!” she called back, her voice filled with delight and mischief, as if she’d just planned the perfect crime.

“Fine, I’ll put it on, but I’m not coming out!” My palms were damp with sweat.

Mira didn’t answer. That was never a good sign.

I gathered all my courage, stripped off my clothes, laid them beside me in a neat pile, and pulled the new outfit on. The fabric was tight, pressing and pulling against me like a second skin. The mesh scratched slightly against my nipples, making them harden. I stepped back from the mirror and looked at myself.

Oh shit.

“I hear that silence,” Mira said knowingly, an audible grin in her voice. “It must look really good, right?”

“It looks ridiculous,” I called back, but my voice trembled. Ridiculously slutty, I thought, but I wasn’t going to shout that over the thin partition in a clothing store. “I’m taking it off.”

“Wait!” she called. “Let me see!”

“No!” I said, instinctively covering my breasts, even though my nipples were already poking through the mesh like little accusations. I thought about us in our separate beds the night before, about what had happened between us—her quiet breaths, the way she’d whispered my name. “No way. You’re not seeing me like this.”

Mira snorted. “Sorry to tell you this, but you’re my best friend, Lena. You have nothing to hide from me. I’m coming in.”

My pulse raced. “I’m serious! Don’t you dare—”

The curtain rustled violently, a hand appeared, and then Mira slipped inside. She closed the curtain behind her with a flourish, her eyes already fixed on me.

“Oh... my... God,” she said, her eyes widening like saucers. “Lena!”

“What?” I asked, but I already knew. I could see it in her eyes—the way her lips parted, how her breathing deepened.

“You look...” She made a helpless gesture, her hand over her lips. She shook her head, unable to find the words. “Seriously. I mean... damn. Turn around.”

“No!” But my refusal sounded weak, already surrendered.

“Turn around!”

She lunged at me playfully, grabbed my shoulders, and spun me around. My palms hit the cold wall to catch myself, my legs slightly spread for balance. I stepped back helplessly and let her look at me, feeling her gaze like heat on my exposed skin.

“Your ass...” she said, her voice hoarse. “It looks incredible.”

I felt my skin tingle with embarrassment and arousal—a compliment from my best friend taking on a whole new meaning after listening to her orgasm in the middle of the night. My nipples hardened against the mesh, and I prayed she wouldn’t notice. I took my hands off the wall, feeling exposed, vulnerable, but Mira was already circling me like a predator, adjusting a strap on my shoulder, tugging the hem into place, brushing a stray hair from my collarbone. Every touch was electric. I knew each one was completely unnecessary; it was as if she wanted to touch me.

And I let her. God, I let her.

“I knew this would suit you,” she said, still looking at me, her hand stroking across the tight mesh at the side of my breasts, making me shiver. “But I didn’t know it would suit you this much. It’s like it was made for you.”

“You’re exaggerating.” My voice was barely more than a whisper.

“No,” she replied simply, then stepped back and studied me again. Her hands wandered to her own breasts, pressing the soft flesh there through her T-shirt, making my heartbeat race even faster. For a moment neither of us said anything, the air between us thick and tense. Then her eyes lit up with an idea. I recognized the look immediately and knew it meant trouble.

“No,” I said, already bracing myself. “Whatever it is, I'm not going to—”

“Jonas!” she called cheerfully. “Come here for a second!”

I squeaked and lunged for my clothes, but she snatched them from the bench before I could reach them, using her hip to pin me back against the cold wall—leaving me exposed, trapped, and vulnerable. The metal burned against my bare skin.

“What's up?” Jonas asked, his voice closer than expected. He appeared at the curtain, his silhouette visible through the thin fabric.

“Lena wants your opinion,” she said, stepping aside and revealing me to him like a work of art. I froze, every muscle in my body tensing. So did Jonas.

And I understood why.

I could see myself in the mirror—how my nipples jutted through the mesh, hard with arousal, completely on display for both of them; how the smooth mound of my pussy was just as visible through the thin fabric of the panties; how my ass curved above my jutting hipbones. Jonas's gaze darted up and down, his Adam's apple bobbing like a trapped bird.

“Wow,” he said quietly, his voice rough.

I wanted the floor to swallow me.

I wanted to disappear.

I wanted him to say it again. God, I wanted him to say it again.

“Come on,” Mira urged, nudging him with her elbow. “You can do better than that.”

“Mira...” I scolded through clenched teeth, but my voice had lost all authority.

Jonas, still looking at me with an expression that made my stomach clench, turned bright red. “Okay... well... um... you look fucking hot.” The words came out like a confession.

Mira looked at me, then at him, then back at me. Her smile widened, satisfied with the little scenario she'd orchestrated. For a few seconds, none of us said anything. I just stood there, my pussy and tits on display for my best friend and a guy I'd met less than forty-eight hours ago. The silence stretched out, thick and heavy.

What kind of slut am I?

But part of me—a dark, hungry part—was enjoying it. Enjoying their stares, the way Jonas's hands were clenched into fists like he was holding himself back. Enjoying the power I had over both of them, even though I was the one standing there naked and vulnerable.

A saleswoman cleared her throat somewhere behind Jonas, and all three of us flinched like guilty teenagers—reality crashing back over me like cold water. Mira burst into laughter and handed me my clothes, pushing Jonas out of the dressing room and following him out, but not before turning back to wink at me.

Our shopping trip was over.

But something else had just begun.


Chapter 8

We were both sitting on our own beds, each with a hotel flannel in hand, wiping off our makeup while an overly dramatic Spanish telenovela played in the background. Every now and then a character would scream something passionate, making us both glance up—though we didn’t understand a word—before going back to our faces. Outside, a moped rattled down the coastal road.

“So,” Mira said casually, still staring at the TV as she rubbed at her eyeliner. “How are your kissing skills?”

“My... what?” I asked, unsure if I’d heard her right.

“Your kissing skills,” she repeated, throwing me a quick glance.

I let out a short laugh. “I haven’t gotten any complaints so far...”

“So like a seven out of ten?” she teased.

“No!” I laughed, reaching for my micellar water. “More like a high nine.”

She turned sideways on her bed to get a proper look at me, one leg tucked under her, her heel pressing against her cotton panties, her loose tank top barely containing her breasts. “How can you be so sure?”

I tried to keep my movements calm and controlled, but my chest already felt tight. “This is silly. Why are we even talking about this?”

“Because,” she said, dabbing at the corner of her eye, “I need to know how good my competition is. I need to know that if you beat me, you’ll finish the job properly...”

“I will!” I paused. “You saw how he looked at me today in the dressing room. The game’s practically over, babe.” I dabbed the micellar water under my eyes.

“I knew it.” Mira grinned, setting the flannel on her nightstand and letting herself fall back onto the bed, her hair fanning out around her head.

“Knew what?” I asked.

She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand and looking at me with frustrating intensity. “You always act so shy, and then...”

She shrugged.

“What?” I said, irritated now. “What are you trying to say?”

She shrugged again. “The way you let him look at you in that outfit... your big tits on display, your little pussy barely covered. You enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

“No!” I lied.

“It’s okay,” she said, smiling. “It’s good. It’s hot.”

My throat went dry. “Well... thanks, I guess.”

“Anyway,” she said, sitting bolt upright. “Prove it.”

I frowned. “Prove what?”

“That you can kiss well.” She rolled her eyes and gestured between us. “Kiss me like you’d kiss Jonas, and I’ll give you an honest rating.”

I laughed.

“I’m serious. What if you finally get him alone and then panic and do that weird freezing thing you always do when someone compliments you?”

“I don’t freeze weirdly,” I protested. “You’re being ridiculous.”

“Maybe,” she said. “But you kind of want to know, don’t you?”

I stared down at my hands, twisting the flannel between my fingers.

“See?” she said. “That’s exactly that weird freezing thing.”

She slid off her bed and padded the two steps across the room, the TV light catching in her hair. I’d seen Mira cross the space between two beds a thousand times—to steal my charger, to throw a pillow at me, to shove her cold feet under my covers—but this time was different.

“Scoot over.”

I did as I was told and moved back until my shoulders were leaning against the headboard. She sat down next to me, cross-legged, so close our knees were touching.

“Okay. Let’s try,” she murmured, and suddenly she seemed a little nervous too. She raised her hand, hesitated for half a second, then gently cupped my jaw. “Is this okay?”

What the hell is happening here? I asked myself.

But outwardly, I just nodded.

“Good,” she said, moving closer, our knees pressing more firmly together. She tilted my face ever so slightly toward hers and closed the distance.

I felt an electric jolt as my lips touched hers, my best friend of several years pressing against me. Her lips were soft and warm and careful and full, and I let it happen. My eyes closed, half in surprise, half in pleasure, and she didn’t rush. Instead, she simply pressed her mouth to mine in a slow, deliberate way that gave me time to react, to decide whether I’d pull back or lean in.

I leaned in.

Mirroring her pressure, I pressed back, her lips parting a fraction, my tongue tasting her lip gloss, my body angling closer as her thumb stroked soothingly across my cheek. She pulled back a millimeter, just enough to breathe a word against my lips.

“Good.”

The praise made me wet, and before I could think about what that might mean, she kissed me again, deeper this time, a little faster, her hand traveling up my leg, fingers clawing at the fabric of my shorts, tugging them down slightly. The sensation made me open my mouth wider, letting her tongue find mine. The Spanish drama played on in the background, and my legs parted slightly, involuntarily. I wanted to pull her pajama top over her head and push her back and suck on her nipples and slide my hands between her—

She pulled back suddenly.

“Well, that settles it,” she said, her gaze dropping briefly to my mouth, then back up, her voice a little breathless. “You're right. Definitely a nine. Maybe even a nine and a half.”

“Thanks.” I tried to roll my eyes, but it came out more like a dazed flutter.

“I almost want you to win,” she giggled. “Jonas would be a lucky guy!” she added, annoyingly offhand. She stood up suddenly and stretched, pushing her ass out, her top riding up to expose her tanned waist, her waistband hanging so low it would have taken only a slight tug to reveal what I imagined was a perfectly soft—

“Lena...” Mira said with another grin. “It's rude to stare.”

“I wasn't staring!”

But Mira said nothing more. She just walked back to her own bed and slipped under the covers. I lay there, upright against the headboard, for a long moment. My heart was still racing, my body humming with a strange mixture of calm and arousal.

Finally, I slid under the sheet and turned on my side to face the space between our beds. Mira's back was to me now, a small, familiar curve under the thin hotel comforter.

And I realized, lying there alone, the feeling of her lips still on mine, the silhouette of her body just inches away, that this wasn't just about Jonas.

She was teasing me too.


Chapter 9

I stood in the doorway of our room, a towel wrapped around my body, watching the setting sun shatter across the surface of the hotel's infinity pool. Golden light danced over the water like liquid metal, and the warm air carried the scent of chlorine and sunscreen my way. In that moment, I finally admitted it to myself, my heartbeat hammering against my ribs...

I was horny.

Not just a little turned on. Not just vacation-tipsy lustful.

I needed to get fucked. My skin tingled with desire, and the throbbing between my legs grew stronger with each breath.

And that meant I had to win the competition.

Behind me, Mira emerged from the bathroom in her white bikini, her hair in a loose braid, a few strands falling across her face. Water droplets still beaded on her tanned skin. She looked stunning, as always, and I gave her a smile, tasting the salty tang of tension on my lips. Jonas was already outside, sitting on the shallow steps with water lapping around his waist. He looked good too—hair damp, water droplets on his chest, arms braced behind him on the warm tiles. The muscles of his shoulders tensed as he moved. He was gazing at the sunset, and I wondered if he was thinking about his ex-girlfriend. If so, I hoped to change that soon.

“Hey, Jonas,” I said, stepping outside to meet him. The hot tiles burned under my bare feet. Before he could answer, I loosened my towel and tossed it onto one of the loungers, revealing the new bikini I'd picked up earlier—the one I'd secretly slipped into my bag without Mira knowing. The fabric felt like a whisper against my skin.

“Holy shit, Lena,” she said from somewhere behind me. I ignored her and smiled to myself as I made my way toward Jonas, swinging my hips and letting my breasts bounce naturally—a movement I normally avoided as much as possible. But not today. Side bulge, underboob, cleavage—everything jiggled and swayed with each step while the new bikini barely held anything back. The top was essentially two tiny translucent triangles held together by a few narrow strips of fabric, covering almost nothing. The bottoms were cut so high they rose above the curve of my hips, barely concealing me. I felt Jonas's gaze burning into my skin like the afternoon sun.

I slid into the water and floated for a moment, the natural buoyancy lifting my breasts toward the surface. The cool water enveloped me like a caress, and I felt my nipples harden from the cold and arousal. I turned to Mira.

“Are you just going to stand there, or are you coming in?”

Something flickered in her eyes. Jealousy? Shock? Maybe even arousal. Her pupils dilated imperceptibly. She glanced at Jonas, then slid into the water and waded over to me with a grin, the water swirling around her hips.

“You look absolutely stunning,” she whispered, her voice rough with something I couldn't quite place. “So damn slutty.”

“Thanks,” I said, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed, warmth creeping up my neck. “You too.”

“Of course!” she said teasingly, moving a little closer, her fingers trailing through the water between us.

I pulled back and turned to Jonas, my heart pounding against my ribs.

“Hey! Could you take some photos?” I asked, trying to sound casual, as if I didn't care at all, as if I hadn't planned it. I swam to the shallow edge where he sat and looked up at him, water dripping from my lashes. “You can use your phone if you want and just send them to me.”

“Uh, yeah! Sure!” Jonas pulled out his phone, his fingers trembling slightly. I tossed my hair back, tilted my head, pressed my tits together so they bulged even more dramatically from the fabric. My skin glistened.

“Does that look good, Jonas?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice a little hoarse. “You look really great with the sunset in the background.”

“Take one of me too,” Mira said. She climbed onto the edge, water running down her body like liquid gold. She bent slightly, arched her back, and stuck out her ass. Jonas swiveled toward her, the golden light catching the curve of her waist, the swell of her breast, the braid over her shoulder. She swayed her hips from side to side while Jonas took the pictures, her movements hypnotic and deliberately seductive.

Slut.

“Why don't you come back in and we'll take some together?”

“Sure, if you want.” His voice sounded strained.

Mira slid back into the water and waded over to me, wrapping her arms around my waist. Her skin felt warm and slippery against mine. I returned the gesture, placing my hands on her hips, holding her tight, pulling her close. Jonas raised his phone again. I heard the soft click of the camera.

“Wow,” Mira said, a bit theatrically, gently cupping my breasts from below and lifting them slightly. Her fingers were surprisingly warm. “Your tits look so full right now.”

“Mhm,” I said, leaning forward and pressing them into her fingers. Her eyes widened. A shiver ran down my spine. I raised my eyebrows as if to say, Yes, this time I'm not backing down. She grinned, but something hungrier flickered in her gaze.

“Feeling bold, huh?” she asked without breaking eye contact. Her thumbs stroked my skin. “Then how about some topless photos?”

“Oh, uh—” My breath caught.

“Relax. This is Europe. Nobody cares. And I'm sure Jonas would like it.”

Instinctively, before I even knew what I was doing, I turned my back to her and offered her the thin string of my bikini. My skin tingled with anticipation. Without a word, her fingertips found the knot, her touch gentle but firm, and moments later the strap loosened, the fabric shifted and slipped into the water.

My breasts bounced as they sprang free, the cool air grazing my exposed nipples, and as I turned to Mira, her lips parted. For the first time since we'd arrived on this vacation, there was no grin and no teasing. Her eyes traveled over my body with an intensity that made me shiver.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, rough with desire.

I stepped closer, letting the water carry the weight of my breasts, feeling them bob gently at the surface.

“Your turn.”

Before she could answer, I reached out and pulled the fabric from her shoulders. My fingers trembled slightly. The bikini was tight, and I had to use some force to loosen it. Her breasts sprang free, and her nipples hardened just like mine. To my surprise, her cheeks flushed briefly—a rare vulnerability in her features.

“Damn, Lena,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “You're really going for it.”

I smiled, feeling power flow through my veins. “So are you.”

“You haven't seen anything yet.”

Her hands came up to cup the sides of my breasts, pressing them together, her thumbs gliding over my areolas, then over my nipples. A shiver of pleasure shot through me like an electric shock as I watched them spring back under her touch, my best friend's hands all over my body. My knees went weak. For a moment I thought she would kiss me again, and I felt my eyelids flutter with a mixture of lust and nervousness. Instead, she called out across the water:

“Hey, Jonas! You should put down the phone and come over here to feel how heavy these are...”

“Mira!” I whispered, my voice choked with arousal and shock. “That's so indecent...”

Jonas hesitated, his knuckles white around his phone.

“Come on. She wants it. Don't you, Lena?”

I closed my eyes and nodded, my whole body trembling with anticipation and desire.


Chapter 10

What the hell. How could I let this happen? What had my desire pushed me into?

We lay naked on our backs, side by side on my narrow bed. The amber glow from the bedside lamp bathed our bare bodies in warmth, casting soft shadows over the curves of our hips and breasts. Our arms touched, skin against skin, and I felt electricity pulse through me from that simple contact. I closed my eyes, nausea washing over me at the thought of boundaries crossed beyond repair, while nervousness and desire made my skin tingle with excitement. The scent of Mira's perfume mingled with the salty musk of our arousal.

It had been Mira's idea, of course. It always was. I should have known I could never outdo her in boldness. All I could do was follow her lead and let myself be swept along, my body—not my rational thoughts—guiding me. My nipples were already hard, my thighs slick with anticipation of what was to come.

“He's here,” she whispered, her arm brushing mine as the door clicked open. Mira had told him to come in without knocking, and I held my breath, waiting for the moment he'd see what we were offering him. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure he could hear it.

“What the hell—”

His voice broke off mid-sentence, and though my eyes were closed, I heard him step back, half-turning as if to flee. I felt his gaze burning on my naked skin, a touch without contact.

“Wait,” Mira called out, her voice strained as she lifted her head toward him. “Jonas, stop.”

And now I looked too. He stood frozen in the doorway, eyes wide, one hand still on the door handle. His knuckles were white from gripping it. Mira said nothing more for a moment, simply letting him look at us, his gaze traveling up our legs, over our stomachs, to our breasts. I watched his pupils dilate, watched his breath catch.

“Jesus,” he muttered, shaking his head once.

“Close the door.”

His Adam's apple bobbed. His knuckles went even whiter on the handle. “I... what...”

“We want to help you get over your ex.”

“This is... this is crazy. I don't know if I can...”

His sentence trailed off, but I saw the bulge in his jeans that betrayed his words.

And yet he didn't leave.

He couldn't.

Not with both of us stretched out before him, offering our bodies. Mira's fingers brushed my wrist, deliberate and teasing, her body warm beside mine. The heat between my thighs was becoming unbearable.

“Jonas,” she said again, softer now. “Close the door and come here.”

His gaze slid over our bodies again—Mira's soft breasts rising and falling with each breath, the curve of her hip resting against mine, my naked chest, my spread legs, my face half-lit by the lamplight. I felt my pussy clench under his hungry gaze.

And finally, he turned and locked the door. The click of the lock echoed through the room like a promise.

“What... what should I do?” he asked finally, his voice cracking slightly.

“We'd like you to massage us. Isn't that right, Lena?”

I nodded, my body tingling, anticipation building, my thighs burning, my nipples rock hard. “Yes,” I breathed, barely louder than a whisper.

“I, uh... damn.” He laughed suddenly, a nervous, disbelieving sound. “Holy shit. Where do I start?”

Mira grinned, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“That's the fun part. You have to choose. The oil's over there.”

She closed her eyes, her words carrying a sense of finality, her body going still. I closed my eyes too, following her lead, wondering which of us he would touch first, my thighs parting slightly, instinctively. I heard him move closer and felt the weight shift at the edge of the bed. The oil bottle clicked, and then...

Warm palms. Cautious at first, hesitant, brushing over the front of my thighs, sliding upward. I gasped, but he didn't stop, his thumbs tracing the curve of my hips, spreading the warm oil over my skin. His touch was electric, sending shockwaves through my entire body.

Mira must have been furious that he'd chosen me first.

Jonas's touch traveled higher, to my lower belly, kneading slowly, thumbs on either side of my waist. The oil made his hands slick, letting them glide effortlessly over my skin. Then higher, to the lower curve of my breasts. He hesitated, the moment stretching out, and I felt his breath on my skin. Then he did it, let his oiled hands slide upward, over my breasts and nipples to my neck. I moaned, a deep, throaty sound escaping me.

“Mmm... that feels good...”

“Jonas? I'm feeling neglected over here...” Mira said, her voice teasing. “You should multitask.”

I felt one of his hands leave my body, and suddenly she moaned too. I lifted my head slightly to look at her. She was biting her lip as Jonas' hand explored her body, spreading the oil across her skin. But she wasn't looking at him—she was looking at me. Her hand slid up to her breast, cupping it lazily, her fingers playing with her nipple.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine.

My legs parted involuntarily, and Mira watched the movement, her cheeks flushed. Her hand traveled lower. Between her legs. I watched, fascinated and aroused, as her fingers slid over her swollen lips.

This was getting a little out of control...

And then Jonas' hand was back on my stomach, sliding upward, brushing the underside of my breasts. I arched my back, lifting them, letting them fall into his hands. His hands cupped me completely, lifting and squeezing, his fingers tensing slightly. The combination of warm oil and his firm touch made me shudder.

Mira closed her eyes, her fingers moving slowly and lightly over her clit. I could see how swollen she was from here, her pussy glistening with wetness, and I knew I wasn't the only one going crazy from the teasing. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. She was doing it right in front of us, breathing heavily, soft little sighs slipping out.

“Help her,” I said, nodding in her direction, my voice hoarse with desire.

He blinked. “What?”

“Look,” I whispered. “She needs you.”

He hesitated only another second before giving her his full attention, reaching for more oil and drizzling it directly onto her chest. She gasped and arched into the sensation, her nipples hard and dark. His hands slid over her collarbones, down over the full curves of her breasts. His fingers worked in slow, worshipful movements, circling her nipples, drawing soft sighs and shivers from her. I sat up slowly and watched her melt under his touch.

She looked incredible—skin gleaming with oil, lips parted, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“Let me help,” I said, running my hand over her inner thigh, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy. I leaned forward, pressing a kiss to her neck just below her ear, tasting the salt on her skin. “Let's give the little tease what she deserves...”

“Oh my god, please,” she said, her voice trembling with need.

I slid my hand between her thighs and met Jonas' fingers there. We touched her at the same time, his fingers brushing the lips of her pussy, mine circling higher over her clit. She was so wet, so hot, that I almost came just from feeling her arousal. She moaned and arched up, her breasts bouncing against his chest. And then I kissed her, harder than our little hotel room experiment, our tongues meeting again. Her hand came up to hold my wrist, keeping me there. Her breath shuddered against my ear, warm and helpless, and I felt her thighs trembling. Every inch of her body seemed hypersensitive, responding instantly to our touch.

“Lena...” she whispered, her eyes fluttering open for a moment. “Please don't stop.”

The way she reacted to both of us—the little sighs, the trembling breaths, the way her stomach tensed under his hands—made my thighs press together. My nipples brushed her upper arm, and even that slight touch sent shockwaves through my body. Mira turned her head toward me, cheeks flushed, lips parted.

“You look like you're about to...”

“Yes, I'm close...” she breathed, her hips moving rhythmically against our fingers.

Jonas swallowed hard, his own breathing heavy and ragged.

Mira's fingers found mine blindly, squeezing, guiding, holding on. Her legs opened wider and she pulled me into a deep, open kiss. I felt her tongue press against mine, tasted her arousal, and my brain shut off.

In that moment, she started to come.

The wave seemed to hit her all at once, starting deep inside and spreading upward, her breath catching, her body arching, her hips thrusting desperately against our fingers. Her whole body convulsed under our hands, arching, trembling, her pussy pulsing around Jonas' fingers. A loud, unrestrained cry tore from her throat before she sank back into the bed. Mira let out a shaky laugh and covered her face with her arm.

“That... was incredible...” she breathed, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

“I agree,” I said, my own voice hoarse with unfulfilled desire.

She looked up at me and smiled. It wasn't her usual smile. This one was different. Softer, more lustful, more satisfied—the same look I'd seen when she looked at Jonas in the club after she'd come on him, laced with a secret knowledge that only we shared now. In that single expression, I saw the entire landscape of our friendship redrawn, the familiar map of our platonic bond burned away and replaced with something new, exciting, and indecent. It took a few seconds before she turned to Jonas.

“Oh my god... Jonas? Is that because of us?”

He looked down to where her eyes had fallen, at the thick, throbbing bulge at the front of his shorts. The tip of his cock pressed visibly against the fabric, a wet spot already forming. For a moment he looked embarrassed, but the way Mira licked her lips seemed to reassure him.

“Damn,” she breathed, her eyes fixed on his hardness. “You should take it out for us.”


Chapter 11

“We’re having a little competition,” Mira announced, kneeling beside me and stretching languidly, both of us still naked. The scent of our bodies hung heavy in the room—sweat, arousal, the heat of our skin. Jonas’s cock, just freed from his shorts, twitched expectantly, the tip already wet. “Let’s find out who can suck him better.”

He blinked dazedly, pupils dilated. “Oh God...”

“Simple, Jonas. We take turns,” she explained, straightening up. Her breasts swayed with the movement, nipples hard and dark. “You watch. Then you just have to choose.”

“Choose?” he repeated, as if hearing the word for the first time. His voice cracked slightly.

“Yes,” she confirmed, her fingers traveling up his thigh, leaving glowing trails on his skin. “Who made you feel better. Who gave the best head. Agreed?”

“Agreed...” The word came out as a breath.

“Oh. And no coming. Not yet.”

“Damn.”

“I’ll start,” she said, brushing her hair back. The movement tensed her back muscles, made her shoulder blades stand out.

I leaned back on my heels and watched, becoming aware that I’d been tracing small circles on my clit while she spoke. The realization hit me like a blow—my fingers were wet, my pussy throbbing. Apparently I was a slut now too. Oops. But it felt so damn good.

Jonas swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing, as Mira lowered her mouth to his cock, her gaze locked firmly on his. She started slowly, dragging her tongue along the underside, from base to tip, licking his entire length with deliberate slowness. He groaned immediately, hands clawing at the sheets, knuckles white. I admired her technique—how she flattened her tongue, how she savored every inch—while the fire of competition rose in my chest. She circled the tip with her tongue, then kissed it wetly and obscenely, a soft smacking sound echoing through the silence, before sliding him inch by inch into her mouth.

Jonas groaned, deep and rough.

She took him deep, slowly, her cheeks hollowing, then pulled back, a wet strand connecting her lips to his head as she glanced sideways at me, expecting my reaction. The saliva glistened in the dim light. But the only answer I could give was an excited moan as I sank my index and middle fingers into myself. The heat enveloped them immediately.

She held eye contact with me as she did it again, taking him slowly deep, stretching out the pleasure, the sensation. Her throat worked around him. She knew she was being watched, and she loved it—I saw it in her eyes, in the way she writhed. I, on the other hand, wanted to feel that cock inside me. I wanted her on my face. I wanted to do every dirty, filthy thing she’d lead me to next. My fingers moved faster inside me.

Jonas cursed softly as the pleasure built, his hips jerking involuntarily.

With a wet gasp she released him and licked her lips, tasting him once more.

“Okay,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Your turn.”

I took my position, and now it was Mira’s turn to lean back on her heels, watching closely, arms crossed under her breasts, evaluating me. Her nipples had grown even harder.

I leaned forward slowly, deliberately. The bed gave under my weight. I wasn’t desperate. I wasn’t in a hurry. My hands slid up his thighs first, light, gentle caresses, feeling the muscle beneath the warm skin. I didn’t look at his body. I looked directly into his eyes. Held his gaze. Let the tension build. I would make him crave every inch of my mouth before I even kissed him.

Mira sucked in a sharp breath.

“Oh my God, you’re just going to torture him?”

I ignored her, holding eye contact with him, swaying slightly so my breasts moved with the motion. His eyes widened. I lowered myself until my lips hovered just inches from him, no contact, only my warm breath on his skin. His thighs tensed under my palms. “Lena...” he whispered, his voice thin and strained. “Please...”

I didn’t answer.

Instead, I kissed the inside of his thigh.

Just a breath. Feather-light and slow. His skin tasted salty.

Another kiss, higher. Even slower this time, lingering long enough for him to feel the shape of my mouth. Behind me I heard the wet sounds of Mira’s pussy, and I knew that despite her objections, she was enjoying this as much as I was. The rhythmic smacking of her fingers in her wetness.

I shifted my weight forward without breaking eye contact, sticking my ass out so it filled Mira’s view, while my mouth planted tiny, deliberate kisses up and down his cock, knowing she had no choice but to stare at my pussy. I wondered if she could see it contracting...

“Oh, she’s mean,” Mira said softly, her voice breathless. “She’s downright torturing you.”

I let my lips brush him again, barely perceptible, just enough to make him flinch and gasp. His whole body trembled with restraint, sweat beading on his forehead. I looked up at him again, slowly, deliberately running my tongue over my lower lip, my gaze still fixed on him. I took his cock in my hand—hot and hard and throbbing against my palm—and gave him a quick stroke.

“OhmyfuckingGodohfuck...”

I pulled back and shrugged, turning to Mira with a sweet smile. “Your turn again.”

Mira shoved me aside with a playful nudge and dove back onto him, more aggressive this time. Her hand twisted at the base while her mouth worked wildly above, slurping sounds echoing through the quiet room. Her eyes were half-closed, cheeks flushed, saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth. She looked like a porn star. Sloppy toppy, they call it, and she was giving it to him full force, arms behind her back, her head bouncing up and down on his shaft. I felt my own arousal rising as I watched.

When she pulled back breathless, lips glistening, I was already sliding between his legs again. The smell of sex was overwhelming. I looked directly into her eyes as I opened my mouth wide and took him in, my tongue moving in slow spirals. One hand gripped the base, the other massaged his balls, feeling them contract in my palm.

“Jesus,” he gasped. “You two are fucking insane. I can’t take much more of this.” His hips twitched. “I’m about to—”

Mira gently pulled me off him, her fingers in my hair. “Don’t you dare,” she said, looking up at him. “You’re not here for that. You’re here to be our toy, understand?”

He whimpered, a broken sound.

“It’s Lena’s turn, and you’re ruining it for her. Are you going to be a good boy for us or not?”

He closed his eyes and nodded, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

“Keep going, Lena,” she said, leaning back against the headboard and spreading her legs. Her pussy glistened. “You look so damn good with a cock in your mouth.”

I didn’t bother with finesse this time. I just took him in my mouth and sucked hard and fast, using my throat, saliva running down my chin, my hand pumping his base. Within seconds he was moaning again, thighs trembling. His hand clamped onto my head, and he tried to hold still, but I wouldn’t let him. Mira laughed and sat up again, but instead of pulling me off him, she leaned forward and kissed him, deep and slow, one hand on the back of my head while I kept sucking him. Her tongue explored his mouth. When I felt him swell in my mouth, I pulled back, held his cock still, stopped all friction and sensation, keeping him there in delicious, painful, desperate denial. Mira pulled back too.

“So...” she whispered in his ear. “Who wins?”

He couldn’t speak. He was trembling all over.

“Say it.”

He looked between us, dazed and broken. “Both. Both win. Please. I need to come.”

Mira sighed theatrically and joined me at his cock, both of us taking him in our mouths, Mira at the tip, me at the base, licking and sucking and spitting and stroking, our tongues intertwining, kissing each other like a few nights ago, but now with his cock between our lips. He tasted salty and hot. He cried out, and suddenly he was coming, hot and fast and messy. Mira caught the first burst on her tongue. I caught the next on my cheek, felt the heat. We kept sucking, even as he twitched and moaned and tried to pull back. We wouldn’t let him. Only when he collapsed completely, powerless and whimpering, did we lean back, our faces painted, our breasts dripping with it. The smell of him hung in the air. But we weren’t done yet...


Chapter 12

Our lips found each other quickly again, slick with his cum, messy and slippery and desperate, my hands exploring her breasts, her hips, her thighs, her ass. The warmth of her skin beneath my palms burned itself into my memory, every curve and muscle a new territory I was finally allowed to explore. Without thinking, I pulled her on top of me, thoughts of our friendship and what this meant long since silenced, secure in the knowledge that my mind had shut down and pure desire had taken control.

Mira’s mouth was hot and wild, the taste of his cum mixed with her saliva as she kissed me so intensely my head sank into the pillow. Her body pressed against mine with greedy weight, her naked breasts flattening against my chest, nipples grazing my skin, slipping and catching with every small movement of her hips. Her skin was damp with sweat, slippery and warm, and I could feel her heartbeat against mine, fast and irregular.

She rolled her hips against me without hesitation, her pussy sliding wet over my mound, making us both gasp softly into each other’s mouths. It was obvious she needed me beneath her, grinding slowly at first, then harder, letting the pressure align perfectly with the throbbing ache between my legs. I felt my own wetness mixing with hers, a slippery heat that made us both slicker.

I grabbed her ass with both hands, full handfuls of soft flesh and taut muscle, finally getting my hands on what I’d watched her tease men with for years, gently spreading her cheeks, pulling her closer with another small moan. Her ass tensed beneath my palms as she moved against me, and she let out a deep sound of approval, her lips breaking from mine just long enough to catch her breath before she kissed me again, this time deeper, wetter, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she moaned into me.

“You’re fucking soaked,” she whispered, her voice rough, her breath warm on my lip. “I can feel it.” Her fingers slid down between us, brushing over my pussy lips, gathering my wetness.

“I know,” I breathed, and she smiled against my mouth, shifted her weight slightly, lifted one leg, pushing her thigh higher and higher until it fit perfectly between mine. The firm muscle pressed directly against my clit. I cried out softly.

Mira’s hands pressed my wrists to the mattress for a moment, her hair falling like a curtain around me. My legs tensed immediately, grinding down, pulling myself along her thigh in long, desperate strokes. I rolled my hips again and again, gasping, my breasts bouncing gently with each movement, and Mira watched me with parted lips, her eyes dark and fixed on my face. The friction was perfect, rough and slippery at once.

“Fuck, Lena… you look like you’re losing your mind.”

“I am,” I gasped, now reaching for her hips. “Don’t stop.” My fingernails dug into her skin, leaving small red crescents.

“I’m not stopping,” she said, kissing my jaw, my neck, my collarbone, leaving a wet trail on my skin. My clit throbbed wildly, and I wrapped my legs tighter around her thigh and moved faster, riding her now, shameless. She kissed down between my breasts, her tongue circling the underside of one before she closed her lips around my nipple. The sudden suction made me gasp, my hands tangling in her hair as she sucked harder, teeth grazing just enough to make my hips jerk.

But she wasn’t done yet.

She slid further down my body, slow and deliberate, kissing my stomach, my hip, the inside of my thigh. Her hands held my legs open with gentle but irresistible insistence. I trembled, overstimulated and aching, but when her breath hit my pussy, my back arched again. The warm air on my wet skin made me shudder.

“I bet you taste so fucking good,” she murmured, her lips only inches from me.

And then her mouth was on me.

Her lips closed around my clit, warm and soft, and her tongue drew a slow line over my entire length. I choked on a sound, my hips jerking reflexively away, but her arms slid under my thighs, holding me open as she pulled me back onto her mouth. The first contact of her tongue was like an electric shock running through my entire body.

“Mira… I can’t… it’s too much…”

“Yes, you can,” she said, her voice wet against me. “You will.” Her words vibrated against my most sensitive spot.

She sucked gently, then harder, her mouth moving in slow, firm rhythms that made my whole body twitch. Her tongue circled my clit, teasing, flicking, the suction perfectly controlled, relentless. Every stroke of her tongue was precise, targeted, as if she knew my body better than I did myself.

My hands flew to her hair without thinking, fingers tangling, pulling her closer, needing more. Behind her, I heard faint movement.

Jonas.

He was sitting upright again, his chest flushed, his cock already hard again as he watched what Mira was doing to me. His hand slid down, gripping himself slowly, stroking. His eyes were fixed on us, dark with desire. Mira noticed his gaze.

“She likes it when you watch her…” Her words were a challenge, an invitation.

I had no time to protest. She buried her face in me, licking and sucking with a new kind of focus, her fingers sliding into me without warning—two, long, deeply curved—and pressing upward in perfect rhythm with her tongue. My entire upper body lifted off the bed, my thighs clenching helplessly around her head. The fullness was perfect, her fingers immediately finding the spot that made me scream.

“Mira… I… oh God… I…” My voice broke, became a helpless whimper.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her lips against my clit.

That was enough to push me over the edge. My body convulsed, knees slamming together, toes curling, fingers gripping her hair so tightly I was probably hurting her. I cried out again and again, trembling so violently that my heels lifted off the bed, my pussy pulsing in long, helpless contractions around her fingers. Mira held on through all of it, letting me shake against her mouth as my pussy clenched and released. Waves of pleasure rolled through me, one after another, until I thought I would pass out.

When I finally sank back onto the mattress, still trembling and undone, she slowly withdrew her fingers and kissed the inside of my thigh. Then she crawled slowly and deliberately up my body, her face wet, her mouth glistening with me, and kissed me, letting me taste myself on her lips. The flavor was salty and sweet at the same time, foreign and familiar.

“My turn,” she whispered, a devilish smile spreading across her lips. “You’re going to make me come next. And he’s going to watch.” Her eyes flashed with challenge as she glanced over at Jonas, who was watching us both with hungry eyes.

To be continued…
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