
        
            
                
            
        

    
LESBIAN EROTICA




7 Pulse-Pounding Stories Collection

FF, FFF, Age-Gap, First-Time, Anal, BDSM...







Pam Rousey

[image: ]


A note for returning readers

This is a bundle of seven previously published stories. If you have already purchased my work, you may already own these.


This collection contains explicit erotic content, including lesbian sex, anal play, BDSM themes, and more. Intended for adult readers only.


All characters and events in the stories are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are over the age of 18.

(C) Copyright 2025 Pam Rousey. All Rights Reserved.



Contents

UNDER HER VENOMOUS LIPS

LESBIAN THREESOME ON A PRIVATE JET

STRAIGHT TO LESBIAN: SEDUCING A HOT NURSE

INCOMPETENT APPRENTICE

CLAIMED BY MY LESBIAN YOGA INSTRUCTOR

LESBIAN THREESOME AT A RAVE PARTY

DIRTY LESBIAN VACATION


UNDER HER VENOMOUS LIPS




















Pushing the door open, I step inside, the warmth wrapping around me like a long-lost friend. I’m glad I escaped the dark, chilly shadows of this menacing city—nothing alive here, just thousands of lights that seem to have no purpose other than to add to the pollution. Can’t wait to leave this fucking jungle.

The aroma of coffee in the air mixes with something sweet, making my stomach growl. But this isn’t the time for distractions. I need to do my job and get out as quickly as possible.

I scan the room and spot her—Lexi. Damn, her razor-sharp lips hit me instantly. She’s leaning against the bar, exuding a confidence that draws attention without even trying. Rich, brown hair frames her face, and the way she carries herself suggests she’s used to getting what she wants. A vivid red sweater squeezes her breasts, putting them on display like they’re on sale.

Nah, who am I kidding... If I had those, I’d probably be showing them off just like she is.

I approach cautiously, but she spots me immediately and gives me a cold look. I’ve heard she’s a bitch, but somehow I feel like I would’ve figured that out even without the warning.

She looks away and speaks into her straw. “You don’t look like a typical messenger.”

“Yeah? What do you know about messengers?” I shoot back, trying to sound unbothered.

“They’re usually fresh in the game, but still… not complete beginners,” she replies, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

There we go, the bitch is out immediately.

“What makes you think I’m a beginner?”

“Please, Rina. I’ve been in this business long enough.”

Rina? How does she know my real name?

“So, you’re a psychic or something?” I say casually, ready to fight back. “You already know everything about me? Do you have some kind of superpower running in your… D—N—A?”

Her face shifts immediately. “What do you know about DNA?”

“Nothing…” I smirk, my eyes turning to the ceiling. “Except that it’s a word that catches your attention.”

Her energy turns more serious, though she tries to hide it. With a tilt of her head, she gestures to a table in the corner. “Alright, pretty face, let’s sit.”

I follow her to the table, noticing her ass has the same attitude as her character—it jumps at people. Why do the biggest bitches get to be born in the hottest bodies? It’s just not fair.

We sit down, the low lighting casting shadows that seem to creep closer. I hate shadows.

“So, what are you actually bringing tonight?” Lexi’s eyes glint with seriousness, like we’re starting over. There’s something about her lips that keeps pulling my focus.

“Just a little secret,” I smile, hoping our rough start is turning into something more enjoyable. A part of me wishes I could get along with her. She’s sharp, decisive, and yeah, sexy as hell.

“Yeah? What kind of secret? Tell me everything, sweetie.” Her smile makes my heart stop. There’s a beauty in her face that I didn’t notice before. I have a theory about people like her, who hide their beauty behind a serious look—trauma. A lot of it.

“Come on,” I lean on the table, “we both know I’d be a fool to discuss it in a…” I glance around, “public place like this.”

I notice the tension building in her eyes. She’s studying me, and I can tell she’s wondering just how much I know.

She leans in too, as if showing me she’s not afraid to get closer, piercing me with her gaze. “How do you know about the DNA?” Her voice is more serious now, and the sudden shift sends a cold shiver through me. She can be scary too, I can see it.

I pause for a second, letting the silence drag out before responding. “Maybe I’m more than just a messenger.”

Her eyes narrow. “Quit joking. The confidential stuff leaked, and I’m going to cut heads for that. I want to know whose head it is.”

I sit back, raising an eyebrow. “Relax. Nothing has leaked. I’m the one who wrote the code.”

She freezes for a moment, clearly taken aback.

“You?” she breathes out, her voice faltering for a moment, disbelief wrinkling her face.

I can’t help but smirk. “Oh, sorry if I don’t exactly match your expectations—visually,” I reply, enjoying the look on her face.

She sits still, her eyes locked onto mine. “You exceed my expectations. Visually.”

Seriously? This is where this is headed? I can take a compliment, but this feels like something even more. I can’t figure her out—is she serious or just toying with me?

“Look,” I jump in before she says anything, “I’m not here to play. I just want to do my part of the job and disappear.”

“You’ll leave when I say so.”

“Excuse me?”

“Well, it looks like it’s for me to decide what you do.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. You’re telling me you’re the one I hired. So it’s me calling the shots, right?”

“To some degree…”

“Yes, to a very extended degree.”

Wow. I grin at her little tough act. It’s obvious I’m not going to win this one—she’s a pro. And I don’t even care. Let her have her fun. I can tell this bitch has a mountain of rage buried beneath her cold heart. And that’s her problem, not mine.

She crosses her arms, giving me a look like I’m nothing but trash. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you?”

What the hell?

My blood starts to boil.

She raises an eyebrow, her stare making me feel smaller than I’ve ever felt. “Okay, so you know what’s on the drive. So what? You think that’s enough to blackmail me?”

With the last shred of my self-control, I reply, “Can’t we keep this professional? I’m just here to hand you the thing, then I’m gone.”

“You’ll be gone when I say so!” she explodes. Thank goodness the noise in the bar is loud enough to keep the other tables from noticing. “And you’re not going anywhere until your sexy mouth spills the truth.”

“Quit hitting on me, you’re not my type,” I say jokingly, just to let her know I’m not intimidated.

I’m still not sure if she’s really angry or if this is all just an act to throw me off balance.

“I am your type if I say so, little hacker girl.” She makes air quotes when she says “hacker.”

“Fuck you!” I say coldly. That’s enough. “You want the truth?”

“Spit it out before it’s too late. And you better keep it quiet.”

“Okay. Here’s the truth.” I lean in, hissing right into her face. “Your DNA database is more than just that, isn’t it? There’s a reason you keep it buried underground, on deep web servers. The clients in there have a lot to lose. Some big names in town, huh? The data’s structured in a way that gives you leverage. I’d bet my life you’re aiming to blackmail them. It was easy to connect the dots because you made zero effort to cover it up. The clients are anonymous, sure, but I tracked them in a single day—think about that. It’s a sloppy job, as sloppy as your professionalism. Not even my improved encryption system will save you from getting caught.”

I lean back, unbothered. “But... that’s your problem, not mine. I did my job, got your Bitcoin, and now I just need to hand you the drive and forget any of this ever happened.”

Silence.

Oh, she believes me now, that bitch—her blank expression says it all.

She sits still, her eyes narrowing as the reality of my words sinks in. Slowly, her face morphs into an expression I can’t quite name. For the first time, I see her acknowledge that she might not be the only one with a brain here.

“Wow,” she says, her mind clearly scrambling for a plan B. “I guess I owe you an apology, then.”

“It’s okay.” A smile escapes my lips, not because I feel like I’ve won an argument, but because I feel this strange need to... be seen positively in her eyes. God knows why.

She almost smiles back, but she doesn’t. Yet my tongue still longs to taste those kissable lips. What’s going on? Now that she’s turned sweet, why is my heart racing all of a sudden?

“So you’re the one sitting in the dark in front of two screens, coding up my secret project at 2 a.m.?” she asks, almost like she’s genuinely interested.

“That’s a pretty accurate depiction of me, yes.”

“Right. Is it a difficult job?” Her question sounds sincere, but it still feels like a trap.

I try to keep my answer brief. For my own good. “Yeah, it’s tough.”

“Tough?” Her voice is sweet, which is just another signal that something’s off.

"Yeah." I can't help but spill a little more. "It's just so intriguing, honestly. Sometimes, it’s tough to get any sleep between sessions." Shit, talking about my work always gets me going. I feel like I’m telling her too much about myself already.

“Intriguing, huh? Is that so?” she says, her voice even sweeter, but her eyes darken. “You’re a smart one. Probably smart enough to know that curiosity... kills the cat.”

Did she just lick her upper lip?

“It’s... not that kind of curiosity,” I mutter, desperately trying to look away from her lips. “I don’t give a damn what the project is about. I just love solving technical problems. The impossible ones. That’s my specialty.”

She leans back in the booth, looking almost amused now, as if she’s savoring the moment. “Tell me, Rina, what happens when someone like you steps over the line in a deal like this? You think it’s all just code and games?”

“I’m not crossing any lines here.”

“You’re not? You sure like to talk. A lot.”

“Talk?!” I snap. “I wouldn’t even be saying a damn word if you hadn’t started pushing me.”

“Exactly.”

“Exactly what?”

“You shouldn’t say a word—even if you’re being pushed.”

I freeze.

Fuck. I didn’t see that coming.

“So quit acting like you’re anything more than a low-budget hacker wasting my time.”

Seriously?!

I’m shocked. I’m perplexed. I’m completely flabbergasted.

Fuck. Her.

Her mouth is poisonous, but that smug grin of satisfaction takes the edge off her words. Her whole persona is a fucking paradox, and maybe that’s what still keeps me at the table. She’s unbearable, no doubt, but damn, she does it with style. I’m not scared of her—I just like solving problems. The impossible ones. Like her.

After a long pause, I give up. "You just never quit, do you?" My voice is low and calm. I’m determined—she’s not getting another emotional reaction from me. Ever.

She smiles. Damn. That smile!

I’m not even angry. It’s clear this is all a sport for her. I’m not playing this game anymore. I’ll just sit it out until she finally decides to end this meeting.

I lean back, cross my arms, and start staring into her eyes. But that’s a mistake because her eyes make me feel something. Something electric. Not that I’d let her see it.

Seconds go by, and she says nothing. She must have sensed a moment of weakness in my look because her sharp lips twist into a smirk.

“Just as I thought. Speechless.”

“Not working,” I reply, completely detached.

She smiles. “That’s better.”

“Oh, did you just teach me a lesson?”

She pauses, her eyes briefly revealing satisfaction before she catches herself.

“Are you handing me the envelope or what?”

“Ha, now you’re the impatient one? Please.”

“Oh, should I order you a coffee first so you can finish your job?”

“You’re right, we should wrap this up ASAP,” I say, reaching into my bag.

“You’re kidding, right?” she stops me with her piercing voice.

“You’re taking it out here?” She looks around, mocking me. “In a public place like this?”

I exhale, closing my eyes. My hand freezes in the bag. I’ll just wait for her to have the last word.

“Alright, Miss Rude Messenger Girl. Let’s get some privacy. Meet me in the restroom.”

My heart races. “You’re serious?”

She stands up, her demeanor suddenly all business. She must have some kind of behavior disorder, I swear to God. “Go ahead. I’ll follow you in a minute.”

I nod, gathering my composure as I get up from the table. The idea of meeting in the restroom with someone like her feels reckless. Still, my sixth sense sends a rush through my spine, but it has nothing to do with danger.

I make my way toward the restroom, checking that my knife is still in place. You never know with people like this.

Once inside, I glance around, making sure no one else is here. The walls are adorned with chaotic art, doing justice to the city’s dark, shitty spirit. I lean against the sink, waiting for Lexi to show up.

When she enters, the lock clicks behind her, and the tension escalates. I don’t feel any safer with the door locked. If anything, I feel more vulnerable.

“So, where’s the secret you brought me?” she asks, arms crossed again, her sharp gaze sliding over my body and stopping at the bag.

I pull out the envelope and hand it to her. She grabs it, her long, thin fingers brushing over mine. She did that on purpose.

“How do I know the files are on the disk?” she asks as she finds the drive in the envelope, along with the papers.

“You’ll need to trust me.”

“Trust is a tricky thing, Rina. Especially with people I barely know.”

She steps closer, her gaze intense. Something deep within me likes that she just said my name.

“Then maybe we shouldn’t be doing this,” I retort confidently, though I feel the walls closing in around us.

“Maybe,” she replies, a sly smile creeping onto her face. “But I’m curious now. You have my attention.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Now that I’ve handed you the envelope… what do I need your attention for?” The weight on my chest grows tenfold.

“Tell me something interesting about yourself,” she challenges, like she has something specific in mind.

“You’d like to talk about me now? In the restroom?” What’s the deal with this woman? I need to get out… now.

“Whether you like it or not, I need to know more about you,” she says slowly, eyeing me like I’m a suspicious object.

“Why?” I reply with a question to buy some time, my eyes scanning the room for an escape.

“It’s my job to look for details,” she replies, taking a step closer, her voice low and tempting. “Details are where the truth lies.”

This woman just can’t stop messing with my head. I don’t understand a single word she says, but I can feel the heat rising between us. This thing is becoming sexual in the weirdest possible way, and to be honest—I have no idea what to do with it.

"Fine. I used to do graffiti on the streets, just like these," I gesture toward the image on the wall, hoping her gaze will let me off the hook for just a second. "Messing with paint... it’s where I find my inspiration."

"Nice," she replies, the sharp "s" hissing like a snake, studying me intently, unfazed by my attempt at distraction. "I can see the artist in you," she adds, her gaze locking with mine, her lips pulling all the attention my brain can spare.

Her index finger touches my left hand and slides through.

“We’ve made great progress,” she says. “Do you want to hear something about me now?” She drops the envelope on the sink.

I don’t answer. My voice would tremble, and I’m not giving her the satisfaction.

“I love ssssecrets. Do you have more for me?” she asks tenderly, closing the distance between us. I can smell her now and have absolutely no idea what to think of it. My heart is racing, I can’t tell whether I’m scared or... aroused.

“I kind of… like secrets too,” I say, feeling obliged to respond, my eyes surrendering as they look down at her approaching breasts.

“I knew we had something in common,” she exhales, her breath washing over my face. Her breasts make contact with mine as I lift my gaze, only to have her lips crash into mine.

It’s not even a kiss—she just bumps into me and backs off. But I feel everything. It’s like she transferred something onto me, enchanting me with her aura. Her scent makes my head spin.

Her lips tremble as she bumps into me again. This time, I feel her tongue for a split second. It hooks my upper lip, just barely. She does it roughly, her lipstick already smudged.

I don’t respond. I have no idea what this crazy woman is up to. Does she really want me? Or is she planning to use my vulnerability if I play along?

Her eyes are fixed on my lips, and I see her chest rise and fall, like she’s breathing for two. Oh, she’s excited, no doubt about that.

She crashes into me again, this time, there’s no pulling back. I let her fragrant, sexy lips linger on mine for a moment before I pull away. After the way she treated me, she can’t have me that easily.

“Hard to get,” she says, leaning into me. “I love that.” Her fragrant words swipe over my face as she grabs my waist and pulls me closer. Her wet mouth storms over my lips again, leaving my weak defense no chance to respond.

Her kiss is intoxicating, her desire convincing, and I respond instinctively—first biting her intruding tongue as if I’m fighting back, but I soon surrender and let her explore my mouth with all her lethal passion.

My hands blindly find their way to her waist, pulling her closer. I don’t care now. I’ll make love to this sexy woman, even if she’s crazy. Even if she discards me the very next moment. As she surely will.

I find myself melting from the wetness of her mouth as she shows no intent of retreat. She is kissing me like a lover, not a stranger, and my instincts begin to trust her. To some degree. I trust her just enough to let myself get aroused.

Her hands are strong in the most beautiful feminine way, and I absolutely love it when they slide down to my ass and squeeze firmly. I let her take control, just because she’s such an intimate kisser. And because she smells so intoxicatingly sweet.

Her mouth slides over my face, drifting lower to bite my neck. I close my eyes, hearing my breath come out in heavy gasps. My left hand grips her waist like I want to crush her, while my right hand moves on its own, seeking the heat between her legs.

“You’re bold, Rina,” Lexi breathes against my ear, her voice teasing. “Do you always grab your clients by the pussy like this?”

I intensify my grip. “Only the ones who think they can push me around,” I reply, smirking with desperate surrender.

My arousal explodes as I feel her hot flesh through her jeans, holding this hot woman’s crotch while locked in her gaze.

She pushes herself away and takes a step back. She grabs her belt, unbuckles it, and starts undressing her jeans while keeping her greedy eyes on me.

“You’re not as tough as you pretend to be,” I say, betting everything I’ve got on this bold statement. I could undress too, but I won’t. If she wants me naked, she’ll have to rip these clothes off me herself.

“Oh, really?” she tosses her pants onto the sink, thankfully taking my tease without being triggered. “Then why are you the one getting all worked up? You sure seem affected.”

She’s bluffing, but I won’t call her. I’ll let her be the boss, so she comes closer again. I love her blood-red panties, but I hate how desperate they make me feel.

“Don’t flatter yourself too much,” I shoot back unconvincingly, my body trembling as her naked legs start moving into my physical proximity.

The way her thighs shake with each step...

Those pronounced red panties will give me a heart attack if they come any closer. I find the strength to lift my gaze to her face. “You think you can get under my skin just because you’re hot?”

“Hot?” she echoes as her scent envelops me again. “I prefer dangerous,” she exclaims as she kicks the toilet cover down with her leg and pushes me to sit down. “But I’ll take hot for now. Just because you said it.”

I helplessly collapse on the seat as she lifts her leg and rests it beside me. She greets me with a close-up of her panties, exposing her bold, imposing pussy right before my face, making it impossible to look anywhere else.

“I have a very demanding little kitty,” she says, pulling her panties aside. Her hypnotic snatch jumps at me in all its glory, her strong fragrance impossible to ignore.

“But you’re a fighter, you can take it,” she says, not knowing how heavily my heart responds to her words. Did she just say something positive about me?

I look her in the eyes as my hand takes no hesitation before grabbing her warm inner thigh. I would grab her hot, fleshy center immediately, but I still somehow try not to show how much I want her.

“So this is your tactic,” I say, my hand nearing her heated folds, “first you diss me, and then you lure me into anything you want with your wicked charm.”

She throws herself into my lap, burying my hand in her heavy, burning flesh. She slides her fingers into my hair at the back of my head. Her lips tremble against my face, like she wants to punish me, but I can feel it’s all just her beastly lust. This sex bomb is full of uncontrolled passion, and I’m eager to see how that translates into lovemaking.

“What, you’re a psychiatrist now?” she taunts, intensifying her grip, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. If only she knew I have a thing for that.

Her lips hiss into my face. “You really think you can toy with me?”

I moan softly as her strong hand pulls my hair back. Now I suddenly wish my pants were already off. Nothing turns me on more than a good, solid pull of my hair. And this woman seems to understand that. She holds me and teases me with her venomous mouth.

“Give me some of that,” I breathe out, not caring anymore about who wins. I just want her poison to spill over my face while she pulls my hair this offensively.

“You’d like me to spit on you,” she says calmly, knowing she has me begging now. I can feel her horny pussy rubbing slowly against my hand, her slickness smearing over my fingers.

“You’ll need to ask for it. Politely.”

“You’re a bitch,” I fight back, but she only pulls my hair harder. I moan with pleasure, as all I can focus on now is her fragrant mouth, watering more and more just for me.

“You’re damn right,” she says, brushing her tongue lightly over my lips, leaving me with nothing more. “That’s why you’ll need to say please.”

"I want your taste!"

"Please!" she orders, as if I’m her little student.

Her breath invades my senses, making me forget my name for a second. I don’t care. I want her saliva more than anything in the world.

“Please,” I moan, my throat bent, unable to swallow.

"Good girl," she murmurs, as her abundant wetness begins to drip into my mouth. It's thick, viscous, and painfully delicious. I feel my mouth fill with her sharp taste—a flavor I could never get enough of.

She presses her lips onto mine again, delving into me with all the passion she possesses. Her grip at the back of my head tightens as she shoves me into her lips, making the kiss almost painful.

I don’t remember being this aroused at any point in my life. This crazy bitch is pushing my buttons like I’m nothing more than a simple device with instructions.

My hand is already drenched from her slickness as I collect myself enough to start using my fingers. Two of them slip effortlessly into her, starting to give her treatment she won’t ever forget.

She closes her eyes, her sexy lips dancing before my eyes as she intensifies her rubbing against me. She starts moaning, sounds that have nothing in common with the toxic authority from the beginning of our meeting. Now, she’s more like a surrendered woman, forgetting her game, impaling my fingers as if nothing else matters.

I grab her waist even more so she doesn’t slide back, as I am sure we only have one chance to take this all the way. I need to send her to heaven right away before she suddenly changes her mind. And I don’t want that. I need to see what her lips look like when she comes.

“Oh my God,” she exhales, now using the grip of my hair for balance as she continues to ride in my lap.

“Is this the secret you were looking for?” I ask as her eyes open, looking at me with a new kind of desperate want I could never expect to see from such a broken character. She’s looking at me like she loves me, this crazy bitch.

“Oh, you fuck me so perfectly,” she says very slowly, her eyes watering, with no signs of power play in her voice. Her butt keeps making louder and louder clapping sounds against my lap.

“I like fucking dangerous women,” I hiss at her lips as my fingers push at her inner walls to pleasure her as much as I possibly can.

She starts laughing, causing my heart to melt at the sight of her smile.

“You should smile more,” I tell her, my desire peaking, my feminine side not letting me hold any grudges against what I know about her—at least not right now.

She leans against me and collapses into my lap, surrendering into my hug. I can sense the faint trace of her sweat now—and yes, she does smell dangerous. Her soft, fluffy sweater is drenched with her scent, and it drives my senses into overdrive.

She’s clearly closer to the edge, and as I read her like an open book, her pelvic moves against my hand become faster and shorter.

Now, with her leaning forward, my hand has more access, and I know exactly how to seal the deal with this self-proclaimed alpha woman. Over the slick deliciousness, my third finger finds its way to her second play area.

Her damp asshole is framed by a protruding rosebud as if begging for a visit, and her deep moan just confirms that. I don’t bother with an overture, as there is no time for that—I feel she’s already nearing her climax, but more importantly, she doesn’t even deserve any kind of softness. So I slide my finger into her ass in a single movement, not caring a damn bit about what she might think about it.

“Arrrggh!” she cries into my ear, her teeth out all of a sudden, her ear bite telling me she can take it. Her riding instantly becomes even faster, and there’s nothing I can do but wait while this hot, fragrant woman keeps jumping on me until she’s done.

“I knew it… Oh, oh, oh!” she cries, her body beginning to shake. “You’re a dirty, dirty hacker girl,” she moans, each of her thrusts hitting my hand with perfect precision.

“You didn’t know shit about me!” I grind, thirsty for her wet words against my face. Now that she accepted my third finger so effortlessly, I find her even just a little bit more attractive. The angle of her thrusting is perfect, my hand feeling how tight she is, every movement making her body grip my fingers, pulling me deeper.

“I knew instantly... that you were a dirty girl!” she whines into my face, and I swear I’m about to come just hearing this tough woman surrender to me so helplessly.

Her rhythm increases with each move until her wet, dripping crotch is almost twerking against my hand. If I had a third arm, I’d grab her delicious breasts. Even through the sweater, my dream would come true.

“I would fuck you with something bigger,” I say as lust drips from my lips. I know such words are going to push this dirty woman over the edge, and that’s exactly what happens.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she yells loudly, her heavy ass pressing against my hand violently, so much so that I’m scared she might get hurt. But she clearly doesn’t care—she just keeps going, banging against me with every move.

“Yes, that’s it, come for me, come over my hand,” I hear myself say as I grab her from behind and push her head onto my lips, forcing her to take my horny kiss even if she can’t. She starts shaking as if possessed, losing control over her erratic movements. Her mouth is unable to return a kiss, she just stays pressed against my face, moaning and clenching her inner muscles around my fingers with a strong grip.

“Arghhh!!” Her scream is loud, the strongest part of her climax evidently coursing through her body.

“Fuck me, angry messenger girl!” she says somewhat indistinctly, her body pumping into my lap with all the passion she owns.

Angry? Is that what gets her off?

I selfishly stick my tongue out and push it through her teeth, just to stay as connected to this moaning bitch as possible.

“Ah, yeah! Oh, fuck yeah! Ah, fuck, fuuuuuck!” she cries now, literally, as her sexy lips erupt with breaths of devastation over me.

“Show me those sexy lips,” I tell her, “this is exactly what I wanted to see!”

My hand is getting tired, but I’m confident I’ll give this rude lady a ride back home. Now she’s not jumping on me anymore, just rubbing in circles, as if hoping the sweet sensations would never go away. I keep my fingers up and straight, since I can feel she’s still making damn good use of them.

“Oh, dear lord,” she exhales, “you little bitch…” Her sweat is soaked with a sense of never-ending want.

Now that she’s coming back, I anticipate some kind of insult that would camouflage her exposed vulnerability. But no, she says with heavy breaths, “You fucked me so good. I was in love with you for a brief moment.”

I am speechless, still having this hot stranger in my lap, noticing that while her climax blends back with reality, her eye contact doesn’t want to be as direct as it was just seconds ago.

“The pleasure was all mine,” I say, hoping with all my heart that she won’t betray my trust right away. I try to kiss her, but she’s not as interested anymore. So, I land on the side of her lips, knowing this might be the last time I smell her face.

She looks me in the eyes, her beauty shining through her relaxed face. “We can be friends,” she says while she slowly detaches from my fingers still coated in her wet warmth.

Oh, what a pussy she has! My hand screams from sudden loneliness. I could easily explore her more. Way more.

“I choose my friends carefully,” I respond coldly, fully aware that I can't expect anything in return from her. Which doesn’t matter much, since my trust in her is fading again. Could she remove my pants and press her lips against me? I don’t see that happening. She’s just not that kind of person, and that saddens me a little. My heart is pounding for this messed-up person. What’s wrong with me?

“You are ruthless,” she says as she starts pulling up her pants. “I dig ruthless,” she almost smiles, having trouble with balance. “Especially if you bring me secrets.”

“Do all your friends need to end up in a restroom with you?” I ask with an unfriendly tone, as frustration tries to creep into my mind. Part of me still secretly hopes she will come back and return the favor.

"You always fight fire with fire, don’t you? Eye for an eye," she says, her words cutting deep as she untangles her jeans. It’s true, what she said. I'm a fighter. But right now, I want love, not a fight.

“We all have our weaknesses,” I reply, my mouth still watering as I watch her sexy ass slip into her pants. I can’t believe I had my fingers in her. When did that end?

She doesn’t even glance at me as she checks herself in the mirror and buckles her belt. “If the files check out, I might order more.”

I’m not disappointed, since I knew from the beginning who I’m dealing with. This woman has no emotional intelligence, and screw it, I don’t even care. I’d gladly fuck her again. Anytime.

She unlocks the door and almost leaves without the envelope. She suddenly turns, grabs it, and doesn’t even spare me a look as she disappears with wobbling steps through the door.

I can’t help but smile at her confusion. I know I worked her well, that crazy bitch. It’s just that she left me feeling empty, and if I’m being honest with myself—I hate it.

Didn’t it mean something to her at least? I’m not asking for oral pleasure, just a short little look in the eye would do all the magic. But no. She discarded me like I was nothing. Just like I knew she would.

Fuck her, this time for real.

I stand up and turn on the water. My heart is tearing apart as I see her taste wash off my fingers. But at the same time, I just want to erase everything about her. I would even hit a delete key on every memory of her, if I could.

It’s completely on me. I knew I’d get burned. But still, I hate her and miss her at the same time.

I leave the café, determined not to look for her, yet my eyes can’t help but search. As I rush to the door, she’s nowhere to be seen—which is good, though it breaks my heart. What was I even thinking? Getting involved with a client like that? I just never learn, do I?

I enter the dark coldness of the city, and the emptiness around me only adds to the weight pressing against my chest. I feel the tension building, the dragon inside me waking up.

It’s been a quiet era in my life, and I’ve cherished the peace. For a while, I even thought I had moved past the worst of it. But now, with this unbearably empty feeling creeping in, searing my soul from the inside out, I know exactly where it’s heading. Back into the deep, dark, bottomless hole.

I need to feed the dragon before it rages. I need to numb my senses before my body betrays me, and I lose control completely.

I know, all too well, the street where everything I need is waiting.







♥♥♥





LESBIAN THREESOME ON A PRIVATE JET


CHAPTER 1

The private jet’s cabin smells like leather and money, a world I don’t belong in. Yet. I’m sprawled on a cream plush seat, still in my cheap blazer and jeans, snapping pics with my phone.

My thumbs fly, texting Jess: WTF, I’m on a MILLIONAIRE’S JET to France. Event’s saved. Pinch me.

I hit send, grinning like an idiot. Three hours ago, I was screwed—my flight grounded, my shot at this startup pitch gone. Then some airport suit waved me over, said a private plane had space. Twenty minutes later, here I am, sipping Dom Pérignon I didn’t pay for, waiting alone in this luxurious plane. Surreal as hell.

The cabin’s quiet, just the hum of idle engines and light jazzy music in the background. I lean back, snapping another shot—my sneakers on the seat’s edge, scuffed against the luxury.

Jess pings back: Private jet? Who? Spill!

I smirk, typing: Dunno who yet, but I owe them my life.

The jet’s tiny—six seats, a sleek bar, a curtained nook at the back. No crew yet, just me and this insane luck. I sip the champagne, bubbles sharp on my tongue, and wonder who’s footing this. Some exec? A rock star? A random angel?

A car engine purrs outside, faint through the fuselage. I crane my neck, peering out the oval window. A black Rolls-Royce glides up, sleek as a panther, stopping by the jet’s stairs. The door swings open, and out steps a woman! Tall, mid-40s, wearing a big hat, all sharp cheekbones and dark lipstick. Her trench coat’s tailored, heels clicking as she strides toward the plane like she’s on a runway.

My breath catches—she’s hot, older, but yeah, hot as hell. The kind of woman who owns buildings, not just jets. I fumble my phone, snapping a blurry pic for Jess: Her?

She climbs the steps, ducking in, and the cabin shrinks. Her eyes—green, piercing—lock on me, a smirk tugging her lips.

“Chérie, you’re in my seat,” she says, voice low, French lacing every syllable.

I freeze, champagne glass halfway to my mouth. She shrugs off her coat, revealing a silk blouse and skirt that hug her like they cost my rent. Elegant, but her gaze is filthy, raking me head to toe.

“Uh, I’m so sorry—” I start, scrambling to stand, but she waves a hand, nails red and sharp.

“Sit,” she snaps, dropping into the seat across from me. “You’re Charlie, non? The little entrepreneur I saved?”

She crosses her legs, slow, deliberate, her skirt riding up just enough. My throat’s dry—she knows my name? Her smirk widens. “I’m Maxime. You’re welcome.”

I nod, flustered. “Yeah, thank you, Miss—uh, Mrs.? Really. I was dead without this flight.”

“Dead?” She laughs, soft and dark. “Petite, are you alive because I say so?” Her tone—I can’t read it. It shifts from playful to somewhat commanding, and my stomach flips.

She leans forward, elbows on her knees, close enough I smell her perfume—jasmine, expensive. “Don’t worry, Charlie. You’ll have plenty of time to pay back.”

Her words hit me like a knife. They could mean anything, yet my mind only has one explanation. A nervous smile is all I manage as she looks at me like I’m naked; I can feel her eyes on my damp skin.

My mind scrambles for something to say, but a phone ring saves me. She grabs it, keeping naughty eye contact uninterrupted.

“Allo?” she says, her voice sultry, like she’s speaking to me, not the phone.

Maxime launches into a long, animated call, her tone sharp and fluid, switching between French and English. “Oui, c’est réglé… Non, pas encore…” I catch snippets—business, maybe, but her eyes flick to me now and then, a predator’s glint.

The jet’s engines roar to life, vibrating through the seats, and we’re rolling, lifting off. My stomach lurches as we climb, clouds swallowing the ground below. Only when we’re steady in the air does she hang up, tossing the phone aside. She grabs a champagne flute from the bar, swirling it, then turns back to me, her focus laser-sharp again.

“Enfin, just us now, chérie,” she purrs, sipping slow, her gaze pinning me to the seat.

"What business you in, Charlie?"

"I'm working on a big fitness food supplements project," I tell her, happy that the conversation is making a somewhat normal turn.

"Oh, such big project for such petite young woman. How old?"

"Me? I'm twenty-two," I lie, adding three years to my real age.

"Mmm," she murmurs, satisfaction on her lips. "So young, so successful—you remind me of my younger self, ma chérie."

She leans forward again, her face sharp but beautiful in a very special way—exotic in a French way. She hesitates, eyeing me, then finally says what I somehow already sense. “You owe me, Charlie. And I collect.”

I swallow, heat creeping up my neck. “Collect?” My voice cracks—she’s too direct.

“Oui,” she purrs, French curling the word. “A ride like this? It’s not free.” She smiles like it’s a joke, but we both know it’s not.

Her eyes flick to my chest, my hips, like she’s sizing me up. “You’ll pay with something… fun.” She snaps her fingers, and a woman glides from the curtained nook—Latina, stunning, all warm skin and quiet grace.

“Sofia, ma belle, bring the silk.”

Sofia nods with a gentle smile, evidently used to hearing such requests. She disappears behind the bar, and my pulse spikes.

“Silk?”

Maxime’s smirk turns wicked. “You’re nervous, chérie. Good—I like that. Do you like Sofia? Is she a beautiful girl or not? She’s my favorite stewardess. I’d like you to be her friend, oui?”

Before I can say anything, she stands, towering over me, and tugs my blazer’s lapel. “Take this off. You won’t need it.”

“Uh—what?” I stammer, but her hand’s firm, peeling the jacket down my arms with elegance, like I have no other option.

My phone clatters to the seat, Jess forgotten. Maxime’s touch lingers, fingers brushing my bare shoulder, and I’m caught—terribly uncomfortable, but turned on, completely under this woman’s control.

“Bon,” she murmurs, stepping back as Sofia returns, silk ties dangling from her hands. “Beau, no? Sofia is a stunning young woman, isn’t she? Look at her!” Maxime doesn’t ask, she commands, and I feel her voice in my pussy.

I look at Sofia—she has the face of an angel, but this is all too much for me. I’d panic if she didn’t have the most relaxed expression, telling me it’s every day for her.

“She will help you,” Maxime says with a soft smile, like she’s trying to calm me down, but her sharp lips do just the opposite.

“Help me? Do I need help?” I ask, trying to sound unbothered, yet my heart almost escapes my chest.

“Well, it depends,” Maxime says calmly, “on how well you obey.”


CHAPTER 2

Maxime sinks back into her seat, legs crossed tight, champagne flute dangling from her fingers like a toy. Her green eyes sparkle with mischief as she watches me, pinned to my chair by her stare.

“Chérie, you look so stiff,” she says, her French purr dripping with mock pity. “Let’s loosen you up, non?”

She sips her drink, slow and smug, then nods at Sofia. “Ma belle, tie her arms. Up high—let’s see those jolis pits.”

"Wait," I mutter, but even I can hear the weakness in my voice.

Sofia steps closer, silk ties soft in her hands, her angelic face calm as ever. My pulse hammers—tied up? On a jet? With this millionaire woman? I open my mouth to protest, but Maxime cuts me off with a laugh, sharp and bright.

“Oh, don’t fuss, Charlie. You’re my guest—be a good petite fille, oui?” Her tone’s light, joking, but her eyes scream obey.

I’m trapped, heat coiling deep despite the dread, the thrill of the strange eclipsing my fear.

Sofia’s gentle, though—she kneels by my seat, her warm fingers brushing my wrists as she loops the silk around them. “Lift your arms,” she murmurs, voice soft like she’s soothing a child.

I hesitate, but Maxime’s watching, sipping again, legs shifting like she’s enjoying this too much. So I obey—raise my arms, slow, and Sofia pulls the ties up, knotting them to a metal rung above the seat—some jet gizmo I hadn’t noticed. My blazer’s gone, my tank top rides up, and my armpits are bare, exposed. Cool air hits them, and I squirm, helpless.

“Magnifique,” Maxime purrs, leaning forward, champagne glass tilting. “Look at you, all stretched out. So vulnerable, ma petite—it’s adorable, non?”

She’s joking, but her voice dips, hungry, and I catch her free hand twitch, like she’s fighting to stay put.

Sofia steps back, hands clasped, waiting, and Maxime grins wider. “Sofia, ma chère, smell her. Those lovely armpits—what’s she like?”

My face burns—what the hell?

"Smell me?" I blurt, tugging at the ties, but they hold firm. Sofia glances at Maxime, then leans in slowly, discreetly. Her nose brushes my left armpit, her breathing careful, as if she doesn’t know what to expect. Her hair tickles my skin, and I freeze—mortified but tingling. She inhales, slow and deliberate, then pulls back, her brown eyes meeting Maxime’s.

“Fresh,” she says, voice steady. “A little sweat—nervous, maybe. Like soap and skin.”

Maxime tsks, swirling her champagne. “Pfft, that’s it? Fresh? Sofia, you bore me—I need plus!”

She’s teasing, but her jaw tightens, lips pressing thin. She’s torturing herself, I realize—wants to smell me herself, taste me, but won’t. Sofia’s her leash, and she’s pulling it hard.

“Take a sample, ma belle. Be useful, bring it here—I’ll judge myself.”

Sofia nods, unruffled, and grabs a spare silk tie from the bar. My eye catches blue sky with white clouds beneath us for a second. Is this really happening?

Sofia kneels again, pressing the silk tie firmly against my armpit, rubbing slow circles. My skin’s increasingly damp from nerves, and the silk drags, cool and slick. I bite my lip—a weird jolt shoots through me. She really wants to smell that?

Sofia finishes, folding the tie neatly, and glides to Maxime, offering it like a gift.

Maxime takes it, her fingers brushing Sofia’s with a smirk. She lifts the silk to her nose and fixes her gaze on me, like she’s about to know me inside out. She inhales deeply, eyes half-closing.

“Mmm, oui,” she murmurs, voice thick. “A goddess indeed, and a lot of soap—something sharp underneath. Wild, non?”

Dissatisfaction washes over her face. “But no, it’s not enough! You need to warm her up, Sofia. Allez, I want her pheromones—her pure essence!”

She exhales loudly, then tosses the tie aside, gripping her glass tighter. “You’re a tease, Charlie, even tied up. I could eat you alive—but I won’t.”

She won’t?

“Not yet,” she adds, like she’s reading my mind.

She’s playing herself, I see it—legs crossed so tight her skirt strains, free hand clenched on her thigh. She’s holding back hard, keeping Sofia between us on purpose, directing every move.

“Ma belle, try her neck,” she says suddenly, voice cracking with glee. “Mark it—your lipstick. Tell me how she tastes.”

Sofia grabs a tube from the bar—deep red, Maxime’s shade—and slicks it on her lips. She leans in, and I shiver as I catch the lipstick’s scent. An involuntary loud gasp escapes me, driving Maxime wild.

“Oh, regarde-la! She likes that,” she says, excitement bursting out, no more hiding. “It’s because of you, Sofia—your beautiful, sexy lips make her wet, I can tell!” Her eyes turn glassy. “Mark her neck already, Sofia—vite! Don’t make her wait!”

Sofia presses her soft, damp mouth against my neck, a wet kiss that lingers like she’s been waiting for this. My pulse jumps under her lips, and she pulls back, licking them slow.

“Salty,” she says, calm as ever. “Warm—and... rich.”

Maxime groans, theatrical but real, tipping her head back. “Rich? Mon dieu, Sofia, you kill me!”

She sips her champagne fast, like it’s keeping her sane. “I’d lick that neck myself, chérie—suck it till you crie!”

Sofia smiles, biting her lip, her pulse visibly quickening.

“Sofia, assez! Check if she’s got fresh pheromones for me—dépêche-toi!”

I catch myself breathing heavily—this is spiraling, and I’m too horny to protest. Sofia exhales hard as she leans into me, brushing her cheek against my damp armpit, though she didn’t have to. She dips into my skin, takes a deep inhale, and closes her eyes. “Oh, you’d love this so much, Maxime.”

“Merde!” Maxime yells, nearly standing, her right hand slipping to her inner thigh. “Take a sample already, sweet Sofia—don’t keep me hanging!”

Sofia’s warm, soft face cuddles my armpit as she pulls out her tongue, licking my skin all over.

“Oui, mark her there too!” Maxime cries, eyes dripping with lust. “Get over here, how is it?”

Sofia keeps licking, smearing her saliva across my armpit with her cheeks, her nose, her blood-red lips.

“Sofia?!” Maxime snaps.

Oh my god, what’s even happening? Why is this hot woman glued to my armpit, and why in hell do I find it so irresistibly hot? Does she like it so much?

Sofia snaps out of it, like waking from ecstasy, and hurries to Maxime. She presses her face to Maxime’s nose, and Maxime sniffs her like she’s a délicieux parfum.

“Merde, Sofia, you smell so good—is this you or her?”

“She smells ungodly, Maxime. It’s not even sweat—it’s like lust has its own scent.”

“For God’s sake, Sofia! You torture me!”

“I’m sorry—”

“Pas de désolé! Bring me more of her—her minou!”

“What?”

“Her kitty, Sofia—bring it! Now!”


CHAPTER 3

My breath catches—kitty? Oh, dear, this woman is going all in like I don’t have a single word to say about it. I could feel helpless if her decisive tone didn’t drive rushes of sweet chaos through my veins. Sofia doesn’t blink, just turns to me, her brown eyes locking on my crotch. She obeys her master like a robot, but I can see want in her eyes. This girl is something else, a true treasure, going for my most private parts—making my horniness go absolutely wild.

Her fingers brush my jeans, undoing the button slow, deliberate. I’m dizzy, the jet’s hum fading as she tugs them down just enough, slipping under my panties. Our eyes meet again—a second, electric—and she slides a finger along my slickness, soft but sure. She looks at me like she was saying sorry, but I really want this.

It’s so crazy—this heavenly woman, all warm skin and calm grace, wants me? My tied arms strain, heart slamming as she lands her other hand on my armpit, showing me again it’s not all about her mistress’s demands—it’s her own want too.

I gasp, hips twitching, a flood rushing through me as I feel her finger dive a little deeper, but nothing too deep. She’s so close, so beautiful, and I’m losing it—going wet, wild just for her. Sofia pulls back, her fingertip glistening, and glides to Maxime, offering it like a prize she secretly craves for herself.

Maxime moans with excitement as she grabs Sofia’s wrist, yanks it to her mouth, and tastes me—lips closing over the slickness, eyes rolling back.

“Mon dieu!” she explodes, dropping her champagne, glass shattering on the floor.

She comes to me and grabs my cheeks with a single hand. This is the first time she’s touched me, crosses my mind, and her hand is warm but full of command.

She hisses into my face, “Charlie, you diablesse! You just tease me, it’s too much—you need discipline!”

Her voice cracks, French fire spilling out as she sits again, legs shaky as she soothes herself by squeezing her breasts, roughly. “Sofia—lose your shoes. Sit beside me, feet on her face. Vite!”

Sofia kicks off her heels, barefoot now, and sits next to Maxime, who’s panting like she’s run a mile.

“Allez,” Maxime snaps, pointing at me, “punish her!”

Sofia lifts her legs, swinging them over, and presses her bare feet against my face without hesitation—warm, a little sweaty, toes curling into my cheeks. It’s meant as humiliation, punishment—smelly soles smearing me—but oh my god, it’s so freaking hot. This gorgeous woman’s scent, her skin on mine, floods my senses.

I inhale, helpless, a pool soaking my panties. My tongue flicks out on its own, tasting salt, and I moan, trapped in this twisted bliss.

Sofia’s expression is pure surrender, like she was afraid of what my reaction would be, but now she’s relieved. Oh, you can put any part of your body on my face, gorgeous!

Maxime’s not happy. “Non, non, non! Sofia, you’re too beautiful, too chaude—you can’t do your job like this! You’re useless!” Her voice rises, shrill with frustration, as she pushes Sofia’s legs away from me and grabs her arm. “Turn over—immediately!”

Sofia obeys, flipping onto her stomach across Maxime’s lap, skirt hiking up to her thighs. Maxime yanks it higher, baring Sofia’s ass—smooth, golden—and snatches a leather paddle from the bar.

“You ruin everything,” she growls, then swings.

The first smack lands hard—crack—red blooming on Sofia’s skin. She gasps, soft, but doesn’t flinch.

Maxime spanks again, faster, paddle slapping flesh, Sofia’s ass swelling pink, then red.

“Oui, take it!” Maxime cries, her own breath ragged, hand trembling as she swings.

I watch, tied up, mesmerized—Sofia’s body jolts with each hit, her skirt bunched, welts rising. But her gaze fixes on me, and while her eyes shut with every slap, she’s looking at me and licking her teeth with such a slutty elegance. Oh my god, this is the absolute hottest scene I’ve ever seen in my life.

My phone buzzes on the floor—Jess, probably—and I think, if only she knew how this free ride escalated. Private jet to private hell, and I’m dripping for it.

“This is what I do to pretty asses like this,” Maxime yells, as Sofia keeps looking at me like she wishes it was me holding the paddle, spanking her raw. Oh, I’d love that—love to feel her squirm under my hand, hear her gasp for me. But I’m helpless, arms and legs bound, trapped in this whirlwind, this crazy sweet chaos.

Maxime’s spanking slows, her chest heaving, paddle dropping as she stares at Sofia’s red ass.

“You’re too much,” she mutters, then flicks her gaze to me—wild, unhinged. “And you, Charlie—next.”


CHAPTER 4

Maxime’s panting, paddle limp in her hand, Sofia’s red ass still sprawled across her lap. The jet’s cabin feels smaller, air thick with sweat and lust. She shoves Sofia off—gentle but firm—and Sofia stumbles to her feet, skirt falling crooked, her warm eyes darting to me, like she was afraid I would not approve such degrading behaviour on her.

Maxime’s gaze follows, locking on my tied-up frame, and her lips curl, wild and unhinged.

“Et toi, Charlie—you look so innocent, like a little spanking was too much for you, pretty eyes,” she says, voice low, French snapping like a whip. “But non—you enjoy too much, I see in your eyes, diablesse. We fix that.”

Fix that? Is this millionaire woman going to spank me, or something even worse?

I breathe heavily, realizing all this time I haven’t made a single sound—I’m just too perplexed. I’m still reeling—Sofia’s feet on my face, her spanking, that look she gave me—when Maxime snaps her fingers.

“Sofia, ma belle, blind her. Tie her eyes! No pleasure for this ungrateful passenger, only discipline.”

My stomach flips—blindfold?

Sofia nods, calm as ever, and grabs another silk tie from the bar, black and sleek. She steps close, her breath brushing my cheek, and I catch that flicker again—want, quiet but real.

“Hold still,” she murmurs, a gentle smile forming on her fatal lips being the last thing I see before she drapes the silk over my eyes.

Darkness swallows me. The tie’s cold, tight as she knots it behind my head, cutting out the jet’s luxe glow, Maxime’s smirk, Sofia’s angel face. My arms ache above me, legs twitch, but now it’s just sound—engine hum, Maxime’s sharp laugh—and the pounding in my chest.

“Parfait,” Maxime purrs, closer now, her perfume teasing my nose. “No looking, chérie—you feel what I want you to feel. Sofia, spank her. Allez!”

"Oh?" I hear myself breathe...

Sofia’s hands find my jeans again, tugging them down further—cool air hits my thighs, my ass half-bare under stretched panties. I hear her shift, the paddle’s leather creak as she grips it.

“Bend her,” Maxime orders, and Sofia pushes my shoulders forward, as far as the ties let me go—ass up, blind, helpless.

The first smack lands—clap—sharp on my left cheek, a sting that jolts me forward, like a wasp stung me. Wow, this was harder than I expected. I gasp, loud, the sound bouncing in the dark. It hurts, hot and quick, but my body betrays me—wetness pools, a throb I can’t stop. Just imagining Sofia swing almost makes me say More!

“Oui, encore! Harder!” Maxime cries, her voice cracking with glee.

Harder?

Sofia swings again—crack—right cheek now, firm, deliberate.

Fuck, this really was harder. This angel knows how to hit, that’s for damn sure. The sting blooms, red heat spreading, and I bite my lip, stifling a moan.

“Ohhh!”

I would scream her name, but I’m afraid of Maxime’s reaction. This is probably my maximum—I can’t see this going any further. If she wants me to behave, maybe I’d better do it.

“Ma belle, you’re too slow—spank till she learns!”

Another hit—slap—then another, a rhythm building, each slap echoing in the cabin. My ass burns, skin tingling, and I squirm, tied arms pulling, legs shaking. In the absolute dark, I can literally see the pain—radiating in red waves, leaving my stinging ass, leaving my pussy leaking helplessly.

Maxime’s taunting floats through—French and filthy. “Oh, la vilaine fille! You wiggle too much, Charlie—Sofia, plus fort! Teach her!”

Her legs must be crossed tight again, champagne forgotten—I hear the strain, her fight to stay back.

Sofia obeys, paddle landing harder—crack, crack—my cheeks blazing, a raw sting making me question if I can even take any more of that. But fuck, after every crack, as the sting subsides, my desire just runs wilder. I’m not supposed to enjoy this—blindfold’s her trick—but every slap sends a jolt to my core, slickness soaking through my drenched panties. I groan, low, feeling my inner thighs wet. And Maxime catches it.

“Non, non! You like it? You like it, don’t you?” she snaps, half-laughing, half-furious. “Sofia, stop—she’s too naughty! Merde, you ruin my discipline! Oh, I can’t rely on anyone—I’ll need to fix it myself.”

The spanking halts, paddle clattering to the floor, and Sofia’s warm hand brushes my thigh—soft, steadying me.

My breath’s ragged, blind world spinning—sting, heat, want crashing together.

Maxime’s closer now, her voice a hiss against my face. “You’re trouble, petite. But don’t worry, I have methods to discipline girls like you!”

The silk stays tight on my eyes, keeping my senses at maximum alert—I can feel Maxime’s fire, Sofia’s calm, and smell their presence, both at the same time. My ass throbs, a dull ache I shouldn’t love, but there’s a kind of excitement running through me that can’t compare to anything I know.

I hear my phone buzz again on the floor—oh, Jess, if you only knew… I’m tied, spanked degradingly, owned by an older woman… and still dripping for more!


CHAPTER 5

The jet’s cabin hums around me, my blind world pulsing with the ache in my ass—Sofia’s spanking still burns, a red sting I shouldn’t crave. Maxime’s voice slows down, like she gave up on plan A and we’re going to a new level. I can feel her lips just at my face, her smell brushing over me as her words hit. “Merde, Charlie, you make me go to my last resort!” she says, her French accent thick with excitement.

I can tell that behind her controlled composure, a beast is raging with allure. I can’t see, but her perfume swirls nearer, jasmine biting the air. Her hand intrudes on my panties, sliding under with dominance, like it was her pussy.

“You’re too much, salope—too wet, too wild! I can’t just watch anymore!”

Her fingers are rude, but her feminine elegance tells me she loves our contact. Her fingers linger between my wet folds, riding back and forth, like she’s enjoying my abundant slickness just as much as I’m scared of what’s coming.

Her voice dips, filthy and low. “Oh, chérie, I’d spank you red, but non—you’d love it too much, diablesse. I need more… plus.”

She releases my heat, and I hear rustling—fabric, maybe a zipper—her hands doing something. My tied arms strain, legs tremble, jeans still bunched at my thighs, panties soaked. What’s she up to?

The blindfold’s becoming a curse—the excitement of blindness is gone; now a sense of being trapped prevails, making me guess too much and know too little. My heart is slamming as I feel her come close again, so close.

I feel Sofia’s touch land soft on me too—her warm fingers graze my arms, slow and gentle, tracing down from my bound wrists.

“Shh,” she whispers, her breath on my neck, like she’s calming a spooked animal. Her hands slide to my shoulders, kneading lightly, then down my sides, brushing my tank top’s edge—soothing, easing my nerves. Her soothing makes me freak out even more—what is going on?

I know something’s coming, but I’m not sure these two minxes know what they’re doing. My skin prickles, caught between Sofia’s softness and Maxime’s storm.

“Ma belle, keep her still,” Maxime growls, her voice cracking, and Sofia’s hands settle on my hips, steady but teasing, nails grazing my bare skin.

I can feel Maxime’s nose on my neck, traveling through my skin like a hungry lion. She’s muttering now—French spilling fast.

“Putain, you smell like sin—your minou, your sweat—I can’t take it!”

Her boots shift, a clink of metal or plastic—fuck, what’s that?

Sofia’s fingers dip lower, stroking my thighs, easing them apart, and I shiver, blind, helpless.

“Oh?”

“Oui, oui, open her, Sofia,” Maxime rasps, closer, her heat radiating. “She’s mine—toute à moi.”

I’m panting, lost in Sofia’s touch—soft circles on my inner thighs, a promise of something big—and then I feel it.

Something firm presses against me—smooth, not too cool, nudging my soaked panties aside. My breath hitches—what the hell? Is it a dildo?

Maxime’s voice drops, a guttural purr. “Chérie—hold still for me.”

It’s her—her strap-on, I realize, blind and reeling as it slides along my slickness, teasing, then presses harder.

Sofia’s hands grip my hips, gentle but firm, holding me open, and Maxime thrusts—slow but sharp, deep, filling me.

My craving pussy can take anything now, but hell, this thing is big.

“Whoooa!” I cry out slowly, a raw yelp swallowed by the jet’s roar, my body jolting against the ties.

“You see? She likes it, putain!” Maxime yells.

Then she takes me—hard, relentless, hips slamming into mine. The strap-on’s thick, unyielding, stretching me as she grunts, French spilling out.

“Oui, prends-le! Take it, petite salope!”

Each thrust shakes the seat, shakes me—blind, I’m all sensation: Sofia’s soft fingers digging into my skin, Maxime’s rhythm pounding, her breath hot on my ear.

“You’re mine—à moi—feel it!” she snarls, pace quickening, a wild edge in her voice.

“Oh, fuck!” I manage, probably the first real word I’ve said this whole session—can’t even tell.

My ass stings against the seat, spanked raw meeting this, and I’m drowning—wet, wrecked, so helplessly owned.

Sofia’s touch shifts—one hand slides up, caressing my neck, thumb brushing my pulse, like she’s grounding me in the chaos.

“Good,” she whispers, barely audible, her other hand stroking my thigh, easing the tension as Maxime fucks me senseless.

I can’t see—just hear Maxime’s growls, feel the strap-on driving deep, Sofia’s softness holding me together. My body’s a mess—shaking, clenching, a scream building I can’t let out. The jet’s steady hum mocks me—this shouldn’t be real, but it is. And I’m hers to take, giving her everything.

Maxime’s voice breaks—half-laugh, half-moan. “Mon dieu, you’re tight—tellement bonne! I lose it for you!”

She’s gone, fully gone—no leash, no proxy, just her taking me raw. “Sofia, cul, check her ass! Is her asshole greedy too?”

My asshole?

My phone buzzes somewhere below—and I’m spiraling, blindfolded, fucked, Sofia’s hands my only tether in this jet-fueled storm.


Maxime’s strap-on slams into me, relentless, and a quick disconnect of Sofia’s touch tells me she’s obeying her mistress, reaching for my dirty hole.

“Eh bien?” Maxime asks, impatience dripping from her mouth.

Sofia’s finger lands on my protruding asshole, circling around my rim, giving my body yet another reason to surrender, to give in.

“Oh,” I hear Sofia gasp—I know this dirty girl likes it being there, just making it all even more filthy.

It’s too much for me; her tingling finger shoots jolts of pleasure through my system, and a climax announces itself from a place I didn’t even know exists.

“Her asshole, Sofia?” Maxime asks, out of breath.

“So sweet,” says Sofia, her voice shaky with arousal.

Sweet? Oh my, Sofia, you’re breaking me—I’m gonna come!

“Sweet? What is wrong with you, putain! Focus, Sofia—is it ready?”

“Ahhhh!” I scream, their dirty talk, the thick object filling me, Maxime’s decisiveness, Sofia’s enchanting presence—it all pushes me over the edge like I could never return.

Maxime’s grunts mix with French filth—“Orgasme? Prends-le! Take it all in!”—and Sofia’s soft hand grips my hips firmly, her other hand playing with my exposed anus like she wants to enter me, but she doesn’t.

“Ahhhhhhh!!”

My second scream is louder and longer; my body snaps, shuddering hard as I come. Wetness floods, a loud cry rips out, echoing in the cabin. My legs shake, ass grinding the seat, orgasm ripping through me like a storm as this older millionaire woman shows no mercy, fucking me like I was her doll.

“Dear God!” I exhale as I catch my breath, the release so strong I’m afraid I could piss myself.

Maxime slows a little, panting, her strap-on still pressed against me like she understood my senses perfectly.

“Want more, huh, chérie?” she taunts, voice rough, dripping with smugness.

I’m wrecked, blind, panting—but it’s not enough. The build-up—Sofia’s feet, the spanking, the thrusting—was too much; this first orgasm feels only like a warm-up.

“Yes, please,” I gasp, desperate, my voice cracking with need.

“Yes, please?” Maxime mocks me, her tone sharp and biting. “Your indecency has no boundaries! You get a free ride and now have a face to ask for more?”

“Please,” escapes my mouth; I’m not even sure if I really said that—I can’t tell my feelings apart from my words anymore.

“I’m done with you, ungrateful passenger girl,” she snaps, leaving me to breathe deeply, helplessly at her mercy.

The blindfold rips off—silk yanks free—and I blink, dazed, into Maxime’s green eyes, blazing with fury and lust.

“You’re a terrible guest,” she snaps, French accent thick, “getting everything free—my jet, my queue—and now you want to fuck my stewardess? Oublie ça! Forget it! She’s mine.”

Fuck her stewardess? Is that an option?

She unbuckles the strap-on, drops it with a thud—black, slick, gleaming on the floor—and flops beside me, legs sprawling. Her silk blouse clings, damp with sweat, as she points at Sofia.

“Ma belle, come here—please me. Vite!”

Sofia kneels fast, her skirt still crooked from her spanking, her warm hands pushing Maxime’s thighs apart. Maxime hikes her skirt, baring herself, exposing her hairy but trimmed mound beside me. Sofia dives in—lips on her, tongue working quick, glistening slickness spreading around her lips.

This filthy rich older woman beside me groans, loud, head tipping back, loving each of Sofia’s moves. Oh shit, this is so dirty—never in my life could I expect something like this. I’m going to see how this fragrant, crazy dominant woman comes over Sofia’s beautiful face.

Sofia’s head bobs, wet sounds filling the jet. I’m tied beside Maxime, watching, ass throbbing, pussy aching from my own release—and then Maxime grabs me. Her hand clamps my shoulder, yanks me close, and she buries her face in my armpit—sniffing hard, frantic, like a drug.

“Oh, putain,” she mutters, inhaling deep, “your scent—sauvage!”

Sofia’s tongue speeds up, this hot milf’s hips buck, and her nose digs into my damp skin—sniffing, snorting, wild.

“Oui, oui! You smell like a dream—” Her free hand grips her own thigh, nails digging, and she comes fast—a sharp cry, body jerking, eyes rolling back as she makes just another long snort on my armpit. It’s quick, messy, her breath hot on my armpit as she shudders, spent.

Sofia pulls back, lips glistening, her calm eyes flicking to me—want still there, quiet but burning.

Maxime slumps, grinning, a feral edge softening. “Oh, mes bonnes filles,” she purrs, French soft now, “such good girls on my plane. I’m a lucky femme, non?"

She looks me in the eye, "You smell delicious, you deserve the best, petite. You two—have fun while I freshen up.”

She stands, wobbly, smoothing her skirt. “But be done when I’m back—pas de spectacle! I don’t want to see it—not a single bit! Too jealous!”

She grabs her dropped champagne flute—shattered base and all—and struts to the jet’s rear, curtain snapping shut behind her.

Did she just leave me and Sofia alone?

Freaking mess—my pussy leaks another drip of my never-ending horny juice. What on earth is going on?!

Sofia’s on me in a flash. Her hands untie my wrists—silk falling loose, arms dropping, tingling—and she pushes me back, gentle but firm.

“Charlie,” she whispers, voice low, her warm breath on my neck.

She pulls me into a deep, wet, passionate kiss, her tongue exploring my mouth while her hand wastes no time, finding its way to my pussy with unmistakable intent. Her mouth tastes like paradise, and her fingers glide effortlessly through my slickness. Then her mouth leaves mine, trailing down my skin, over my breasts, and lower still, until her lips finally meet my pussy—her kiss soft, wet, and deliberate at first, but growing hungrier with every passing second.

Oh, fuck, this feels so unbelievably good—after the whirlwind of sensations, her gentle touch on my overly aroused body is almost too much, threatening to push me over the edge again way too soon.

I moan loudly, my head falling back as her tongue flicks and teases my clit before diving in. She slides two fingers inside, but she’s so soft and careful, aware that I’ve already been stretched and might need a gentler pace. It’s a mix of slow and fast, but above all, it’s so incredibly hot—her angelic face buried between my legs, working me like she’s known me for years, her hands gripping my hips. I’m spiraling again, the heat roaring back through me.

I’m instantly on the edge of another orgasm as her finger brushes my asshole again—this naughty girl knows exactly what drove me over the edge before, and she’s determined to make me feel that incredible pleasure once more.

I start sobbing quickly, trying to hold back the inevitable explosion as the tip of her finger slips inside, and that’s it—I’m done.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I scream, caught off guard by the overwhelming wave of pleasure crashing through me.

“Ohhh,” she moans against me, her enthusiasm making it clear how much she loves this—eating my pussy like a true expert, an absolute angel of pleasure.

I come hard, shaking, and immediately grab Sofia by her pussy through her panties, desperate for her.

“No, I can’t,” she gasps, pulling back, “only when my mistress allows.”

I’m perplexed—how obedient she is, so loyal it stuns me. I pull her close, kiss her again, soft and urgent.

“You’re a true treasure, Sofia,” I whisper, breathless.

She smiles, eyes smoldering. “And you’re a goddess, Charlie—so irresistible,” she purrs, voice sexy as pure sin. Then she slips away, disappearing behind the curtain.

I slump back, jeans still down, my panties a soaked mess, my ass sore from the spanking—trying to process what just happened. A free jet ride turned into this whirlwind of spankings, strap-ons, Sofia’s tongue. Wilder than any dream I could’ve imagined!

My phone buzzes on the floor—Jess, still oblivious to how wild this trip got. The jet’s hum steadies; Paris must be close. Probably time to end this crazy ride, right? I’m wrecked, dripping, but that treasure Sofia and this lunatic Maxime have me hooked—I’ll never see a plane the same way again.







♥♥♥





STRAIGHT TO LESBIAN: SEDUCING A HOT NURSE


I press my forehead against the cold wall. Even though it’s uncomfortable, it’s still the best feeling I’ve had all night.

A familiar, warm hand wakes me from behind. “Jenna, you alright?”

It’s Mia, not just a co-working nurse, but also a caring friend who makes this job bearable for me. She's laid-back, knowing exactly how to handle the demands of our work. Why can’t I be more like her? Why can’t I just take it easy? Why?!

“This moron’s pushing my last nerve!” I turn to her, trying to greet her, but a half-smile is all I manage.

“Dr. Collins again?”

“He must think I have ten arms!”

“Come on, let’s talk,” she says with a wave, leading me to our break room, home to the most essential piece of equipment in the entire building—the coffee machine.

“Why don’t you tell him?” she asks as she presses the buttons on the machine, clearly having done it thousands of times.

Mia is a beautiful woman. Dark hair usually in a tight bun, blood-red glasses—a true sexy nurse from a movie.

“We’ve had this conversation at least ten times. But he still… He just dumped a week’s worth of work on me after spending just a few minutes with him!”

“I understand completely, he does it to everybody,” she says, her red lips always wearing that seductive smile. “Just don’t do it on time, and he’ll get it eventually. He keeps being demanding because he sees that you can handle it.”

“Yeah, maybe I should just ignore him.”

She hands me a cup of the most fragrant coffee in the world. “Here, this will make you feel better.”

“I swear if this jerk gives me one more task this week, I’ll punch him.”

I feel relieved just saying it out loud, part of me hoping he would hear me.

“Yeah! Call me, I’ll help you with that!” she laughs.

I’m so happy she’s here. This hospital would be a nightmare without her.

“You know he’s such a prick just because he doesn’t get laid, right?”

“Ha ha,” I find myself laughing for the first time in a long while, “that’s probably so damn true. His wife must be exhausted too. I’m sure she’s drowning in tasks at home as well. No energy left for bedroom fun.”

Mia laughs. “Or maybe it’s all her fault! Maybe she doesn’t give him what he needs, and now he’s all frustrated, taking it out on us.”

“The more I think about it,” I say, sipping coffee carefully, “the more it makes sense.”

We sit down at the table, and Mia becomes even more mischievous. “Maybe we should invite her here and set up a little educational course—about oral pleasures, at least.”

“Ha ha,” I laugh, “you’re killing me.”

“Can you imagine if she actually came here?”

“Yeah,” I continue, “Good afternoon, I got your invitation to the blowjob course.”

“Ha ha ha!” Mia laughs hard. “Maybe she would need some other kind of education as well. Maybe she’s the one who needs to relax first.”

“Yeah? Who would be the one to relax her? Certainly not her husband.”

“It depends on what she needs,” Mia says playfully, images clearly dancing through her mind. “If I judge by the looks of Dr. Collins, his wife must be a hottie too.”

“What? You sound like you’re signing up to do it?”

Mia shakes her head and takes a sip. “If she smells good…”

I am shocked. I mean, not that shocked, to be honest. Mia is the kind of woman who takes life lightly. But this is still quite a stretch even for her.

I try to be cautious. “Have you ever… relaxed a woman?”

“You mean eaten a pussy?” she shoots directly, catching me completely off guard.

“Wow!” I gasp. “I can already see it in your eyes!”

“What? I have no problems with that,” she smiles seductively. “It’s all natural. We’re all human.”

“Damn!” A thousand images flash through my mind. I see Mia’s head between woman’s legs for a second, and a hot rush flushes over my cheeks. “You’ve never told me that!”

“You never asked,” she smiles. “I don’t exactly go around the hospital and introduce myself to people with Hi, I’m Mia, and I lick women’s pussies if they’re pretty.”

“Ha ha ha,” I laugh hysterically, my voice betraying how interested I am.

She takes another small sip, her eyes poking me with mischievous intent.

“And… how is it?” I ask, knowing that anything but being direct would be even more awkward.

“I love it, to be honest. You know, with guys, it’s easy, they are horny creatures—they’ll take anything. But with women, it’s different. It’s a very high-level experience. If a woman gives herself to you and you make her feel good… that means something. And I love that.”

“Wow…” I say, almost whispering. I’ve never thought about it this way. “I thought you’d give me some kind of taste reference, not a philosophical answer,” I tease her.

“A true nurse, aren’t you? It’s all about the flesh for you,” she smiles, as if she were any different. “Yeah, I know what you want. You want to hear how tasty it is and how good it feels to be there, right on the spot.”

“Well…” I say playfully, “I’m all about the smells, actually. To be honest, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to… smell another pussy. I have this thing with…” I pause.

“What? Just say it,” she smiles. “Don’t hold back, this is getting interesting!”

“Okay, I like my own smell. There, I said it. It makes me horny.”

“Oh, don’t even let me start!”

“You too?”

“Oh, come on, my pussy is a total fragrance hall-of-famer!”

“Ha ha ha,” I almost die laughing, relieved by how well my confession was received.

“Well, not all women would agree with me,” she becomes more secretive. “But for my taste, mine is perfect. There’s nothing wrong with admitting that.”

“But what about her? Did she smell good?”

“Her? Well, I don’t know who you mean, but I can tell you this: if you’re compatible with someone, her smell will drive you crazy. It’s way better than your own.”

My eyes almost pop out of my head as I'm unable to speak. What could I even say?

“They have very different tastes,” she continues, clearly in the moment. “Some are alright, but some are just… fucking amazing.”

“Some?!”

“What?”

“Some! How many?”

“What?” she smiles.

“You know what I’m asking! Give me the number, shoot!”

“Well… I don’t know…”

“Three? Five?”

“More,” she says, her eyes narrowing as if I’ve said something foolish.

“More?!” I almost scream, quickly glancing around to ensure no one hears us. “You’ve licked more than five pussies?” I whisper loudly.

“Let me round it down to twenty, just so you don’t fall from your chair, you little rookie,” she laughs quietly, adjusting her glasses.

“Oh my god!”

“What?” she giggles.

“Oh my god, Mia!” I lean back in my chair, trying to process the chaos. “I’ve had five guys in my whole life. That’s it! But you’ve been with twenty women, and you’re not even a lesbian!”

“Yeah,” she smiles, satisfaction evident on her face. “I love sex. I’ve never let myself be limited by anything. Like I said, if it smells good… I don’t care what the gender is.”

“You freaking…” I mutter, wordless, my frustration with work already well forgotten.

“You should experiment more,” she says seductively. “Being so stressed and all, maybe you need the same treatment as Dr. Collins and his wife.”

“Ha ha ha,” I laugh, even though I know there’s some truth in her words. “Seeing you so happy all the time, maybe I really should sign up for some of your courses—”

Beeep.

Our naughty conversation is interrupted by my message device, and of course, it’s the person I dread the most—Dr. Collins.

“I’m sorry,” I finish my coffee quickly. “I need to head to room 301.”

“Go, go,” she says, waving her hands. “I’ll tidy up, don’t worry.”

As I approach the door, I turn. “Don’t go anywhere, our talk is far from over!”

“Just don’t get too excited there with Dr. Collins,” she teases me, knowing how anxious I am to face him again.

“Maybe I’ll bring him back with me so you can educate us both,” I shoot back, already running away.

She calls out after me with a calm and decisive tone: “No need for that, I’d rather finish just with you!”

I laugh inwardly at her, she’s such a cool character. But what she just said… I can't help but feel a strange excitement bubbling in my gut. She would like to finish with me? Was that intentional? Is this how she got her other twenty women on her tongue? Twenty, for god’s sake!

I run down the stairs because this way I’m faster than the elevator. But the stairs are invisible. What I see is… a sea of vaginas. At least twenty of them. I mean, I’ve seen many more than that in my professional life. But now, knowing Mia’s dirty little secret, they take on a completely different meaning.

I start wondering how I forgot about the fact that I own one. Where’s my sexual life, Jenna? This crazy job I have makes it impossible to even look for a new boyfriend… But right now, it’s not a man on my mind. I’m deeply consumed with wanting to know exactly what it looks like when Mia does her thing.

I arrive at 301, only to see Dr. Collins already leaving. His expression is serious as always. “Prepare the documentation for this patient and analyze his resistance to the drugs. We need to switch the pressure treatment; it’s not yielding the results we hoped for. Keep in mind he’s already on beta-blockers, and the new options you propose must not conflict with that.”

He’s already far away, but the wind he created is still around me. “Send it to my email!”

Before I have a chance to even form a response, he’s gone. But I’m not concerned about that, I barely heard what he said. It’s probably a whole lot of work again, but I don’t care. The only thing I’m interested in right now is my dirty co-worker and her indecent adventures. Twenty women?! I can’t believe her, that naughty girl!

I check the status of the patient quickly, but after that, I have another status to check—the one between my legs. For some reason, this whole story about women getting down on each other is giving me an unfamiliar type of arousal. I can feel my panties are damp, and it’s driving me nuts. All this because of Mia’s adventures? Am I really this deprived?

I have no choice but to focus on the work. That patient’s treatment is a complex mix of barely compatible drugs, and I wouldn’t want to screw anything up. I rush to my computer, and after a 40-minute research session, I’m done—and exhausted. I lean back, knowing I’m way too late to catch Mia in the coffee room.

A naughty, unheard-of thought crosses my mind. I am alone in the office. I look around, and my fingers click away to search the internet. How do I even find this stuff? I’ll try with “Woman” and, hm… “Licking pussy.”

I am one enter hit away from seeing what exactly it looks like when Mia meets one of her twenty friends. Twenty, Jesus Christ! It makes me feel like such a beginner.

My heart races as I click on the first link, and there it is, right in front of me—a thumbnail with a close-up of a woman’s tongue on a carefully shaved vagina. It looks nice in some way, I can’t deny it.

I look around again and hit play. It’s a lame video of two girls clearly faking their enjoyment. But as the camera comes closer to the action, I kind of get the idea. A woman’s mouth between another woman’s legs seems… right. In a strange but exciting way. The way the actresses connect seems so tender and delicate. I completely understand why Mia would want to do it. And if you add the fragrance into the play… Hmm, if it smells like a hall-of-famer?! Ha ha ha.

But let’s be honest, I’m not Mia. How do I even fit into this story? Could I touch a woman in such an erotic way? I don’t think so…

But could I be on the receiving end? Getting eaten by a girl? Hm, maybe?

Getting licked by Mia? Absolutely yes!!

Wait, what?!

Who said that? Did I just say yes? Well, I don’t know if it was me, but something in me sure as hell sounded very excited about it! Jenna, what is going on? Am I having naughty fantasies without even knowing? Is this new, or something I’ve held deep inside, buried all along?

I hear steps outside the door, and my brain screams: Close the video! But adrenaline numbs my body, and all of a sudden, I can’t hit anything on the display, let alone the freaking X icon in the corner of the screen.

Dr. Collins enters with a loud crash of the door, as always, and goes straight past me with loud strides. My shaking hand barely manages to close the video just in time. I have no idea whether he saw my screen or not, but I know one thing—I need to run!

“I sent you the email,” I shout with a trembling voice, not giving him a chance to reply before I shut the door and run through the hallway.

What the hell was that, Jenna! You almost got caught watching porn at work, for crying out loud! Lesbian porn on top of everything!

I end up in the ‘emergency room’ at the end of the hall, shutting the door in a complete panic. The room I’m in is just a tiny, secluded storage area with forgotten supplies. But it has a chair and a curtain, so we call it the emergency room because that’s where we go to hide when everything gets overwhelming, and we need a five-minute break, no matter the consequences.

I sit down in the dark, just a small soft lamp lighting the space. I start to catch my breath and realize how much everything is affecting me. All the stress from work, now mixed with the anxiety of being caught watching porn. Jeez! And on top of all that, there’s a strange excitement in my pelvic area that I haven’t felt in way too long.

I slide my hand beneath my pants and try to ease the heat that wants to warn me about something so desperately. My panties are not just damp, they’re wet. Something is definitely going on, and it’s time to admit it.

Jenna, it’s okay. You already know you like women. You just didn’t think you’d ever go beyond that. So Mia has tried stuff, and you haven’t. So what? If you’re curious, just ask her and…

What?! Ask her?

Who is this? Whose voice is this?

I will not continue with touching myself, as masturbation at work is absolutely not something I would ever want on my resume. Even if I do it thinking about… Hm… Mia?

Yeah, she’s hot. A hot nurse. A hot nurse who likes eating women’s damn pussies!

I could easily try to fantasize about her, just a little. Try to feel her lips on me… She must be good at this, she’s tried so many girls, she must be an expert! What if I let her, and she would—

No! Stop it.

I stand up, I’m a strong woman. I will not have an orgasm at work. In this shitty room? Forget it.

I collect myself and check the clock. The night shift ends in two hours, and after that, I’m free. Then I’ll decide what to do with all this new information that my mind has just downloaded so abundantly. I give myself a few soft slaps and take three deep breaths. I’ve got this.

I step out of the room and… at that exact moment, two people come from around the corner, and yes, they are exactly the two I have the most trouble with tonight.

“Hey Jenny,” Mia shouts, flashing a wink at me, but beside her is Dr. Collins, giving me a look that could mean at least a hundred different things.

Fuck. He knows. He saw my screen and he knows everything! Did he tell Mia? Jesus Christ!

They pass me by as I try to look as uninterested as possible, but my heart must be visibly pounding through my chest. What is with destiny tonight? She’s aiming straight for me, that’s for sure.

Why did those two look at me like that? What the hell do they think I’ve been doing in the emergency room right now? Mia winked at me, for fuck’s sake! So depressing.

I hide behind a wall and sneak a glance back. I see them disappear around the corner, and I can leave it at that. I don’t need to stalk them and get to the bottom of this. Whatever they think I was doing in there, I don’t care. Even if I was masturbating, so what? I wouldn’t be the first, nor the last, I bet my head on it.

I need more than three deep breaths now, but I’ll manage. I go back to my station, forcing my brain to work hard on my tasks because now these tasks are easy—compared to the mess I’ve put myself into!

***

I collapse onto my couch, the chaos from work already fading, but far from being gone. It’s a beautiful day outside, and I already know falling asleep will be a challenge. Especially after the talk with Mia. But as I sit here at home in silence, I start to wonder: what the hell was I thinking?

Okay, Jenna, let’s be real. This bi-curious thing? Totally not for you.

I grab a pen and a piece of paper, drawing a big, bold X over my thoughts about Mia. Let her do whatever she wants, but I’m not getting caught up in that wild ride. I’m not into all that drama. I’m a peaceful person.

Peaceful and depressed, Mia’s voice says from the back of my mind.

Unbelievable! Now she’ll be harassing me even at home?! I just can’t escape it, can I? What’s so interesting about sex, anyway? You get naked, you press your warm body against someone else, and put yourself in a state of complete hormonal imbalance, trying to get as many dopamine hits as possible. Then you try to guess what the other person’s nerves respond well to and do more of that until they… Ugh, so pathetic.

I lean back, letting out a sigh of relief as if I just dodged a bullet. But the relief doesn’t last long. Instead, I’m hit with a random thought, and my hand decides to follow it blindly. In one swift move, I pull down both my tracksuit and panties. I stare at my pussy as if we need to have a serious talk.

Do you want it? Just tell me the truth, I ask her.

I can’t hear any words from her, but she answers with a very delicate, soft, almost unnoticeable fragrance that starts to tickle my nose in small pokes, her essence caressing my senses like a secret.

Somewhere in the distance, a strange feeling of being trapped and then released comes forward. It feels like a memory from the long-gone past, pictures of warm summer afternoons when my friends and I were carefree souls, living our lives without a single limit in our minds. Just pure joy of living in the moment.

Okay, I get it.

Slowly, I stand up, toss a cookie in my mouth, and head for the bathroom. I take a long, hot shower. And I also take care of my lonely love garden—shaving it as perfectly as I saw it in the porn video.

***

The shift the next night is a drag again. Luckily, Dr. Collins forgot I even exist tonight, so I have enough time to finish some work from the previous days. I feel relieved but also tired. I haven’t seen Mia yet, although I’ve been to the coffee room twice. Maybe three is the lucky number.

On the stairs, she catches me from above. “Hey, beautiful stranger!” she says playfully as ever.

“Oh, Mia, you scared me,” I exclaim, my heart warming at finally having her by my side.

“Feeling any better tonight?”

“Now that you’re here, I can’t complain,” I wink at her, trying to match her vibe.

She opens the door for me, her fragrance sweeping over me as I pass by with a polite smile.

“I was thinking yesterday…” I begin as I search for coffee change in my pocket, “maybe this job is not for me.”

“Oh, get out!” she exclaims.

“Seriously, these night shifts are taking their toll on me. I barely had any sleep—again!”

“Yeah, I know, but it’s hard for everyone. You don’t work here because it’s easy, you save lives here!”

“I know…” I try not to argue with her, even though my mind has a thousand excuses for why my life is more important than anyone else’s right now.

We sit down, hot coffee warming our palms.

“I thought you’d be better tonight after relaxing in the emergency room last night.”

I can feel my cheeks blushing. “Dear lord, it wasn’t anything like that… Wait, did Collins tell you anything?”

“Tell me what?” she asks with a mischievous smile, as if intentionally not revealing whether she knows or not.

"So he didn’t," I say, cutting her off, hoping to stop this before it goes any further.

“He told me you’re a naughty nurse,” she says, her smile wide.

Fuck!

“What does that mean?” I ask slowly, my last hope resting on playing dumb.

“He told me you recently took a brief refresher course on female reproductive anatomy.”

Jesus Christ! Noooo!

“Oh… Seriously?”

“Yes. I replied that we all need a refresher like that sometimes.”

“Oh my god. Oh my freaking god!”

“Ha ha ha, what?”

“He saw it… He saw my screen!”

“Yeah? What was on there?”

“I had… It was… Wait, didn’t he tell you?”

“Tell me what? Is there more to this?”

“Oh well... Even if he didn’t tell you, it doesn’t make it any less embarrassing. He saw it, and I’m done.”

“He saw what, Jenny?!”

“I was watching porn at work, Mia! Yes, porn!”

“No way, Jen!”

“Yes, and it’s all your fault!”

“Mine?”

“Yes, I wanted to see… what it looks like when you… you know, meet with your twenty friends!”

“Oh? Oh! Ha ha ha!” Her laughter snowballs with each passing second.

“Yes, it’s so funny, isn’t it?”

“Ha ha ha, I’m sorry, I’m dying…”

“Well, it’s not funny to me, I can tell you that. He caught me watching it, and after that you both saw me coming from the emergency room. Just perfect!”

“Ha ha ha!” Mia is almost lying on the floor from laughing so hard.

“Just so you know,” I continue with the show, “you have a perverted co-worker who watches nasty lesbian videos at work. I can’t wait to see what tasks Collins will assign me now. No wonder he’s avoiding me tonight.”

“Oh, dear, I love you, Jen,” she holds my arm, trying to catch her breath. “I’m so sorry, babe.”

“Too sorry, too late,” I tell her, trying to damp my laughter as much as possible. I admit it, it’s a little funny.

“I thought he was serious about the extra anatomy classes,” Mia says, briefly composing herself. “I didn’t know what he meant; I just went along with it.”

“Right. Now you know.”

“Oh my god… Ha ha ha. I’m so sorry, Jenny. If I knew my confession was going to cause you so much trouble, I would…”

“You would what? Confess anyway?”

“Yeah,” she laughs, “exactly!”

She’s laughing so hard, but she’s so sweet that I can’t be mad at her.

“Ohh!” I groan. “This is so depressing! How will I ever look Dr. Collins in the eye? What if he tells everyone? Fuck!”

“Huh, ha ha ha…” Mia finally comes to her senses. “Okay, babe, don’t let it bother you—you watched some porn, who cares? Everyone does it sometimes.”

“Damn, Mia. As if everything else wasn’t enough already.”

“Maybe the universe is trying to tell you something,” she says with a sweet smile, her fingers soothingly caressing my shoulder.

“Yeah? What could that something be? I’m really dying to hear your next piece of advice!”

“If you block it too much on one side, it starts jumping out on the other side,” she smiles.

“Stop it.”

“Seriously,” she hugs me from the side, trying to make me feel good by teasing me some more.

“Life’s not that serious. Looking from space, your incident is just… a random event on the planet.”

I wait for a few seconds. “I hate to admit there’s some truth to that.”

Mia laughs, leaning closer. “You know what you need? A little fun. Something to loosen you up.”

“Yeah, like what? A trip to the emergency room?” I joke, fully aware that I just gave her a chance to make a move.

“Only if you promise not to scream,” she replies, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Oh my god! Now what?

My heart almost jumps out of my chest, but I play it cool with my last ounce of strength. “Oh, like you’re going with me or… something?”

Yeah, let’s make life even more complicated. It’s already a mess, so why not add a little more chaos, right?

“If you could handle it alone, you’d have done it a long time ago,” she says, crossing her arms and leaning in closer. “Seriously, if you don’t relax, I’ll have to do it for you.”

I have no idea whether she’s serious or joking, but it all feels like a now-or-never moment. My mind wants me to get up and run for my life, but something deeper, way down in my soul, says I need to grab the opportunity with both hands.

So I stand up, a high-pitched tone ringing in my ears, looking Mia directly in the eyes, feeling my lips tremble as I desperately try to hide my shaky breathing.

Wordlessly, I start walking toward the hallway. Maybe I’m floating, or even fainting, I can’t tell.

I’m standing outside the emergency room now, having no recollection of how I got here. I haven’t even checked whether Mia is following me. I turn and see her in the distance, walking through the hallway with elegant ease, doing her best not to look suspicious. I get a moment of deep clarity, realizing that this gorgeous woman is coming just for me. To relax me.

She’s taking down her bun, her rich hair flowing freely as if in slow motion—almost like in a dream, only better. Seeing this, I finally have the capacity to acknowledge what a stunning woman she is. Now that she wants me—damn, she’s a freaking hot nurse heart-stopper!

I enter the tiny room, leaving the door slightly open. This is it now. Maybe it was all just a joke, and she'll walk past me, leaving me here to die in misery. Or maybe…

The door opens, and Mia sneaks in with playful elegance, carefully closing the door with a soft click, making sure nobody saw her. I collapse against the wall, as this is all my body manages.

I want to say wow, but my mouth doesn’t work. Seeing her with hair like that makes my heart stop. She locks the door, already gazing deeply at me, instantly closing the distance between us like a tornado of pure excitement.

“Come here, baby,” she says with a soft tone that I’ve never heard from her before, her light fingers traveling on my face.

“Are we… you sure?” I exhale, feeling her soft lips brush against my cheeks already. Her moves burn with a quiet intensity, no hesitation, as if she already has a plan in mind.

“I thought I’d never get you alone here,” she breathes shakily, not knowing how strongly I feel her words. Seeing her so excited all of a sudden makes this whole experience worth any nerve I’ve fried!

“You’ve been planning this all along, you dirty, hot nurse,” I say boldly, as I feel her weight pressed against my chest, making me even more breathless.

“You have no idea…” she gasps, her lips sliding to mine, “how hard it is…” she’s delaying the kiss as if she were sampling me, “to be around you and do—nothing!”

Her steamy breath makes my mind twirl as her hands rush through every part of my body that she can reach.

“I had very naughty thoughts about you,” I whisper, my hands sliding down to finally grab her firm ass!

I thought she would ask about my thoughts, but instead, her lips storm at me and kiss me fervently, her eagerness igniting my arousal to unprecedented levels.

Her kiss is sweet, enticing, but demanding at the same time. I have no time to think about my first-ever girl kiss, as I desperately try to return the sweet sensations this hottie is sending through me.

She breaks the kiss, her greedy hands roaming all over me.

“You’re such a good kisser,” she says breathlessly, “but I’ll kiss you next time. We don’t have time for that now…”

“Next time?” I whisper, a smile forming on my lips as she moves lower with her face, landing on my breasts.

“Oh, there’s so much to discover about you! A one-time encounter will not do,” she murmurs, her hand sliding beneath my shirt and desperately grabbing my tits.

“If I had known,” I breathe in a whisper, “I’d have invited you here way earlier.”

The thought that she might have found me attractive all along has never crossed my mind. I am shocked to see her so lost in the moment, so intensely focused on me. She opens my shirt forcefully, my breast popping out only for her lips to clamp down fervently.

“Ahhh,” I hear my voice echo in the room, reminding myself to be quieter.

I bury my fingers in her hair, getting lost in the fragrance of her subtle, intoxicating perfume. She’s so soft and affectionate, nothing like the sharp nurse character I see every day at work. My hands travel over her as if I want to pull her clothes off in one swift motion. I feel the heat of her body through the uniform as she licks my swollen nipple, her sexy eyes meeting mine now, as if she’s lost in a deep trance of arousal.

“I had no idea…” I shake, not able finish the sentence.

I reach for her breasts, but she retreats, stepping back.

“We don’t have time for this,” she says, removing her shirt to make herself more agile. “Remove your pants, quick!”

I don’t need to be told twice; seeing her so deeply involved is enough to drop any defenses. The second I toss my pants away, she’s already on me, hugging me passionately, making love to my lips with the sweetest sobs.

“Oh, your kiss,” she moans into my mouth.

I feel so loved! This isn’t the cunnilingus experiment I was expecting—Mia actually wants to make love to me!

“Will you show me?” I tease her, as my lips find the courage to break the connection. “How it’s done?”

“Ohhh,” she exhales, pushing me back onto the chair.

I fall onto my butt with a soft thud. Seeing her standing in front of me as if she can’t believe her eyes, makes my desires go absolutely wild. I need to bite my lip hard to dampen the overwhelming lust she’s inducing in me.

“You know what you need to do,” she says, standing, barely containing herself as if she’s putting me to the test. I have no idea what she means, but I know exactly what to do. I lift one leg and pull my panties to the side.

“Fuuuck!” she gasps without making a sound, her perplexed face hesitating to come closer as I bite my lip and give her the most innocent look I can muster.

“I hope you like it,” I murmur, keeping my tone low, “I made her nice and neat just for you.”

Mia’s mouth is agape as she slowly lifts her gaze from my burning core to meet my eyes. She doesn’t seem to be able to speak.

“You’re so beautiful,” I tell her, pulling my panties even further aside to expose my most intimate self for her eyes only.

“Jenny, this is the first time I truly don’t know what to do,” she says sincerely, unbearable cuteness spilling all over her face.

“Why?” I ask softly as she slowly comes closer, dropping to her knees before me.

She looks into my center as if there’s something shocking about it. “No girl ever exposed herself to me so indecently!”

“Ha ha,” I reply quietly, “I’m glad to be the first one at least for something.” I laugh gently. This lovely woman sure knows how to make me feel special.

She leans forward, her face just inches away from me, but she doesn’t connect. I sense her hot breath mixing with my heat, and a cold shiver runs through me—making my body twitch, urging us both to hurry!

“It’s so lovely seeing you like this,” I say while her hands caress my thighs and her face starts barely touching my impatient folds.

“It’s so lovely seeing you like this!” she says, her lips gently brushing over my most sensitive parts, sending electricity through my whole body.

“You were so right,” she says, “you really, really smell heavenly!” She takes a deep inhale, and I almost lose my consciousness.

“But you didn’t tell me,” she continues, lifting my other leg, “that you have the most beautiful little pussy in the world!”

“Ohhh,” I moan, my eyes rolling back involuntarily as I finally feel her mouth nipping my mound with a passionate grip.

“Mmmmm,” she moans as her lips glide through my slickness almost too smoothly. “Dear god!” she exclaims as if she’s enjoying this even more than I am.

“Uhhh…” I whimper, a short breath taking my voice away.

“Oh. My. God,” she murmurs as her face starts diving into me, her touch making soft, wet sounds against my body, her cheeks glistening with my arousal.

“Ohh, ohhhhh,” I hear myself exhale shakily, pulling my legs further back to give this passionate nurse queen more access to my raw intimacy.

I’m in heaven already, and she hasn’t even stuck her tongue out of her mouth. All she’s doing is sweet, slow face rubbing, making a wet acquaintance with my most intimate area.

“I’m sorry,” she says, as if waking up from a dream, “I lost myself.”

“Please lose yourself some more,” I say, surprised by how loving my voice sounds as I pray for her to give me more of this.

She rubs against me some more, and I feel parts of her face slipping between my folds, providing ungodly jolts of pleasure I never knew existed.

“Mrrrrhhhh,” I purr, my body arching as her tongue comes into the mix, making everything feel unbearably beautiful.

“Ah, ahhh, no… yes!” My mouth says involuntarily, knowing that I don’t make any sense.

All I want now is not to come too quickly because that would be embarrassingly fast. Somehow, Mia seems to know me better than I ever have. It’s like it’s my first time being truly intimate with someone.

“Let go,” her hot mouth murmurs against my heat, as if she’s reading my mind.

Her tongue slips into me like it was made just for that. I start shaking from the dirtiness of her actions, beginning to feel waves of devastation far too early.

Her tongue masterfully slips out, makes a circular move around my clit, followed by her lips sucking my naughty button for a moment, only to feel her tongue slip back into me with the most sensational expertise.

I give in, as there isn’t a single cell in my body that wants to resist such a delightful dance of sensations. In seconds, I will be exploding with my first female orgasm onto her beautiful face in record time. And there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it.

She feels I’m getting close, so her magic intensifies, only to move my threshold higher, knowing this will make my surrender all the more destructive.

I keep inhaling, even though my lungs are already full, my body preparing for a release of unknown proportions. Mia, my enchanting co-worker nurse, is an absolute queen of intimate touch, and I’m afraid I won’t be able to behave when the energy within me tips over.

I grab her hair and push my body into her face, covering my mouth with the other hand to finally release a scream so piercing that even through my flesh it’s loud enough to wake every sleeping patient in the building.

“Arrrrgghhhh!!!”

I feel like my body has become a storm, energy surging through me, my ungodly arousal erupting onto my first-ever female lover. A mighty release starts rolling through me from the inside, leaving my body with a force I’ve never felt before.

My legs fall to the floor, my thighs squeezing Mia’s head as my body begins shaking as if I were in an electric chair, at full power. I have no control over my limbs, as the strongest feeling I’ve ever experienced rises from down there and shoots through my head, connecting me instantly to the entire universe.

I look down at poor Mia, my mouth agape, seeing her trying to reach my hot spots to prolong the ride, but my earthquake is making it impossible for her to do anything. She manages to remove her head from the hold and dives her hand into my wetness, playing the last chords of this sinful song on me with her magical fingers.

“Ahhhhh, ahhh, ahhh,” my short breaths come out in waves as she moans quietly against my thigh, her eyes constantly keeping contact with mine.

Luckily, the sharp jolts of electricity are now over, and I’m only left with the slow waves of ultimate pleasure, enjoying the last seconds of heaven with my lesbian virginity taker.

“Oh my god,” I whisper as I finally remember how to talk, the intensity of my shakes finally fading away.

“You—are—unbelievable!” she whispers back, her lips returning softly to my skin as if it wasn’t enough for her.

“You came way too early,” she murmurs against my shaved mound. “I need so much more of you!”

The heat of her breath mixes so perfectly with my lingering arousal.

“I’m so sorry,” I say, out of breath. “I didn’t… I didn’t know this was possible.”

“You…” she exhales passionately, brushing her face against everything she finds between my legs. “Jenny, please, I need so much more than this. I love your pussy so much. Promise me we’ll do this again!”

I watch her get lost in my crotch so desperately, and I can’t help but wonder what I did to deserve this. I’ve never—never!—been so cherished before. So… loved!

“Please,” she says, her hot words traveling from my core straight to my heart. “Promise!”

Her eyes meet my gaze again as she gives my burning core a final lick in a playful stroke.

She stands up, and I am still exposed before her, perplexed, unable to move, the sweetness of our act still enveloping me so lovingly.

“I… I…” I stammer, searching for words. “I didn’t know, Mia.”

We both start laughing, as it’s evident that we’re not exactly ourselves. She wipes her mouth and comes close again, her nose right before my eyes.

“I don’t have to ask, it was obvious from a plane—you liked it!”

I smile nervously. “You’re an absolute queen,” I stick my tongue out, hoping to get at least a goodbye kiss from her.

She kisses me gently, but it’s not enough. I crave more, so much more.

She puts her shirt back on, eyeing me. “You’re special. Thank you for this.”

“You’re thanking me?! For god’s sake!”

“Shhhh!” she hushes me, laughing quietly. “Shut up, you tasty thing.”

A wave of ecstasy washes over me. I’m not used to seeing her like this, and no one has ever spoken to me so sweetly. We have so much more to share, but sadly, this isn’t the time for it.

“I’ll go out, you lock yourself back in—you hear me?”

“Yes, sweetie,” I say seductively as I finally manage to get myself off the chair.

“Then you wait five minutes and come out so nobody sees you. Understand?”

“Sure thing, nurse.” I pick up my pants, looking at her. “You might want to check your makeup a little,” I tell her.

“Jeez,” she mumbles, searching for a mirror that isn’t there. She’s desperately trying to regain her composure, pulling her hair back into a bun and adjusting her glasses.

“See you around, nurse,” she says with a smile, her hand slowly opening the door.

“Hey, Mia,” I whisper loudly, and she turns with a lovely smile, her face keenly anticipating my words. “I promise!”
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“I’m done, Cara,” she informs me in a sing-song voice.

I say nothing, just check my computer and open the file.

I’ve worked with her long enough to know that half of the document will be missing. This girl is trouble. Polite, polished trouble. With that smile and those eyes that look soft but never back down, she’s a true stress dynamite. She can drive my nerves up the hill just by working silently. I can almost hear her thoughts through the silence. She curses my name over and over, but she never shows it. This little faker, always nice and smiling. I hate her.

“This is not done, Kimberly,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm in front of everyone.

“What do you mean?” she asks, already coming to my desk as if my display will show her work any differently than hers.

“If nothing else, the cost analysis is missing,” I say calmly again, exercising my zen powers. I could easily explode from her incompetence. How can’t she check the doc before sending it?!

“Open the email I sent you yesterday. Check the instructions—the five bullet points. One of them is cost analysis, right?”

She goes back to her laptop and checks. “Right. Sorry!” She sings back. She sings!

Okay, maybe I’m overreacting. She’s young and eager to learn. She’s smart as well. But she’s a clumsy mess! With all those talents, she could be a true keeper in a few years. But instead, I constantly think of firing her. Yes, I would fire her so badly!

But I don’t. And there’s a reason for that. If I fired her ass, her ass would be missing. This young woman has something that is rare to find. I could find another talent and shape her into a star, no problem. But I would never find a sexy butt like hers. Never!

It’s not just that her soul found its home in the hottest body God has ever created. She has two other attributes that hit the ball out of the park.

The first thing is her sexy yet tasteful business attire. She knows how to bring an absolutely stunning professional look into this office. Take her out of here, and this office immediately loses 30% of its credibility. She’s a head-turner in a big freaking way. And sadly, I’m a sucker for that kind of stuff. There’s nothing sexier than a good-looking office with good-looking office people.

But the second thing is even more problematic: her movements. This little heartbreaker has a swagger like it’s from another planet. The way she moves… it’s simply amazing. It’s art, it’s poetry, it’s a corporate erotic dance. And on top of that, her low level of awareness often makes her forget how to behave, which means I often catch glimpses of her crotch as she forgets she’s wearing a dress today. And yes, that happens quite a lot. Sometimes it even feels like she does it on purpose, just for me.

So, do I fire this little piece of trouble for not once finishing her work properly? No, I don’t. I’d rather fry my nerves, waiting for her to bend over again and calm me down by exposing her panties for a second. Yes, for just a second.

I know how pathetic I sound for that. Giving this kind of stuff priority over well-done work is crazy. I could afford to go out after work and watch naked girls like her for hours. But no, I need to watch Kimberly. I need to watch her give me doses of her poison, drop by drop. I guess we all have our weaknesses, and mine is just that—Kimberly.

I make her stay until she finishes. Maybe seeing others leave while she has to stay will teach her a lesson. We’re alone in the office now, and I almost feel sorry for her. I glance over at her desk and see her still typing away, her sexy glasses making her look like she’s in a commercial for an office fashion collection. Sexy as ever.

She leans back and stretches with a teasing arch of her back. As she does, her blazer slides open, and her blouse rides up just enough to reveal a flash of her toned midriff. I could watch her all day long.

“I’ll be done in a minute, Cara,” she says, catching me looking at her like a hungry wolf. Jesus Christ!

I look away, but it’s too late. It’s not the first time she’s caught me like that. But part of me doesn’t even care. Let her know that I have dirty thoughts about her. She should be well aware of the true reasons why she’s still keeping her job.

“It’s fine, Kimmie,” I say politely, “I’m here until evening today, no hurry.”

I call her Kimmie sometimes, just to show her who’s the boss. I also call her that when I eat her little pussy in my fantasies.

“Kimmie,” she replies with a wide smile, “Have I ever told you how much I like it when you call me that?”

You see that?! She likes it! This is what I’m talking about. There is no way I could make this woman go off the rails. She just beats me to the ground—each and every time.

I smile back at her, my heart still beating faster from being caught earlier. Maybe I’ll need to address it someday, this thing that we have going on here. At home, I pleasure myself thinking about her. And here in the office, she poses for me, and now she even likes it when I call her Kimmie. Maybe we already have the relationship I crave.

She comes to my desk, standing too close to me again, like any low-awareness person would.

“Check it out, Cara,” she says like the true office girl that she is. Her words practically spark out of her sexy mouth. I catch the scent of her breath even from where she’s standing. I’m not sure I’m the biggest fan of it, but then again, my hormones go crazy for this woman for all the wrong reasons anyway.

I open the file, and yes, the previously missing analysis is there.

“Good girl,” I say, scrolling through the other sections, eager to find something else wrong in her work.

She smiles and starts tapping her pen on my desk while I scroll back up through the document, prolonging her time standing beside me. Somehow, the heat of her body reaches me, even though she’s not that close, and it doesn’t make sense. I lean just a millimeter toward her, trying to soak in her presence a little more. She has no idea how much my heart races for her sometimes. Like now, for instance.

She keeps tapping with her pen, as if she’s trying to rush me. I’m not giving her the satisfaction. Let her tap some more. Besides, who does she think she is, tapping on the boss’s desk like that? I look at her pen, then raise my gaze to her eyes, piercing her with my look.

“Whoops,” she says, stopping immediately.

I will never know if she does this kind of shit on purpose or not. And it’s driving me nuts!

But her pen didn’t stop because she wanted it to; it slipped from her grip. The very next second, it lands on the floor, and she jumps to catch it, clearly scared—by my reaction, of course.

I roll my eyes, but my gaze quickly sharpens because now, as she’s bending over to pick up the pen, I see her black panties again. Only this time, it’s not a distant glimpse—I see her tempting flesh right in front of my hungry eyes, her sinful cunt just within my reach.

“For Christ’s sake, Kimberly!” escapes my mouth involuntarily.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Cara,” she says with a nervous smile, turning back to me and placing the pen on my desk with polite elegance. “It just… jumped out of my hand, sorry about that!”

“Dear Lord, I’m not talking about the pen. It’s about these constant flashes you keep giving around the office! These sexy outfits demand a certain type of behavior—you can’t just bend over like that!”

She smiles at me with the most mischievous grin her naughty face can muster.

A loud voice in my mind starts panicking: What the hell, Cara?! Now that you’re telling her, she’ll never do it again, you idiot!

Luckily, she seems unfazed by my rant. She looks down at her dress and straightens it. “You think my outfits are sexy?”

“What?” I stammer. Is she reading my mind?

“You said my outfits are sexy,” she says, her voice dripping with seduction.

“No, I didn’t!”

“Oh, yes you did,” she replies, her tone still teasing.

“All I said is that I just saw your panties, and that’s… it’s… it’s inappropriate!”

Cara, you are messing this up! Big time!

“So…” she says calmly, leaning on my desk as if my words meant nothing. “So you do notice…”

What?! What in God’s name did she just say?

“What are you talking about?” I ask, perplexed, my voice way less confident than I would like.

She takes a small step toward me, just to cross another line. “So… you’re telling me I’m a distraction?”

The smell of her perfume becomes stronger, making my mind dizzy. “Well… I’m saying that… there’s a line,” I say, trying to sound calm despite the pounding in my ears. “And you keep crossing it.”

Her waist is right next to my face, and it all looks far too much like my fantasies.

She laughs, soft but unrepentant, and her voice drops lower. “Oh, I know exactly where that line is, Cara. I just like to see if you’ll ever do anything about it.”

Look at her! This little lady thinks she can toy with me?

“I know you watch me, Cara. You watch everything I do,” she says, almost whispering, as I feel my blood boiling.

This little tease thinks she can make a move on me? Her, of all people?!

Well, maybe she’s right. Everyone’s right sometimes. Even a broken clock is right twice a day. But I’ll make sure she doesn’t think for a second that she could ever lead this game.

“So all those… inappropriate flashes, all those outfits—they’re for my benefit, is that it?” I ask, sounding as uninterested as possible, meeting her eyes and demanding with my gaze that she backs off.

“Maybe they are,” she says with a smirk, dismissing me with those gleaming eyes. “What’s the matter? You want me to stop?”

Stop?! Please, Kimmie, never stop!

“Whatever you do…” I say, a little desperate for options, “don’t change anything until you get my approval.”

She laughs. “Ha, ha, Cara—my sexy boss, always in control.”

Sexy?!

Her leg brushes my thigh, and I’m furious.

“You think you can call your boss sexy, young lady?”

Suddenly, I’m unsure if I can keep up any longer. The situation looks exactly like my fantasies, but suddenly I don’t know how to approach this.

“Oh, I’m sorry, another line crossed,” she smiles, clearly making fun of me now!

That’s it, I’m going in. I’m grabbing this little devil’s pussy. Who the hell does she think she is?!

I extend my hand and push the pen over the edge of my desk. As it reaches the floor with a fatal bang, our eyes meet in a gaze that will change me forever.

“Whoops,” my look says, telling her exactly what I want.

“What?” she says, standing her ground, knowing that playing stupid drives me absolutely insane.

“Will you pick it up?” I ask, but my God, where’s the authority in my voice when I need it!

“I picked it up when I dropped it. Now that you did it…” she replies, her eyes, once again, not backing down. “You pick it up.”

Fuck!

This little bitch knows exactly what she’s doing. She has me in checkmate. She’s just shown me that heaven is real, waiting for me to enter that door. All I need to do is put my head down and bow to her. This crazy woman is my kryptonite, I swear.

“Seriously?” I reply, my voice a little more breathless than I’d like.

“Seriously,” she nods seductively, as if she knows how much my desire burns for her lips—and everything else.

Is this really happening? Am I really going to bend over for this little manipulator? Is she actually interested, or is this some kind of twisted payback for my relentless behavior?

“I’m sorry, Kimmie, I know sometimes… I’m too harsh on you.” I have no idea where those words just came from. But finding myself surrendering to her iron will, it’s hands down the sexiest thing I’ve ever felt in my gut.

“Oh, we’re apologizing already?” she says, her long leg now slowly brushing against me on purpose. “I expected a little more resistance.”

I feel my heart hammering in my chest, her gaze pressing down on me, daring me to do what we both want. I glance down at the pen on the floor, biting back every instinct to stand my ground. But she’s calling my bluff, and every second I hesitate, she’s winning.

“Fine,” I say, forcing a smirk as if this game we’re playing is just a joke. But my trembling hands betray me—it’s anything but a joke. I’ve just put myself in a horrible position, yet for some reason, I’m willing to sacrifice everything I’ve built in this office to get a chance with my sexy apprentice. She’s more than ten years younger than me, but, damn, she obviously has a much tougher character than I thought.

I reach down, slowly bending at the waist, keeping my legs straight. I can feel my panties are wet as the cool air brushes over my exposed heat.

My movements are nice and slow—just like I’d want her to do it. I can almost feel her gaze following the curve of my body as I lean down, trying to taunt her with my pose. To my great satisfaction, I can feel she likes it, that naughty girl!

The next thing I feel is Kimberly’s hand pressing firmly against me, her fingers claiming the space between my legs with a confidence I’d never expected. I gasp but don’t pull away, the shock of her touch igniting a fire that burns down all my defenses.

“Ohh! Finally,” she says, as if she’s been waiting for this far too long.

Her touch has a level of urgency that makes it clear we’re not starting with any kind of foreplay.

I’m afraid to turn back and look at her, just as I’m equally afraid to do anything else that might break the connection. Her hand has a serious plan that I’m not willing to interrupt. If she thinks she can take control, I’ll leave my ass to her for a few moments more—and let her decide how we’ll take it from here.

“You know, Cara,” she murmurs as she presses herself against my bottom, “you really should loosen up. Might help you enjoy this a little more.”

My heart races as her fingers press harder, slipping against me with a skill that makes my knees weak.

“Kimmie… you can’t just—” My voice falters, caught between protest and a desperate need for more.

She grabs my waist, urging me to stand up, only to press her body firmly against mine, her hand moving to my throat. My whole body ignites as I feel Kimberly’s damp mouth on my ear, her breath sneaking in from behind.

“You can push me away, but I’ll make you beg for more, sexy boss!” Her voice is thick with hunger as her fingers press indecently into my private area.

“Oh…” I shock myself with the tenderness of my own moan, “Take me,” I breathe out teasingly, “Show me…”

“Oh, I will, don’t you worry about that.”

She sticks her tongue out, piercing my ear with her wet desire, sending sweet tingles through my arching body, straight down to my pussy. Her fingers slide beneath my panties, and I realize there’s no way I could ever lead this as expertly as she does.

She turns me against the table, and I catch myself on the desk with my palms, the sudden bang snapping me back to reality for a moment. She leans her weight against me, sliding her fingers inside me in a single, confident move.

“Arghhh,” I gasp, not nearly as ready as I wanted to be.

But knowing that Kimberly’s hand is the one moving inside me fuels my desire, and I only want more.

“You have no idea what it’s like to work for a demanding boss like you,” she says, her hand anything but gentle as it thrusts from behind, a tempo I never imagined could work on me.

“Yes, Kimmie, show me,” I plead, the wetness between my legs growing with each pulse of my surrender.

“Oh, I’ll show you, you can be damn sure about that!” she says, her whole body pressing down on me as she thrusts, her weight pinning me to the desk.

“Oh, yes!” I moan quietly, collapsing under the weight of her passion completely, as her other hand finds my throat again.

“So quiet now,” she murmurs, her voice a low taunt, and I grit my teeth, holding back the instinct to retort. “Come on, Cara. I thought you liked to give orders.”

“Maybe I’m just waiting to see if you can handle it,” I manage, my voice laced with defiance.

“That’s more like it,” she pumps harder, “bring the bitch back, I need to talk to her!”

My desk shifts forward with each thrust, her weight pressing me down, her roughness making it hard to breathe.

“Oh, God—”

My breath comes out in gasps as Kimberly’s fingers sink even deeper, though I didn’t know that was possible.

Her roughness makes my climax pulse through me, announcing itself from a hundred different places in my body.

“Kimberly, slow down… I’m—”

“Am I going too fast for you, boss?” she murmurs against me, the word dripping with mock respect. Her fingers withdraw quickly with a loud, slick sound.

“Don’t you dare stop—” My voice is a breathless plea, but Kimberly only laughs softly.

“Didn’t think you were the begging type, Cara,” she murmurs, her warm voice pressing against my skin as her whole body leans on me.

“I’m not begging,” I snap, though my tone betrays me. “I’m… directing.”

“Oh, is that what you’re doing?” She stands up, and I can hear the smirk in her voice. “Because from here, you look pretty desperate.”

“Desperate? You wish.” I turn and lift my unraveled body from the table.

“Mmm… maybe I do,” she says, crossing her arms as if waiting for me to make the next move. She can’t leave me like this! I don’t deserve this!

“Sit,” she commands, her eyes barely hinting at the chair.

Only God knows how relieved I am to hear her say that. I was half a second away from grabbing my dignity and running out of here, saving my sorry self from further humiliation.

But now, this gorgeous, stunningly beautiful office girl wants me to sit down, and I’ll gladly oblige.

She kneels before me and lifts my legs up, like I’m a doll she owns. I squeeze my breasts with my elbows, finding one of my fingers in my mouth, as if seeking something to soothe me in my desperate, exposed state.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur as I watch her examining me intently. “I’m not… prepared down there. If I’d known—”

“Thank God,” she says, her eyes never leaving my core.

She leans in and smells me, like she’s craved her whole life to do it. It makes me horny as hell.

“Don’t worry, you smell like a boss,” she says, her nose slowly exploring as she presses my legs back as far as they’ll go.

A genuine smile spreads across my lips, and I laugh inside at her insolence. Her confidence is turning my desires into a starving werewolf. I admit it—no matter how tough I am, I could never do what she just did.

“This is a lesson about letting go, Cara.”

She holds my legs up as she leans closer, softly pressing her face against my damp heat, her cheeks brushing tenderly over my wet skin.

“Can you let go? Completely?”

“Mmm…” a desperate moan escapes me, “You’re so… good at this.”

“I didn’t expect to hear that anytime soon,” she says, extending her tongue and taking a long, slow glide through the center of my most sensitive area.

“Mmmmm!” I purr softly, but inside, my soul screams in pure delight.

“What the hell is happening?” I whisper, squeezing my breasts harder.

“So deliciously salty,” she says with her tongue lingering on my slickness, her smile bright behind my mound.

“I’m sorry…” I breathe, almost worried that I didn’t shower this morning.

“Just the way I like it,” she murmurs, her tongue finding new paths on me.

“Ohhh…” I gasp silently, my body shivering. Her touch is beyond amazing.

“Irresistibly salty, just like her owner’s character,” she slips a finger inside me without pulling her lips away.

I swallow, barely able to form the words. “You’re… pushing it… Kimmie!”

“And you’re loving it.”

She adds a second finger, masterfully pressing against my walls so I feel as if I’m filled with so much more.

“Ahhh, so lovely…” I surprise myself with my choice of words.

“Tell me, Cara… who’s in control now?” she asks, her tongue beginning its main act.

“Oh… Oh, ah, ah!” my cries fill the room as I realize how close I already am. “I have no idea!”

“Who’s in control!” she commands, her hot lips pressed against me, her tongue working magic I never knew was possible.

“You! You’re in control, my Kimmie!” I give her everything she wants, “Just keep doing this…”

“Beg me!”

“Please…”

“Louder!”

“Pleaseee!” I cry, feeling her tongue everywhere at once.

“You need more love in your life,” she says, pausing to breathe, her fingers taking a brief break as well.

“Mmmm,” I whine, desperate for her touch. “I’m so close,” I tell her directly, hoping she’ll show mercy and finish me.

I can feel that I’m completely soaked, and she makes it worse by smearing my slickness around with her fingers, mixing it with her saliva across my skin.

Suddenly, I feel her wet, slimy touch at my second entrance.

“Don’t you dare!” I snap out of my daze.

“What makes you think you’ve got anything to say?” Her gaze sharpens as she grabs my hips and pulls me closer, exposing me even more.

“Nothing’s going in there, you hear me?”

“Yes, boss,” she says like I was her toy.

The next second, her tongue is right there, at the forbidden spot, connecting with my body in a completely alien way.

“Mmmm,” she murmurs, pressing harder against me. “You’re sooo tasty! I’ll need much, much more of this…”

"You naughty girl," I whine weakly, convinced enough that she really wants to be right there.

“Oh, my, so incredibly sweet,” her hungry words are muffled against my exposed, tight entrance as she clearly begins to lose herself in the act.

I feel a flicker of doubt, but under her lustful eagerness, my fears melt like ice. There’s a feeling of deep surrender to her genuine want that prevails over everything. She doesn’t ask for permission—she simply takes, and there’s something irresistibly hot about that.

“Fine. If you want my ass…” I give in, as if I had a choice, “have it.”

“There it is,” she says, her voice soft, as her tongue flicks over the edge of my rim, working in slow, maddening circles. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

I can’t help the shiver that runs through me, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she pushes me further, her touch relentless.

Again I feel her fingers on me while her tongue persists on my least noble area. She is rougher this time, insistent and utterly indecent.

“Mrrawww,” she moans with greedy want, not holding back a damn bit, her touch possessive, claiming, invasive. The mix of sensations in me feels so surreal that my mind finally burns out and steps aside completely.

Suddenly, I am just a beam of energy with a single purpose, and that purpose is emerging right now in front of me.

“Ah, ah, ah, ah!” The loud moans are probably mine, but I can’t distinguish any piece of reality from a dream I might—or might not—be dreaming right now.

I feel this stunning woman on me, feel her penetrating me, but I can’t tell where or how. It’s all just pure ecstasy, sweet waves rocking my core in ways I could never be prepared for.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhhhh!”

This time, I recognize my own screams as an earthquake erupts from the deeps of my pelvic area, sending jolts of pure power through the surface of my body.

I think I’m coming, but more than that, I’m just a medium for the ultimate, most primal force of nature, shooting through my body like a continuous lightning strike.

I can feel that I am shaking, but it’s a distant experience, as if I were dreaming something from the past and the future at the same time.

“Mmmmaaaarghh, ahh!” escapes my mouth as I squeeze a head between my thighs, opening my eyes to find a gorgeous face between my legs.

“Kimberly!” I scream, almost scared of her. I swear, I forgot for a moment that she was the one sending this ecstasy coursing through me.

“What the fuck! What the fuck!” I back away, almost panicked, sweet climax still throbbing in every corner of my body.

“Are you okay, boss?” she asks, drawing back slightly, and in my blurred vision I think I see a smile.

My brain kicks in again, and I find myself sitting in the chair, breathing heavily, a lukewarm puddle beneath my butt.

“Cara?” she asks again, sounding genuinely concerned for my well-being.

“I’m alright,” I whisper, “It’s okay… Everything is… okay!” I say, finally gaining some composure as the intensity slowly fades from my body, leaving me feeling marked forever.

“Oh,” she says, a wide smile creeping onto her face again. “That letting-go thing… Looks like you took it seriously,” she teases, satisfaction clear on her naughty face.

“I had an out-of-body experience, Kimmie,” I tell her, grateful just to be breathing again, “An out-of-body experience, you crazy girl!”

“Ha, ha, it sure looked like it,” she says, standing up.

“You’re a wizard, Kimberly! A witch!”

“Ha, ha!” she laughs adorably, straightening her outfit, looking as perfect as ever. “It’s amazing to see you so… awake!”

“Damn, Kimmie,” I laugh, not caring a bit that I’m still naked in front of this woman. “This was nothing short of a complete sexual transformation!”

“Get out!”

“No, really! You’re a master! You’re an absolute goddess!”

She looks visibly surprised by my words, and so am I.

“Cara, it was my pleasure. If you keep loosening up like this, maybe I’ll let you return the favor someday.”

“Oh, Kimmie… Kimmie!”




♥♥♥



CLAIMED BY MY LESBIAN YOGA INSTRUCTOR


CHAPTER 1

Thick fog sticks to the trail like a heavy blanket, wet and cold, smelling like pine trees and muddy dirt. My boots sink into the damp earth, whispering softly with each step. Then I see the cabin—it’s a small, dark wooden shape in the mist, with smoke coming out of its chimney and mixing into the foggy air.

Three days ago, I dumped Jake—his “you’re too cold” nagging still stings—and snagged this yoga retreat off a random flyer.

A cure for burnout, they promised.

Burned out? Yeah, that’s me. But now, staring at this misty trap, I’m not so sure. Yoga in endless nature? One-on-one therapy? What was I thinking? I’d rather be alone right now.

The wooden cabin glows warmly, but I dread the person waiting inside, seeing me in this raw, vulnerable state.

“Too cold? Fuck you!” echoes in my mind—words I wish I’d yelled at Jake, but didn’t.

Instead, I just stared at him like a stranger, numb and shocked. Then I walked out in silence, leaving his sorry ass behind. Some relationships just aren’t meant to last, I guess.

Okay, get yourself together. I push the door open, the hinges creaking, and heat washes over me—firelight dances in the corner, the air thick with a warm, woody scent.

And there she stands: my yoga instructor for the next hour. Wow, my brain screams, forcing me to look away.

Okay, what is that?

Her name is Elena, I know that from the flyer. But why is my heart beating faster right now? For a woman?

She’s mid-40s, maybe, but radiates something timeless—strong, untouchable. Her teasing smirk makes me blush, and her dark, knowing eyes make me want to run.

“Late, little one,” she purrs, her voice light but edged, like a game’s already begun. “Thought you’d ghost me.”

She turns, her trained ass taut in black leggings.

Fuck me, she’s hot. Yoga does that? I hope I’ll be like her when I’m older.

“A longer walk than I expected. Sorry,” I mumble, forcing a smile as I drop my bag with a soft thud.

My throat tightens—she’s gorgeous, all sharp lines and quiet power. I sneak a glance—bare, manicured feet, balanced stance—and my pulse stutters. I want to say something clever, but my tongue betrays me.

She steps closer, extending her hand. Her scent hits me—simply enchanting.

“Elena,” she says, her palm warm, inviting.

“Tessa,” I reply, trying to sound lively, hiding how weak I feel inside.

“Strip to your shorts,” she says, casual but firm.

Strip?

“Let’s see what I’m working with.” Her tone’s playful, but those eyes pin me, daring me to flinch.

I fumble my boots off, shed my hoodie and jeans, standing shaky in a tank and shorts. Goosebumps prickle across my skin—the fire’s warm, but her stare chills me.

“Like this?” I smile, trying to ease the awkwardness.

She circles me slowly, a predator sizing prey, and stops behind me.

“Just. Like. This.”

Her breath grazes my neck, warm and steady, and I freeze. Oh God, she’s close. My mind’s a mess—she's twice my age, but her body is sculpted like a dream. What’s happening?

Her hands land on my shoulders—firm, warm, sliding down my arms like she’s claiming me. I swallow a gasp, heart hammering.

“This is a yoga treatment, right?” My insecurity slips out, but this looks nothing like the flyer.

“You’re tense,” she murmurs, fingers lingering, testing my skin.

She leans in, nose brushing my neck, and inhales slowly, deeply—a soft hum escapes her.

She’s smelling me? What the fuck?

“You smell like you’re hiding something.”

“Excuse me?”

“Look, Tessa. You’re here to make your life better, right?”

“Yes, but—”

“And you’re here, in my treatment, trusting me to do my job, correct?”

There’s only one answer she’ll accept. “Yes.”

My knees wobble—she’s sniffing me, and for some reason, I want her to keep going. It’s sexual, no denying it. I crave closeness so badly. Jake called me cold—yeah, right. He’s the cold one. I would have given him everything if he'd been even remotely compatible with me—like she is.

Her hands stay on my skin, sending shivers through every cell. I’ve dreamed of hands like these—I just didn’t know it would be a woman. A woman who understands another woman?

Her hands are so soft, gentle… but commanding at the same time.

Heat creeps up my chest, and I bite my lip, terrified she’ll hear my thoughts. Her lips hover near my ear, not touching, just breathing, and I shiver, caught in her orbit. This is insane. I shouldn’t want this.

She spins me to face her, hands still on my arms, and nudges me back. I stumble, trusting her to lead. My spine hits the cabin wall, rough wood scraping through my tank, and she smiles.

“Yoga’s about release,” she says, her knee brushing my thigh, pinning me lightly. “Ready?”

I nod, mute, too scared to speak. Inside, I’m screaming—touch me again, please, I’d die for it. Her closeness is a fantasy I’ve never dared voice, not even to myself. She’s everything Jake wasn’t—experienced, determined, her—and my body hums, traitorously eager. She doesn’t know what she’s doing to me. Or does she?

She steps back, grabbing a black, thin yoga strap from a shelf. She dangles it playfully, then snaps it tight.

“Arms up,” she says, soft but unyielding.

“Up?” I ask, like I don’t trust that beautiful smile.

“Yes. Stretching,” she laughs, like it’s a joke I don’t get. “Big part of any exercise.”

My breath hitches—fear spikes, but I obey, lifting my arms slowly. She steps in, her eyes locking on my armpits, then drifting to my breasts.

“Stretching?” I smirk, letting her know I’ve caught her inappropriate gaze.

She’s unbothered, studying my exposed, shaved skin, increasingly dewy with sweat. She’s looking at me like she has serious plans, and I freeze, waiting to see if this is real or some kind of game. Her soft, gentle breath brushes over me. She’s everywhere, and I’m drowning in it.

She loops the strap around my wrists, tying it to a beam overhead. My arms stretch, tank riding up, and the cabin’s heat presses in—fog seals the windows, fire pops, and I’m trapped. Safe in a warm cabin, maybe—but caught. Tied up like this, she could do anything. And me, broken as I am right now… I’d let her.

My mind spins—this is wrong, isn’t she too old?

I meet her gaze and I drown in her bright eyes. Fuck old—she’s perfect. Too perfect, and I’m just a kid to her.

“Just like this,” she says, her breath enveloping me, fresh—and horny.

Lust burns hotter, imagining her hands lower, her breath elsewhere. I’d give her everything right now. She kneels slowly, her face near my shorts. She doesn’t touch—just leans in, and I hear her sniff again, this dirty woman. A low growl rumbles from her chest.

“Do you believe in fatal attraction?” she asks casually, like we’re discussing dinner.

Fatal attraction? Oh, I know about that!

“Yes?” I squeak, hating how weak I sound.

Her eyes flick up, glinting, and I flush—melting from the anticipation. My panties dampen, and I clench my thighs, mortified.

She stands, smirking, and grabs a bamboo stick—thin, menacing.

“Are you willing to work for what you want?” she chirps, twirling it like a toy.

“Work? What do you mean?”

“Suffer, even?”

The stick glides over my body, her gaze fixating on my armpits again. It drifts lower, but her eyes stay locked there.

“Turn,” she demands, the stick guiding me.

I face away, instinctively lifting my ass for her, like I’m begging her to tap it. No delay—the stick strikes before I can brace myself.

Snap!

The first hit lands on my thigh—not light at all. I flinch at the sting, staying silent.

Shit, that hurt more than I expected. But no way I’m showing weakness. This hot older woman has me tied up, spanking me—I’m not screwing this up.

She snaps again, harder.

“Ouch!” I tremble, the sharp sting flashing red in my mind.

“Well?” she demands. “Are you willing to?”

“To do what? Yoga?” A silly joke slips out—I can’t just let her spank me and stay quiet.

“Oh, look at her, quite the tease, aren’t you?”

SNAP!

“Fuck!” I scream—this one’s too much. “Careful, lady,” I gasp, trying to set boundaries, but my ass lifts again, begging for more.

Again. SNAP!

“Ouchh! Dear God, it hurts so much…” I cry, the fire searing where she struck twice.

“Pain is a great teacher,” she says, breathing heavily, satisfaction glowing on her face as my teasing fades.

“What did I do…” I whimper, voice breaking.

“You’re a bad girl,” she says, pressing her warm, damp body against me from behind. “No discipline.” Her lustful breath grazes my ear.

“Oh…” I breathe, tears pricking—not from pain, but from the weight of wanting her, blind to where this leads.


CHAPTER 2

My arms strain, stretched high by the strap, and Elena’s closeness spins my head dizzy. Her warm hands glide down my arms, landing on my bare armpits, circling, tracing slick paths across my skin with her palms. It’s like I already know her—her filthy, delicious mind.

She spins me to face her, and damn, I want her mouth on me so bad. She’s too gorgeous, too hot to just stare at.

Fear knots my gut, but lust burns hotter, wild and secret. I try to stay quiet, barely keeping my lips closed. She’s my dream, and I’m aching to see where this leads.

She tilts her head, playful, dragging the stick up my leg, slow, teasing the hem of my shorts.

“So quiet now, little one,” she says, her voice a soft taunt. “Good—I’ll make you loud soon.”

Her eyes glaze as her nose dips into my armpit, sniffing hard—once, twice, a greedy grunt escaping. Her tongue flicks out, tasting the damp skin, nipping like she’s starving for my dirt.

I shiver, a soft “Oh…” slipping free.

She’s licking me, in the weirdest spot, and I’m just watching in awe. I can’t wrap my mind around it—this is insane! But something in me wants it to get worse. Worse, fast.

She bares her teeth, biting my armpit—careful, but just enough to sting.

“Is yoga supposed to hurt?” I tease, knowing she loves it.

She pulls back, smirking wider, and pinches my nipple through my tank—light, then harder, stretching it out.

“Uhh… they’re sensitive,” I gasp, knowing she’ll ignore my plea.

My back arches, pain sparking into heat, and she tugs again, slow and relentless. My nipple throbs, stretched taut, and I’m reeling—she’s ruining me, and I’m begging for it inside.

“Stretching’s the fun part,” she purrs, sniffing my chest, her nose pressing into the damp fabric. “Wait till I bend you proper—ass up, all mine.”

Her breath scalds, and she kneels fast, tugging my shorts down an inch. Her face buries in my crotch, sniffing deep through my panties.

A long exhale escapes me. Having her on my pussy is a whole new game. My panties soak, and I’ve got so much more for her.

“You’re a match for me,” she says, lust dripping from her words.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Of—fucking—yeah! Smelling like sin down here, and you’re gonna pay for it.”

She dives back into my shorts, inhaling with everything she’s got. Dear God!

She stands, wiping her mouth, and I tremble.

“Gonna tie you tighter next,” she murmurs, “make you squirm for me.”

I swallow, legs shaky, and mutter, “Thought yoga was all ‘om’ and candles.” My voice wavers, and she laughs—soft, wicked.

“Oh, sweet girl,” she says, grabbing a vial of oil from the shelf, “my ‘om’ comes with screams.”

She drizzles it on her fingers—slick, amber—and slides them up my thigh, stopping just shy of my panties.

“I’ll slick you up,” she adds, “then work this little body till you’re begging.”

Her hand slips behind me, tracing the edge of my shorts, then slides beneath my panties. She travels through shamelessly, landing directly on my dirty hole. I stiffen as her fingertip grazes my ass—light, teasing the crease.

“Whoa,” I say, startled; even for her, this is bold.

She ignores me, presses—just the tip sliding in—and I jolt, a loud “Oh God!” bursting out.

She pulls back, smirking, and sniffs my neck, her nose dragging slow and hungry.

What the fuck? Did she just have her finger up my ass? My thoughts churn—this shouldn’t feel right, but her intimate closeness enchants me. I’d let her do worse.

“You’re flexible already,” she teases, sniffing her oiled fingers, eyes glinting.

“Is this what you came for?”

The strap bites my wrists, and I sag, helpless, but force out, “I want you.”

“You want me? Dear Lord, someone’s out of touch!” she scoffs, brushing off my raw vulnerability like I’m nothing.

She sniffs my armpit again, and it hits me—I’m here for her fun, nothing else.

“Fuck,” she groans, a flicker of weakness in her voice as she buries herself in my skin.

“Next hit’s lower,” she says, almost angry for showing that crack. “Gonna mark you up nice—my little project. Coming so irresistible to my class? That’s a mistake you won’t repeat.”

SNAP!

“Auch!”

My thighs shake, I can feel slickness pooling. She’s hitting me, but I’m hooked. Inside, I’m spiraling—she’s too perfect, and I know her smacks are her way to show affection. I’m craving it all, desperately needing her to show more of her true self.

She kneels, nose to my crotch again, sniffing hard. Her closeness fills me, and I’m dying to bury my nose in her skin too.

She tugs my panties aside, just enough, and sniffs bare flesh—loud, feral.

“You’re poison,” she growls, rising slow, “calling dark thoughts to my mind.”

My hips twitch, and I bite my lip—she’s my fantasy, and I’m drowning.

“Poison…” I whisper, voice small but pushing.

“You’re damn right—you smell like it!” she purrs, grabbing my chin, tilting my face up.

Her nose brushes my mouth, sniffing my breath—sharp, needy.

“I’m gonna stretch you wide,” she whispers, “find your limits—every hole, every cry.”

Her thumb stretches my nipple again, hard, and I moan, “You have strange ways of showing love.”

“Love? Give me a break! You’re trouble, you need discipline!”

The fire crackles, and she steps back, stick twirling. “We’ll see how long you hold that sass.”

She closes in, her breasts pressing against mine. Her breath hits my face, eyes locked on my lips as her hand slips beneath my shorts. Her finger’s on my rim again, teasing the entrance.

“My…” is all I manage as she slides in, probing indecently, like it’ll never be enough for her.

“You dirty slut,” she hisses through her teeth, “look what you made me do!” Her fatal fragrance hypnotizes me, sharp words wreaking havoc in my chest.

I hang there—bound, throbbing, soaked—lost in her game. She’s my goddess, and I’m hers.


CHAPTER 3

She’s on her knees again, her nose brushing my inner thigh, and I’m trembling—helpless, exposed, dripping. Her hands grip my hips, firm and possessive, yanking my shorts down. My pussy is exposed and her mouth is suddenly on me—ferocious, unrelenting, her tongue diving into my wetness like she’s starving.

I gasp, a sharp “Oh fuck!” tearing from my throat as she devours me, lips and teeth prying me open.

My thighs quake, slickness pooling fast, and I’m lost in the wet, greedy sounds—sucking, lapping, growling low in her chest. She’s ruthless, her tongue plunging deep, then flicking hard against my clit.

I buckle, jerking my hips into her face.

“Elena—God—” I choke out, voice cracking, but she doesn’t stop, just digs her fingers into my ass, spreading me wider.

My head lolls back, the beam creaking above—and her mouth is everywhere, claiming me, ruining me. She is in two places at once, overwhelming me, and it’s too much. But I’m hers, completely. I don’t care how loud I get, I let my moans spill freely as she eats me like it’s her last meal.

Then—CRASH—the door flies open, slamming against the wall. I flinch, eyes snapping wide. Elena pulls back, lips glistening, her face flushed with lust and irritation.

A woman stands there—tall, lean, blonde hair tied back tight—another yoga instructor, I assume.

“Olivia?” Elena blurts.

Olivia freezes, mouth dropping, staring at me tied up, shorts yanked down, Elena kneeling between my legs.

“Oh—shit, sorry!” she stammers, hands flying up like she’s shielding her eyes, but she doesn’t leave.

“I didn’t—uh—I thought this was my slot—”

Elena wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, standing slow, unbothered.

“We’re just in the middle of…” she drawls, letting the silence hang thick and awkward, her smirk daring Olivia to bolt.

But Olivia doesn’t. She shifts, foot scuffing the floor, cheeks pink, her eyes darting between us frantically.

“Yeah, I see,” Olivia says, voice high, forcing a nervous laugh. “I mean, haha. Just—wow.”

Her voice soothes my ears, bringing a fresh, sexy vibe that heats the cabin even more.

Elena crosses her arms, leaning against me casually, her shoulder brushing my bound arm.

“Tessa here’s a special case,” she says, tone dripping with mock innocence. “She needed a… hands-on approach. Right, little one?”

She pats my thigh, and I squirm, mortified, my pussy still throbbing, exposed to the foggy air.

Olivia blinks, then turns away. “I guess I’d better leave, sorry…”

“Oh, don’t be a party pooper,” Elena shoots back, rolling her eyes. “She’s loving it—aren’t you, Tessa?”

“I—uh—” I start, but Olivia cuts in, waving her hands.

“I bet she does.” She glances at me, like she’s itching for an excuse to keep staring.

Elena snorts, stepping closer to Olivia, blocking her exit. “Relax, Liv. This is what girls do when they’re alone. Ever tried it?”

Olivia’s jaw tightens, but she doesn’t back away. “Tried what? Hanging from the ceiling, or…”

“Having some fun, for God’s sake!”

“Excuse me,” I interrupt, “I’m still hanging here. Can you untie me now?”

“You see this?” Elena smirks. “What a mess she is. It’s work for two—I need help.”

Olivia’s eyes snap to me, then dart away fast. “I’m not—I don’t—Elena, come on, this is insane. She’s, what, half your age? And tied up?”

“Yeah, so young, she’s got a lot to learn! And you, Liv, I’m not gonna beg. Sit on the sofa.”

“Elena?”

“Now!”

I smile as Olivia’s eyes betray her—she wants this, she’s just one mental block away from diving in. I don’t know what possesses me, but I wink at her.

She hesitates, then steps closer, as if testing my vibe. Dear Lord, another hot woman so close—younger than Elena, maybe in her thirties, but her energy’s more like mine. I feel safer with her around.

I swallow hard, voice gone, my body screaming yes while my brain keeps drowning in embarrassment.

Olivia stares, chewing her lip, then mutters, “This is so fucked up.”

She leans in, locks eyes with me, and kisses me—slow, long, a French kiss that melts me in a whole new way. My first girl kiss, but I feel like a damn pro.

“Well, look at that,” Elena says, her tone commanding. “You two think you’re having fun here?”

“I should report this,” Olivia says, pulling back. “I should—but—God, why am I still standing here?”

“Curious, aren’t you,” Elena teases, voice low. “Wondering what it’s like—her taste, her juices, her little gasps. Don’t lie, Liv, I see it in your face.”

“You’re gorgeous,” Olivia whispers to me, like Elena doesn’t exist.

“Alright, that’s enough,” Elena snaps, marching to the door and locking it with a sharp click.

“Liv, undress and sit on that sofa.”

“What?” Olivia’s jaw drops again.

Elena turns back to me with a sudden grin. “Come on, help me, Liv. This one’s trouble for two.”

She nods at me, like I’m a project they’ll tackle together.

“Help you? How exactly?”

“We’re gonna show her. This little slut will watch us, tied up, powerless.”

“Watch us?”

“Oh yeah. Get on that sofa already,” Elena orders, starting to strip.

“Just like this,” she says, sitting bare, throwing her legs up and spreading wide—exposing her mature pussy shamelessly before our eyes.

“Fuck, Elena, you—are—crazy,” Olivia stammers, but starts undressing too.

She’s playing along? No way.

“Watch her,” Elena says, nodding at me, her fingers sliding over her own slickness as Olivia sheds every stitch. “She’s our little show now.”

Olivia’s breath hitches, but she doesn’t protest—just keeps stripping until her toned, heavenly body is bare. God, is this real? Someone pinch me!

I look at Olivia, eyes hungry, but I want to see Elena too, working her pussy with such devotion. Olivia smiles at me, walks backward to the sofa, and lands right next to Elena.

“Your legs, up,” Elena commands, and Olivia doesn’t hesitate.

Dear Lord, another bare pussy right in front of me, legs wide open, both women exposed. Absolutely surreal.

I hang there, staring back as Elena works herself, moaning soft and low. Olivia’s fingers hesitate, then dip in, and she gasps, eyes locked on me—tied, dripping, helpless.

My heart wants to leap from my chest, my body burning under their gazes. Olivia’s shaky breaths mirror mine—lost, perplexed, horny.

I’m trapped—watching them touch themselves, legs splayed, lost in their rhythm, every wet sound stoking my arousal like oil on a fire.


CHAPTER 4

The air in the cabin is heavy with sweat and lust, the fire’s crackle drowned by the wet, rhythmic sounds of Elena and Olivia on the sofa. My body’s a live wire—every nerve screaming as I watch.

Elena’s fingers plunge deep, her moans sharp and commanding, while Olivia’s hesitant strokes quicken, her eyes flicking to me with guilt and hunger.

My thighs clench, slickness dripping down my leg, and I’m powerless—trapped, aching, tortured by the sight.

Elena’s head tilts back, hair spilling over the cushions, and she catches my gaze, smirking through her pleasure.

“How’s it feel now, little one,” she purrs, her voice a taunt, “watching two women you can’t touch?”

Her fingers slow, deliberate, teasing herself as she watches me squirm.

She’s right—it’s torture. My chest heaves, skin burning with the need to feel them, their heat against mine.

“It’s—it’s unbearable,” I rasp, voice cracking, hips twitching uselessly.

I’d do anything—beg, crawl, scream—to close the distance, to taste them, to be part of it.

Elena’s smirk widens, wicked and knowing. “Liv,” she snaps, tone shifting to steel, “stand up. Grab that stick.”

Olivia freezes, fingers stalling mid-stroke, breath hitching as she glances at Elena.

“Now,” Elena adds, sharp, and Olivia obeys, rising on shaky legs.

She snatches the bamboo stick from the floor, her naked body glistening in the firelight, and steps toward me, uncertainty flickering in her eyes.

“Pop her,” Elena commands, lounging back, resuming her slow, deliberate rhythm on herself.

Olivia hesitates, then swings—too light, a faint tap against my thigh.

I flinch, more from surprise than pain, and Elena’s laugh cuts the air, low and mocking.

“Harder, Liv. Make her scream.”

Olivia’s lips part, a nervous smile tugging at them as she checks my eyes for permission. She swings again—still soft, barely a sting.

My skin prickles, but it’s not enough, and Elena’s patience snaps.

“Oh, harder, for God’s sake!” she snarls, sitting up, eyes blazing.

Olivia swallows, nods, and this time she doesn’t hold back—the stick cracks against my thigh, a searing snap that rips a scream from my throat.

“Fuck!” I cry, pain blooming into wild, pulsing heat that floods my core.

“Sorry…” she whispers, but all I do is melt.

It’s her—Olivia—sweet, hesitant Olivia, delivering it. The sting twists into something feral, and I’m more aroused than ever, trembling with want.

“Kiss me again,” I demand, voice raw, desperate.

She drops the stick, steps in, and presses her lips to mine, her tongue diving in with fervor—hard, hungry.

She’s hot and slick, and I melt into her mouth, straining against the strap to get closer.

Elena’s voice cuts through, icy and sharp. “Enough! Liv, get back here. Now.”

Olivia pulls away, breathless, her eyes apologetic as she retreats.

“Lick me,” Elena orders, spreading wide again, her pussy glistening in the dim light.

Olivia kneels, obedient, and buries her face there, her tongue working as Elena’s head tips back with a guttural moan.

“Now look at this, little one,” Elena says, voice dripping with cruel delight as she rides Olivia’s mouth. “How’s that feel?”

Her eyes lock on mine, ecstasy twisting her features, and I can’t tear away—Olivia’s soft gasps, the wet sounds, Elena’s shameless pleasure—it’s a dagger in my chest. Torture, pure and unrelenting.

“I want this, please!” I blurt, voice breaking, desperation clawing at me.

The strap bites harder as I strain, but Elena doesn’t move to free me. She laughs, low and dark, fingers tangling in Olivia’s hair.

“You should suffer,” she says, tone biting. “Coming in here so irresistible, thinking you can do anything just because you’re young and sexy? You need manners.”

“I have needs too!” I snap, frustration boiling over, my body a furnace of unmet desire.

Elena’s eyes narrow, glinting with challenge as she grinds against Olivia’s face, moans sharpening.

“You want pussy?” she taunts, voice a silky whip. “I can’t hear any begging.”

“Please,” I choke out, desperate, thighs trembling as I watch them.

“Please, Elena—let me—I’ll do anything.” My voice cracks, raw and exposed, and Elena’s smirk deepens, victorious.

She tilts her head, a flicker of something softer—mercy, maybe—crossing her sharp features.

“Okay, Olivia,” she says, voice low and deliberate, “she said please. Give her some pussy.”

Olivia glances at her, uncertain, then rises from between Elena’s thighs, lips and chin slick with Elena’s release.

She steps toward me, slow, her bare feet silent on the wood, stopping just an inch from my lips. I can smell it already—Elena’s salty, primal scent wafting off her, sharp and intoxicating.

“Give her my taste,” Elena adds, smirking, lounging back like a queen on her throne. “That’s all she’ll get.”

Olivia’s breath is shaky, and I’m drowning in it—Elena’s glistening essence smeared across her face, mixing with Olivia’s sweet warmth. She leans in, and her lips crash into mine, richer now, deeper, a filthy blend of her kiss and Elena’s flavor flooding my mouth. I moan into it, loud and desperate, the taste igniting me—salty, wild, primal.

“Now taste her,” Elena commands, voice cutting through the haze, sharp and unyielding.

“Her armpits—smell her, Liv. You’ll see what this trouble’s made of.”

Olivia pulls back, giving me a surrendered, almost pleading look before sliding down my body. Her nose brushes my stretched armpit, damp with sweat, and she inhales, slow and deep.

Elena chuckles, dark and knowing. “See? She can’t smell bad even if she tried—trouble through and through.”

Olivia’s eyes flutter shut, lost in it, her breath hot against my skin as she breathes me in again, deeper, like she’s drinking me. My head spins, pulse hammering—she’s savoring me, unraveling me thread by thread.

“Enough!” Elena snaps, her tone a whip. “Now her pussy—bury your face in her juices. Bring me her taste.”

Olivia doesn’t hesitate—she drops lower, hands gripping my hips. Her nose presses into me first, sniffing hard, then her mouth follows, hot and eager, tongue plunging into my slickness.

I’m soaked, dripping for her, and the second she laps at me, my body ignites—an orgasm crashes up fast, immediate, thighs trembling as I cry out, “Oh God—Olivia!”

My hips buck against her face, chasing it, but Elena’s voice slices through like a blade.

“Stop!” she barks, and Olivia pulls back just as I’m tipping over the edge. The pleasure fractures, jagged and incomplete, but it still hits—strong, messy, leaving me shuddering and undone.

It’s torture, the peak stolen, and I whimper, body pulsing with aftershocks.

“Come here, Liv,” Elena orders, voice thick with hunger. “I didn’t realize she’d gone so far already, that little mess. Give me her taste.”

Olivia rises, dazed, my wetness shining on her lips, and stumbles back to Elena. They kiss—hard, sloppy, Elena’s tongue diving in to claim me secondhand. She groans into Olivia’s mouth, loud and unrestrained, then breaks away, eyes locking on mine as she starts to unravel.

Her fingers plunge back into her pussy, frantic, and she yells, filthy and raw—“Fuck, Tessa, you little slut—look at you, dripping like a whore, making me lose it! You’re a goddamn mess! Oh, Ohhh!!”

She’s calling me a slut, and I can only smile at this dirty, dirty older woman as she comes just like me, instantly, overwhelmed by my taste. It doesn’t get hotter than this.

A devastated “Ohhhh” fills the cabin.

Her orgasm rips through her, body arching off the sofa, moans echoing off the cabin walls as she rides it out, cursing me through every shudder.

“Fuuuuck!” she groans, her body cramping with aftershocks as Olivia watches, breathless, caught between us.

I hang there—spent, aching, still bound—aching my own release like never before.

Elena looks at me, her eyes glinting with sharpness, and I know she’s not done with me yet—not even close.


CHAPTER 5

Elena stands and steps forward, her breath still ragged from her last climax, and yanks the strap loose with a sharp tug. My arms drop, tingling, and I stumble, knees weak, but she catches me—her hands firm on my shoulders, her scent flooding me, musky and sharp.

“This therapy session’s coming to an end, little one,” she says, voice low, edged with a dare. “Now prove yourself. Please us both.”

My pulse races—freedom, finally, but... it’s a test.

Olivia stands there, naked, her chest heaving, eyes wide with uncertainty. Elena smirks, stepping back.

“Start with her,” she commands, nodding at Olivia. “Drown in her—taste her, smell her. Then switch to me. Go!”

They collapse onto the sofa, and I don’t hesitate. I lunge for Olivia, my hands greedy on her, pulling her close. Her skin’s damp, warm, and I bury my face in her neck—inhaling her sweet, hypnotic scent.

My lips crash into hers, and she moans, soft and yielding, her tongue meeting mine. She tastes like nothing from this world, and I’m already lost—hot, dizzy, the mix of her against my raw need overwhelming me.

I slide lower, slipping through her breasts, her stomach, landing between her thighs that open freely for me. Just as I bite in, Elena’s voice cuts through, sharp. “Switch—now.”

“Oh?” Olivia mutters, clearly irked by the interruption.

I pivot, lungs burning, and Elena’s waiting—legs spread, her mature pussy glistening, drawing me in. Elena’s not the kissing type, and that makes me want her pussy even more.

I grab her thighs, spread her wide, and dive in—her scent hits first, primal, thick with arousal, sinking into my bones. My tongue plunges into her, lapping at her slickness, and she groans, fingers twisting in my hair. She’s saltier, wilder, a storm compared to Olivia’s softness, and I’m drowning—taste and smell blending, their essences coating my mouth, my nose, my mind. It’s too much, too hot, my own arousal surging.

“Back to Liv,” Elena snaps, shoving me off, her breath hitching.

I stumble to Olivia, dazed, and she’s trembling—her eyes glassy, lips parted.

I lift her legs, and she pushes her pussy out, offering her sin to my face. I smell her now, my nose brushing her crotch, inhaling her so wrongly. She’s a completely different species from Elena, and the difference between them ignites me, shooting me to the stars.

Olivia’s slickness is different—wetter, dripping—and I lick her, slow at first, then feral, mixing Elena’s juices with hers. Olivia’s gasps fill the air with her most erotic voice. I could easily come again right now, and I’m not even touching myself.

Elena’s commands keep coming—“Switch! Me now!”—and I obey, staggering between them, a puppet to her whims, drowning in their mingled flavors.

My hand stays on Olivia, and her moans sharpen as I slip two fingers into her, her thighs quaking as I work her pussy while dipping my face into Elena’s wet dirtiness. My tongue is relentless; I’m devouring this older woman with all I’ve got, afraid she’ll make me switch again too soon.

Olivia’s close—I feel it—and Elena watches, smirking, her fingers teasing her clit as my tongue dips lower, teasing her stiff pucker.

“Finish her, that poor thing,” she orders, and I obey, returning to Olivia, sucking her gorgeous clit, driving my fingers into her until she breaks.

Her orgasm hits like a wave—her heavenly cry cracks the air, tears leaking from her eyes, and then—a single, sharp squirt jolts from her, splashing my face.

I flinch, stunned, the warm, salty burst coating my lips, and it’s filthy, perfect, pushing me to the edge. I keep licking, pleasuring her pussy with my whole face just because her moans tell me to keep going.

Elena chimes in, “Fuck, Liv! Squirting like that, you’re no better than this little mess on your pussy!”

Olivia’s orgasm is long and seems strong as hell, her body trembling like she’s possessed.

“You alright?” Elena asks as Olivia’s body finally calms, and Olivia’s teary eyes smile in the most erotic, lost way.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Elena says, content. “Would you like to return the favor?” She doesn’t command this time; she asks.

Olivia’s wet, glassy eyes turn to me, and her surrendered smile makes me want to cry too.

“Fuck her from behind, Liv,” Elena commands, voice thick with lust. “Fuck her, Liv. I want to see how this little mess shatters in front of me, completely.”

Olivia, still shuddering, moves fast—slipping behind me, her hands rough on my hips.

I collapse onto Elena’s pussy, her juices more abundant than before. I lose myself in her sinful folds again, her taste irresistible.

Olivia’s fingers find my pussy, slick and desperate, then something harder—maybe a toy, maybe just her—she’s thrusting, wild and unpracticed, but more than enough. Her mouth lands on my ass, so wrong, this stranger in my most private parts, wanting me so indecently. Just how I crave her.

I’m so primed, so raw, it takes seconds—my orgasm rips through me, ferocious, a scream tearing from my throat as my body convulses, legs buckling.

Elena watches as I scream my orgasm into her pussy, her fingers squeezing her nipples hard, and she comes too—simultaneous, loud, her moans a guttural chant of “Fuck, yes, shit!!”—our climaxes crashing together, the cabin shaking with it.

We collapse—me on the floor, Olivia panting behind me, Elena slumping back on the sofa. The cabin smells like sweat and sex, the fire’s glow dimming. I’m spent, trembling, my face sticky with Olivia’s squirt, my body humming from the release.

Elena rises, a smirk flickering but quickly hidden. She grabs her clothes in a bundle, not bothering to dress. Naked, skin glistening, she heads for the door, her ass swaying with every step.

She pauses, glancing back with a secret smile. “You can come back sometime, little one,” she says, voice smooth, taunting. “And show me what you’ve learned.”

The door creaks open, fog swallowing her as she steps out, leaving me and Olivia in the wreckage.

I’m still catching my breath, Olivia’s hands lingering on my hips, her tears drying on her cheeks. She looks at me, a mix of awe and exhaustion, and I feel it—the shift. I’ve just been with not one, but two insanely hot women. I’d drowned in them, yes, but I’d taken something too. I’d made them break—Olivia’s squirt on my face, are you kidding me? And Elena let me finish her, so crazy. I sit up, wiping my mouth, and grin.

Olivia shifts closer, hesitant, fingers brushing my arm. “You okay?” she whispers, voice hoarse.

“Never better,” I say, hoping she feels it too.

“You need to come to my yoga next time. I promise I won’t tie you up, ha ha!”

“I’m sure we’d find a way to make it just right,” I smile, not admitting that tying me up might be exactly the right move.

I’d come for yoga, for escape, and found something else. Elena thought she’d taught me manners. She’d taught me hunger instead.




♥♥♥


LESBIAN THREESOME AT A RAVE PARTY





THE NIGHT TAKES OVER

The music’s pounding through my chest, thumping like a second heartbeat, and I’m just letting it wash over me. It’s one of those nights where the bass kicks hard enough to bounce thoughts out of your mind. And that’s exactly what I need.

I’ve been through some stuff lately, and I’m here to forget. At least for a few hours. And it looks like I just might succeed at that.

After two drinks, my edges are already smoothed out, and with all these crazy people around me, I somehow feel at home.

But then, there she is. Across the dance floor, a girl I don’t recognize but feel like I should. She’s not dancing, just chatting with friends, but somehow, she stands out. I don’t know why.

She’s not exactly the hottest girl around. By the way she dresses, she certainly doesn’t want any extra attention. That’s probably why I notice her so much. It feels like she has her own way of doing things, and I get her style completely. It feels like we already have some kind of understanding between us—and I know how pathetic this sounds, especially for someone I’ve never even talked to.

As she talks and laughs, her movements are fluid, hypnotic—like she’s a different species from everyone else. And yes, now my chest is filled with tension again. Quite the opposite of what I’m here for.

“Want some?” A voice reminds me that I’m not here alone.

Sarah, my best friend, always looking after me, even when there’s no need to.

“I don’t know,” I reply. “I think I’ll wait a little, to see where this is going.”

“Come on, Tara, don’t be a party pooper!” she says, gulping down her vodka-juice.

I laugh at her recklessness. She’s a true party girl, I give her that. When she’s around, there’s no taking it easy, that’s for sure. So many drinking stories were made just out of her refusal to be normal. And I love her for that, even though it might be exhausting at times.

I give her a loving smile, then look around. The place is packed already, and that’s always a good sign for a great party. And then again, my eyes drift to her.

Her brown hair falls over her face, and I swear I’ve seen those eyes somewhere before. They’re too familiar. But it’s not just her looks—there’s something about her that makes me turn my head without even knowing. There’s almost a halo around her, like she’s some kind of mystical creature.

I’m amused by how much my brain tries to connect me with her. I need to know her, there’s just no other way.

I can’t get distracted, though. Sarah’s elbow jabs into my side, and she’s talking non-stop, like I have a choice but to listen. She’s a friend, sure, but she doesn’t give me a moment to breathe. Always pulling me in, dragging me along to whatever’s next, never letting me take a second for myself.

I’m the kind of partygoer who likes to get lost in the crowd, experiment, meet new people, and put on a little show if the conditions are right. But with Sarah, all that is put aside. When she’s around, she’s the engine, and I’m just a passenger in her car.

Hell, I haven’t even had the chance to really get a good look at the girl across the room—just a flash of those eyes and the rhythm of her body.

But I feel her gaze on me. It’s like she’s waiting for something—maybe a sign, maybe an invitation, I don’t know. Every time I glance her way, she catches me looking.

Every. Single. Time.


HER HAND ON ME

Screw it, I’m saying hi. We can’t have so much eye contact and act like nothing happened. I slip past Sarah, my hand brushing against the sweaty bodies in the crowd, and suddenly, I’m face-to-face with her. She’s standing right in front of me, like she’s been waiting for me.

Without saying a word, she reaches out and grabs my hand. And hell, her skin... it’s so warm, like she’s a source of pure love. I notice how beautiful her fingers are. Her fingers? Since when do I notice stuff like that? It’s strange, but in the best possible way.

“Hey,” I say, since there’s no word in my repertoire that seems to fit our sudden encounter.

Her touch is simply magnetic. It’s like something’s already decided she’s been made for me. God knows what that something is. Fate? Or just my intuition, trying to convince me it’s time to seize the opportunity. I never obsess over anyone so quickly. Never.

“We know each other,” she says, her voice smooth, almost teasing, as if this is something she’s been waiting to say. “We were partying together a few years ago, Ian’s birthday. Sure you remember!”

Ian? I blink, caught off guard, and then, like a punch to the gut, it hits me. Of course, I remember her! How could I forget? It was a private party, and we had a really fun moment together! When the DJ ran to the restroom, we climbed onto the stage and pretended to play the music. The whole party crowd went wild for us.

She was cute back then too, always smiling, always full of energy, always so... special. But now, standing in front of me, she’s... well, let’s just say she’s a whole different level of beautiful.

The way she moves, the way she carries herself—it’s not just the girl I remember. It’s a woman, a full-on, stunning adult woman.

“Oh, Anne!” I mutter, finally putting the name to the face. “God, how did I forget?”

“Ha ha, now I hope you know why I’ve been looking your way so much. It just didn’t leave me alone.”

“Right, I was thinking the same... I’m so sorry, you’re… a completely new person now.”

“It’s been a while, right?”

She laughs softly, her eyes sparkling, and there’s something so genuine about her. We start talking, and for the first time in what feels like forever, I’m actually having a conversation that feels—real. She’s friendly, easygoing, and damn, it’s such a breath of fresh air.

Her talking is music to my ears, and when I speak, she actually listens. I didn’t realize how much I missed someone who actually wants to talk to me, who looks at me like she’s actually interested.

This is the kind of attention I haven’t gotten in a while. Not at home anyway, not with my boyfriend—who, let’s be honest, I should’ve ended things with a long time ago. We’re not even communicating anymore. What’s the point if he just talks, never listens, can’t even keep a promise? Fuck him.

But here Anne is, and she’s making me feel seen. Not just the usual surface-level bullshit, but like she actually wants to know me, everything about me.

I try to push that thought away. I shouldn’t be thinking like this. Now I know she’s an acquaintance from the past, and maybe that’s all. This explains all the eye contact and... maybe all the attraction is just... one-way.

Oh, but it feels so good, just to be near her.

We go through some quick chatting, just catching up on the basics, the kind of small talk that feels effortless because the connection is already there, hanging between us.

She tells me she’s in the interior business. Not just working, but actually running the whole firm. Wow. She seems to have made a lot of progress since we last saw each other. It makes so much sense. A woman like that, with that attitude, needs to be a leader. It would be such a shame to hide her behind some desk in a small office.

But then, she smiles at me. That smile. It’s like she’s giving me a little gift—something warm, inviting.

“So nice to meet you after so long,” she says, her voice soft, but her eyes suddenly lose focus on me. “See you around, Tara.”

I’m a little surprised she cuts it off like that, but honestly, I’m kind of relieved. My nerves start getting the best of me, all these thoughts racing through my head—too fast, too jumbled—leaving me feeling like I can’t quite keep up. Jeez. Did she just make my brain go haywire like that?

Before I can sort through it all, I turn, and there she is. Sarah. Standing right by my side, looking at me like I’ve been gone for hours.

That’s when it clicks. I know exactly why Anne cut the conversation short. Sarah sure sent some kind of signal—that’s just the way her character works.

Maybe it was a blessing in disguise, a way to save me from making a fool of myself. It’s not the right moment, not yet, but I’ll come back stronger. Next time I meet Anne, I’ll be ready. But for now, I need a distraction.

“I need a drink,” I command, my voice cutting through the chaos in my head.

Sarah raises an eyebrow, but she doesn’t hesitate. With that familiar glint in her eyes, she gladly follows me to the bar.

As we wait for our drinks, Sarah’s mood shifts. She turns toward me, her face softening in a way that only happens when she’s had a little too much to drink.

“Oh, my sweet Tara,” she says, her voice a little too warm, a little too sentimental. “I’m so happy we’re out after so much time—together!”

I hug her, that familiar feeling of comfort wrapping around me. She’s a good friend, even if she’s a bit much sometimes. Pushy, sure, but I’ve known her long enough to know how to deal with it.

“Yeah, me too,” I mutter, still distracted by Anne. My mind keeps flicking back to her, to that smile, to the warmth of her hand.

Then, just as I think we’ve moved on, Sarah drops the bomb. “I still remember our incident sometimes…”

Yeah, here we go. I know exactly where this is headed. “Ha ha, the story’s coming. Can we skip it? Just for tonight?”

“Whyyyy?” she asks with the sweetest tone.

Oh, the story. It’s about our kiss. It happened an eternity ago, back when we were still students. A special moment, spontaneous and wild, back when we didn’t have a care in the world. Young and crazy, yeah. Some things haven’t changed much. But that damn story... it’s gotten old. And Sarah? She loves to repeat it every single time we go out.

“You act like you’re ashamed of it,” she teases me.

“It was a looong time ago, that’s all I’m saying.”

I can already feel the heat creeping up my neck. There’s no way I’m getting her to let it go. She’s already grinning, oblivious to my discomfort, ready to dive into the past again.

I keep sipping my drink, letting her ramble on, releasing all the details of our ancient kiss with that gleam in her eye. And I’ll admit it—there’s something kind of fun about it. The way she tells the story like it’s some sort of long-lost treasure.

Meanwhile, Anne’s face is still in my head, making everything else feel like background noise. Even Sarah’s womanly attention, which I normally find a little much, feels... well, nice tonight.

Maybe our kiss wasn’t such a big mistake after all. If Sarah weren’t so pushy, maybe I’d actually notice how beautiful she really is. Maybe she would even get another kiss, if she didn’t talk so much.

I chuckle under my breath, taking another sip of my drink.

“Sometimes I wonder what would’ve happened if we didn’t end it there,” Sarah says, looking at me with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

I laugh, the buzz in my system making everything feel lighter. It’s not often I let go like this, but with the night carrying on, I’m starting to think maybe tonight’s the night to push the boundaries a little.


FREEING MYSELF

I glance at Sarah, feeling a surge of confidence. “I’m breaking up with Chris tomorrow, first thing in the morning.”

She looks at me, eyes widening in surprise. “What? Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” I nod, trying to keep my voice steady, though I can feel my chest become heavier. “Don’t worry, it’s been on my mind for a long time. We’re just... not compatible, you know?”

“Not compatible?”

“He hates me. Or I hate him, I don’t even know.”

She stares at me for a second, her mouth slightly open, probably trying to process it. “I didn’t know things were that bad. I mean, you two always seemed fine.”

I let out a small, humorless laugh. “Well fine is not enough. It’s been like... going through the motions for a while now. We want different things, and I’m tired of pretending it’s okay when it’s not.”

Sarah looks thoughtful, her gaze softening. “I get it, but... wow, that’s quite a step.”

I shrug, the tension in my shoulders easing just a bit. “It is. But it’s the right one. I started to notice how selfish he is, and I can’t stand it.”

“Selfish?”

“He owes money to all his friends, for god’s sake. Including me. And doesn’t even acknowledge it? He’s a fucking spoiled child, that’s what he is.”

“Yeah, let it out, girl! Let it all out.”

“We’re just dragging things out, and it’s not fair to either of us. I know I’ll kick him out some day, and why not do it… tomorrow?”

She nods slowly, a hint of concern in her eyes. “Well, you know I’m all for the girl power, right? Just do what you feel is best, you have my full support.”

I smile, feeling the weight of her words. “Thanks, Sarah. I appreciate it more than you know.”

She raises an eyebrow, intrigued, as I lean in. “Give me a little of that you drink,” I tell her playfully.

She tilts her head, the corners of her lips curling into a knowing smile. “You sure, Miss Prudence?”

I nod, feeling a bit reckless. “I just want to be able to talk as much as you do,” I joke, and she laughs like it’s the funniest joke in the world.

I love it when she responds like that. Sometimes it’s so easy to have fun with her.

“Celebration time! Tara is single!” she yells, her hand searching through her purse.

“Yeah,” I smirk, taking a big gulp.

“We’re going all in!” she screams, her enthusiasm infectious.

I’m starting to feel like we’re a team, headed to some kind of adventure. Maybe tonight’s the night everything changes. And it feels so good I finally told her about Chris. I didn’t even realize how heavy that was sitting on my shoulders.

Sarah grins, looking around, like she was searching for prey. “Hell yeah, Tara! Tonight’s gonna be special, I can feel it!”

I smile at her, looking for my lip gloss. As I reach into my purse, I feel a fortune cookie that I forgot about from yesterday’s restaurant. I get the silly idea of giving it to Anne. Haha, maybe after a few more drinks, I actually will.

I start dancing to the great music, feeling so much lighter now that I’ve tossed it all off my chest.

We leave the bar and head toward the dance floor, and for a moment, the world feels like it’s opening up in front of me. The music’s louder here, vibrating through my every cell, and the dancing crowd makes me feel almost weightless.

But then, I see her. Anne.

She’s across the room, talking with a group of people, laughing—looking increasingly stunning. Our eyes meet across the space, and for just a second, it’s like time slows down. We share a smile—one of those smiles that says more than words ever could. A warm, energy-packed smile that makes me forget where I am for a second. Damn, why do I react so heavily to her? Calm down already.

“I’ll be right back,” I say to Sarah, making sure she doesn’t follow me. I need this moment alone, with Anne.

I step away, making my way through the crowd. As I get closer, my hand brushes over Anne’s body, deliberately slow, letting her feel the closeness before I even reach her. It’s a small gesture, but it says everything. She looks at me, and without a word, she opens her palm, ready to take whatever I’m handing her.

As I slip the cookie into her hand, her fingers touch mine, lingering far longer than necessary. Oh, her skin again. The contact is soft, lingering, and she doesn’t seem to mind at all.

“What’s that?” she asks, her tone playful.

I lean in just enough, letting her feel me entering her very personal space.

“I have no idea, I just feel like giving you a little something,” I reply, my words deliberate, almost teasing.

And just like that, I turn and go away, leaving her with the mystery of what just happened. A little payback for cutting me off earlier, but I can feel the connection lingering between us. I feel so silly for doing this, but I know she liked it.


THE TENSION OF WANTING

I make my way back to Sarah, who’s still dancing, caught up in the rhythm. I slide next to her, feeling the beat pulse through my body.

“So, Monday,” I start, trying to sound casual. “We’ll need to take the day off, yeah?”

Sarah nods, wiping the sweat off her forehead. “Hell Tara, always thinking two steps ahead. I hope you’re not about to pull out your meeting calendar or something.”

I laugh, feeling the buzz kick in, making everything a little sharper, more vivid. “Advice on taking it easy from my best friend? I’m listening!”

She chuckles and then falls quiet for a second, her eyes scanning the crowd, then landing back on me. There’s a sudden shift in her expression.

Out of nowhere, she says, “I saw what you did over there.”

Why on earth would I panic? But I do, just a little.

“What do you mean?” I ask, trying to play it cool.

It’s clear she knows. Her eyes narrow slightly, but her tone is casual, teasing even. “You know what I mean. With that girl. You like her.”

I try to keep my composure, but inside, butterflies are having a party on their own. There’s a part of me that feels like Sarah could be jealous if I liked some girl more than her. I’ve been letting my interest slip toward Anne, and Sarah’s sharp enough to pick up on it.

On the other hand, it’s so exciting to have a new obsession, standing right there, on the other side of the crowd. And also having a best friend to talk about it!

I shrug, trying to downplay it, but it’s clear I’m not fooling anyone. “Yeah, I know her. From a long time ago.”

Sarah tilts her head, studying me.

“Know her... or know her?”

She raises an eyebrow, a mischievous smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

I feel my heart skip a beat. Just talking about Anne gives me shivers.

The question hits me harder than I expected. I pause, trying to choose my words carefully.

“I like her,” I say, my voice quieter now, more honest. “I don’t know what’s happening, but I feel something. It’s... complicated.”

Sarah watches me for a long moment, and I can’t tell what’s going through her head. Is she jealous? Curious? A little of both?

She leans in a little closer, lowering her voice. “You’re not just gonna leave me hanging, right? After everything we’ve been through?”

The weight of her words hits me harder than I want to admit. The friendship we have, the way she’s been there for me, all that history—it feels like it’s hanging in the balance.

“Sarah...” I start, but I’m not sure what to say. My head’s spinning, and I can’t even tell if I want to fight this or lean into it.

“I get it,” she interrupts, her tone shifting to something more serious. “You’re feeling something for her, I can tell. But just don’t forget about me, okay?”

I take a deep breath. “I won’t forget about you. I just... need to feel free to do whatever I want. Maybe I need to explore a little tonight.”

“I just want you to have the best night ever,” she continues. “Go get ‘em, Tara!”

“Okay, stop,” I demand. “This is getting too awkward now.”

“Why?! It’s true! You’re single again, you should have some fun,” she exclaims, her hand rushing to hold my upper arm.

“You need a break from the cocktails, seriously.”

“You deserve to have all the fun in the world, Tara, and you can come back to me whenever you need, okay? I’m your girl, always.”

“Always?” I laugh, now that I know it’s buzz talking out of her, it’s all becoming funny.

“Always, sweetie!” she says with a grin, and before I can react, she closes the distance between us. She presses a soft, quick kiss right under my ear, her lips lingering just a moment too long to keep things in the friends territory.

The contact sends a little spark through me—something inside me is waking up, something I wasn’t prepared for. Am I this sensitive because of Anne? Or do I like Sarah now all of a sudden?

I don’t know what it is—maybe it’s the heat from Sarah’s breath on my neck, or maybe it’s all me being sincere about my relationship at home, and opening to new possibilities.

Whatever it is, I can’t deny it: Sarah’s closeness, the attention she’s giving me, it feels... great.

I look at her lips, trying to make sense of what I’m feeling. All I know is that the space between us is charged now, and I kind of don’t want it to go away. Her face… seems way more beautiful than usual. I see her beauty, like I finally got the glasses that help me see her right.

I don’t think, I just act. I grab her head, and I suck on her mouth. An impulsive, unexpected kiss that neither of us expected. It’s kind of soft at first, just a quick press of lips, but damn, it feels like everything else disappears for a second.

Her lips are warm, and her tongue is quick to respond. She tastes like the drink we just had—sweet—and the wrongness of it is making my head spin.

Her lips start communicating vividly with mine, and what really hits me is her enthusiasm, her sheer will to take my kiss and return it tenfold.

A rush of desire washes over me, and for a moment, I’m lost in it—her taste, her scent, the heat between us. It makes me wonder what took me so long to do it.

She freezes for a second. I can feel her hesitation, her surprise radiating through her body as she pulls back, unsure of what just happened. Her eyes wide, searching my face as if she’s trying to confirm it’s really me.

“Whoa... Tara?” she says, her voice a little breathless, almost incredulous. She’s still processing, and there’s something in her gaze that feels... so deeply sincere.

I’m not sure what I was expecting, but I can’t help but laugh, a nervous chuckle escaping me.

“I don’t know,” I mutter, running a hand through my hair, feeling both a little confused and excited. “That just... happened.”

She tilts her head, her lips still parted slightly.

“Okay, wow. I wasn’t expecting that.”

I shrug with a smirk, trying to keep it light.

“Me neither. I thought you might need something new to talk about.”

She laughs, but then—out of nowhere—her hand slides down and grabs the heat between my legs. My body goes stiff for a second, but the sensation is strangely familiar. I can’t even say I didn’t expect it, considering how she’s been tonight.

“You’re messing with fire,” she hisses through her teeth, her eyes narrowing, her hand still resting there, giving me a teasing squeeze.

I smile, a little cocky, feeling like I can do anything I want. I grab her by her ass, mostly because I know she’ll be thinking about it for years to come.

Instinctively, I glance over my shoulder, Anne’s face flashing in my mind again. It’s her warm hand I want on my pussy. The way my attention shifts to her without thinking tells me everything I need to know. I’m hooked.

“Let’s go dancing,” Sarah says, noticing my distraction. But her voice is soft, understanding, as if she’s coming to terms with my situation with Anne.

Everything seems a little softer, more... connected. The whole world feels like it’s aligning for me. I look at Sarah again, and yeah, she’s definitely cooperating. She’s leading the way toward Anne, and I can see it in her eyes—there’s this genuine support, as if she’s decided to help me get closer.

For a second, it’s like she’s the one cheering me on, even if it means letting go of whatever she might want herself. It’s sweet, and I love her for that.

We make our way to the center of the dance floor, the music lifting the crowd, and I can feel the energy as soon as we get close. We start moving, the rhythm taking over, but all I can focus on is Anne, dancing not far from us.

I catch a glimpse of her, dancing with her friends, laughing, totally at ease in her own skin, and damn, she’s so unapologetically gorgeous.

Sarah catches me sneaking glances and raises an eyebrow. “I get it, she’s cute.”

I melt into a smile, feeling a heat rush to my face. It’s actually kind of hot, this weird little dynamic we have. My best friend rooting for me, helping me with another girl.

“But you can get better than her,” Sarah adds, her voice casual and almost teasing, though I can tell she’s trying to get a rise out of me.

I laugh, shaking my head. “It’s not about how she looks. It’s her energy,” I tell her, the words slipping out before I can think too much about it.

Sarah gives me a look, clearly not buying it, but I stand by it. I would admit any day of the week that, by most standards, Sarah’s a hotter girl than Anne, no question.

But fuck standards!

My heart has decided on its own. Anne is just... something more.

It’s the way she carries herself. It’s how she talks—slow and deliberate, like she’s got the whole world figured out. It’s the way she uses her hands when she speaks, how she makes every little thing seem like an invitation.

She’s the kind of person you’d like to have at home just to make your day more beautiful. And the way she makes it look so effortless, like having people around her—having them smiling, wanting to be close—just comes naturally.

Sarah notices the shift in my expression, that far-off look in my eyes. “Yeah, I get it. She’s got that... pull, huh?”

“Exactly,” I say, meeting her gaze. “I can’t believe you’re stocking a girl with me, ha ha!”

“That’s what friends are for, I’m your sidekick!”

I give her a quick hug, hoping she feels how much I appreciate her.

Sarah gives me one of her trademark winks, her fingers grazing my side as she keeps dancing. “Well, go for it. But just remember, if you’re gonna take her on, she better be worth it. I’ll make sure of it.”

I can’t help but laugh at her teasing tone. But I also feel a sense of excitement building in me. There’s something about tonight, something in the air, like anything is possible. And no matter what, I know Sarah’s got my back—even if she’s a little too sweet and supportive for her own good.

“I need to go pee, coming with me?” Sarah asks, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I look at her, the music still pulsing through me, my body too caught up in the rhythm to even consider leaving the floor.

“Nah, I’m good,” I reply. “Go ahead, I’ll be here.”


LOST IN THE KISS

Sarah gives me a quick, mischievous grin before disappearing into the crowd, leaving me to keep dancing alone. But as soon as she’s out of sight, I feel a shift in the air. I glance over, and there she is.

Anne.

Her eyes catch mine immediately, and for a second, I swear I see her look away, almost like she’s avoiding me.

It’s not lost on me. There is such thing as too much looking. We’ve come to the point where it’s becoming awkward.

But then she lifts her gaze again and starts walking. She stops in front of me, tilting her head slightly, that signature smile of hers spreading across her face.

“Hey,” she says, her voice low and warm, just for me. “I was wondering when you’d be alone.”

I smile, feeling a spark of excitement shoot through me. I would say something if I could find the words. She leans in just a little closer, enough for her breath to brush against my ear.

“Now that your friend is not around,” she continues, her voice a little more seductive, “maybe we can talk a little?”

Her eyes are fixated on mine, but I can’t resist scanning her face with all the curiosity I possess. Her face is a canvas of beauty, every feature of her face a stop my eyes want to rest on.

She leans in again, having no trouble sliding her warm cheek against mine.

“That little gift you gave me, it’s very special,” she says, the quiet intensity in her tone making my knees bend.

I smile, hardly finding the confidence I need. “Oh, have you read the message?”

“Of course. It said ‘Friendship is love without wings.’”

“Oh, my,” I smile.

She laughs, and the sound is light, easy—something I could easily get used to hearing every day.

“I saved the cookie for later, though,” she says, flashing me a seductive grin.

“It goes well with coffee,” I blurt out, hoping my eyes are not betraying my inner collapse.

Anne smiles, her lips curving slightly.

“I like you, Tara,” she says, her words laced with a strange, sweet sincerity.

I’m shocked by how open she is, how straightforward. It’s a little overwhelming, to be honest.

“Oh, I like you too, Anne,” I say, almost without thinking. “You don’t even know...”

“I think I do, I can feel you so well…”

“You feel me?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” she smiles, “I feel like we actually talk over the air. Please don’t say it’s all in my head.”

“Get out! I was thinking the same,” I laugh, “I just wasn’t sure…”

“Yes? Sure about what?”

“I guess…” I’m afraid to challenge her, but I do it anyway. “Okay, let’s test it out. What did I say?”

“What? Over the air?”

“Yup. I sent a very direct message, what was it?”

It wasn’t a mistake, she can take my challenge easily, and she’s clearly having fun.

“There’s a reason we used the air for our communication. It was energy, not words.”

Damn, I feel stupid now. “Of course it was energy, dummy,” I say, knocking on my head.

Anne starts laughing hard, bending over in her stomach. “I can’t believe the conversation we’re having right now!”

I crack up too. “Ha ha ha!”

“Are we specialists for energy transfer all of a sudden?” she asks, laughing, barely able to speak.

“Ha ha ha, I can be a specialist for anything tonight,” I laugh.

“Yeah? For what?”

“Oh, right now?”

“Yeah, of course, right this moment.”

“Right now, I would love to... specialize in... you...”

Before I can even finish the thought, she’s on me, her lips pressing against my neck. I gasp, a jolt of heat running through me. She moves up to my ear, her warm breath sending a shiver down my spine.

“You said this so beautifully,” she murmurs into my ear, yet somehow I smell her breath right under my nose.

Then, in one smooth motion, she’s kissing me.

Her lips... So soft, full, the kiss so different from anything I’ve felt before—so much more intense, electric, ecstatic. I can’t focus, can’t think, I’m just lost in the sensation of her.

Her taste is delicious, addictive, and the way she smells, her scent—it’s entirely new to me, completely different from Sarah. She’s a new person, a new world, and the contrast between them is mind-bending.

My thoughts scatter as the kiss deepens, my mind racing. It’s crazy, exhilarating, and the fact that I’m kissing my second girl tonight already? It feels surreal. What is this, a back-to-college episode?

Anne pulls back, almost like waking up, a flash of guilt crossing her face.

“Sorry... I shouldn’t have done that,” she says, her voice soft, like she’s unsure of what just happened.

I laugh at her cuteness, shaking my head a little, feeling the taste of her kiss still lingering on my lips.

“Don’t apologize,” I say, my smile wide and relaxed. “That was... simply... magical.”

She looks at me, scanning my soul through my eyes. For a second, she hesitates, and then she turns away, moving her body effortlessly to the rhythm of the music.

The beat pulses through the room, and she dances, her hips swaying slowly in front of me with a fluidity that even oceans would envy.

She leans back, sinking her warmth into me, and I feel her body rubbing against me so deliciously. I am barely able to move my hands, but I manage and put them on her warm, almost sweaty hips.

I watch her, smell her hair, entranced, my mind in overdrive, my thoughts jumbled. I have this stunning woman in my lap, too sexy to be real. Flirting with me, kissing me. Dear God!

I feel like I’m floating, everything feels like it’s in technicolor, each sensation heightened. My brain is completely in tilt mode, and all I hope is I’m not doing anything wrong, anything that would scare this beauty away.

My feet begin moving with the beat, and I close my eyes for a second, letting the music take over. Her warmth is spreading through my chest, making everything feel so smooth and easy.

She actually likes me, runs through my mind. Just the way I like her. How is that even possible?

I can’t wipe the stupid grin off my face, and I don’t care. The smile that stretches across my lips feels like it could last forever.

What a kiss that was. I run my face through her hair to make our cheeks meet. She smiles on the side as I touch the corner of her lips from behind.

I feel like I’m flying, my feet barely touching the ground as I lose myself in this overwhelming sense of comfort. It’s like I’m dancing through air, but it’s almost painfully perfect, the sensations so intense I’m afraid it might be too much. I’m lost, but I don’t want to be found. I want more of her—more of Anne, of this feeling, of whatever is happening. More!

Anne turns to me, her eyes glinting with something playful, as if she loves it all as much as I do. She presses her breasts against mine, starts sniffing my neck, barely touching my skin with her painfully beautiful face. She dances, moving with me as one, her hips pressed against mine, floating together effortlessly.

I let myself fall into the rhythm with her, trying to imprint the sensations into my memory, into the part I’ll never forget. We’re in sync, I bet my life that even our hearts are beating in time.

Her warm hands rest lightly on my hips, guiding me as I match her every move. I can feel the heat of her damp body against mine, and my body starts trembling with desire. I start to feel an insane amount of sexual attraction, as if I was struck by lightning directly from the god of sex.

Her hot thigh brushes over my excited mound, and I’m so caught up in her—the way she moves, the way she feels against me—that I can actually feel my clit respond.

My chest trembles as I exhale, opening my eyes to make sure this isn’t just a dream. Why does she mean so much to me? I barely know her, yet it feels like she was created just for me, just for tonight.

I don’t even notice Sarah return until I catch her eye. She winks at me, a playful smile lighting up her face as she passes by. Thank God, there’s no jealousy in her gaze, so I can keep Anne in my arms a little longer—just as long as Anne doesn’t notice Sarah.

And she does, the very next moment. She brushes her nose against my neck one last time before dancing away.

I keep dancing like nothing happened, letting her slip away, watching my goddess leave. A purple, almost pink aura with golden stars swirling around her makes me believe she’s truly an angel.

I’ll give Anne some space for a few minutes, let her miss me—just as I’ll miss her.

She left her scent on me, and I’m still enchanted by the sensations of her kiss. Oh, Anne, you tasted so good!

I roll my eyes at Sarah, gesturing to show just how deep I am in my obsession. Sarah watches me as Anne leaves, smiling, her starry eyes telling me she understands all my feelings.


LET'S MAKE IT COMPLICATED

My body moves on autopilot—dancing, smiling, my eyes closed as I surrender to the love. And to the music.

Suddenly, as if I sensed something, I open my eyes and Sarah is gone. I turn around and see her next to Anne. They’re talking now, and I notice how close they stand, how they lean in when one of them says something, their heads almost touching.

Every time Anne speaks, she glances over at me, and when she smiles, it’s directed at me. Her laughter almost rings through the loud music—light and easy—but it feels like she’s not laughing at whatever Sarah said. It’s like she’s laughing with me.

I don’t want to panic, but seeing Sarah like that, I know things could easily get tricky.

I watch them, determined not to get any closer, trying not to be obvious, but it’s hard to ignore. Sarah’s hands are animated as she talks, but Anne’s eyes are locked on me, her smile wide, like she’s sharing some private joke with me—even though I haven’t heard a word.

I think I already know what this is about. Sarah is a master at work, doing what she knows best—making trouble.

I feel a little exposed, but not in a bad way. They look cute together. It’s like they’re both in on something, and I’m just standing on the edge, waiting for whatever happens next.

If this gets a little more complicated, I don’t mind right now. A part of me even hopes they kiss.

Sarah notices me watching and gives me one of those winks. She finally comes back to me.

“Are you making a mess out of this?” I ask, trying to stay as calm as I can.

She laughs, clearly enjoying every second of it.

“Oh, I just had to let her know who’s in charge,” she says, giving me a teasing grin.

“Fuck, Sarah, you’re messing this up!” I say, a little more frustrated now. “What exactly did you say? Do I need to kill you right now?”

She waves me off, completely unbothered.

“Don’t worry,” she smiles, her voice dripping with confidence. “Trust me. Everything’s fine.”

“Fine?” I yell at her. “I don’t need you to make it fine! It was way better than fine before you did anything!”

I glance at Anne, but the moment our eyes meet, she looks away immediately, like something’s changed—like something died. Died!

I look at Sarah and quickly realize she’s not the right person for my rant. I need to fix this, now!

I rush over to Anne, my confidence dropping with each step. My words stumble out, frustration creeping in.

“What did Sarah just tell you? Was it something stupid?” I ask, knowing I should give myself at least a moment to think before acting.

As soon as the words leave my mouth, I can feel how desperate I sound. And I absolutely hate it.

Anne laughs softly, but there’s something different in her expression. That spark that was there before is dimmer now. I can see it. I can feel it.

Anne hesitates for a moment, then looks at me, her eyes searching mine.

“I think your friend wants you for herself,” she says carefully, like she’s measuring her words.

“What?” My voice comes out too sharp, too loud, and I can feel the shock hit, not just me, but Anne too.

“I mean,” she continues, “she told me you like me. And I think that’s beautiful. But honestly, I think she mentioned it to let me know you’re hers.”

“Jesus!” I almost yell.

I cover my mouth, realizing Anne’s taken a step back, almost like she’s scared of my reaction.

“Oh, don’t listen to her,” I say quickly, trying to fix this mess. “I mean, it’s true. That I like— She just… Fuck, she always makes a scene like this!”

Anne doesn’t get it, and I don’t blame her. I need to be direct, or I’ll just screw this up completely.

I take a breath. “Look, she’s my best friend. But you’re the one who makes my heart race.”

Anne’s face softens, and she lights up again, that spark coming back to her eyes. I’m relieved to see it, but at the same time, I feel like I’m walking through a maze of confusion.

She doesn’t say anything, but her eyes are growing playful.

“This is stupid. I’m so sorry, Anne. She’ll pay for this, that’s for sure.”

Anne bursts into laughter, the sound filling the space between us, and I’m grateful for it. It’s like the tension starts melting away, at least for a moment.

Then, without warning, she leans in close, and I feel her breasts brush against my upper arm, sending a jolt of electricity through me. Her mouth comes near my ear, warm and damp, and I lift my arm instinctively, pressing her head gently against me as she starts speaking into my ear.

“She said she’s willing to share... you... with me,” she says, her voice a little breathy.

I turn my head slightly, a smirk pulling at my lips. “I’m gonna kill her, I swear,” I mutter through my teeth.

Anne laughs again, clearly amused. “No, ha ha ha. It was kind of cute... I mean, she’s trying, right?”

I shake my head, determined. “No, she’s dead, I can assure you.”

Anne grins, the mischief in her eyes turning into something more honest. I’m relieved to see her back, connecting with me.

She looks me in the eyes. “I’d take the offer, I just... only want you.”

She gives me a long look, then turns to Sarah, far in the background, before her eyes come back to me. “But I don’t mind if she’s there too.”

Her words hit me like a wave, and for a moment, I don’t know what to feel. It’s like the world has tilted again, and all I can do is smile, trying to wrap my head around everything that’s happening.

I feel the need to go to Sarah and end her life immediately. But the pull I feel toward Anne is way stronger.

I feel like it’s a now or never moment, a point of no return, and my brain doesn’t hesitate. Sarah’s words echo in my head, and without thinking, I decide to repeat them.

“I need to go pee, coming with me?”

Anne’s face freezes for a second, like she’s processing it, and then she nods slowly, her eyes locking with mine. She knows. She knows what this is about.

I grab her hand, not wasting any more time, and we start walking through the crowd, my heart going nuts. It’s like the world is moving in slow motion, the music thumping in my ears as we push through the bodies on the dance floor.

I glance over at Sarah as we pass by, and without thinking, I reach out and grab her too, pulling her along with us. She doesn’t say anything, just lets herself be tugged along, a little confused but clearly game.

We make our way toward the restroom, the crowd parting around us like we’re on a mission. Am I just leading two hot, sexy girls to the restroom? Yes, I am.

I don’t know what’s going to happen when we get there, but I’m too far gone to care.

As we approach the door, we act like it’s nothing, but I’m sure they both feel the same electric tension as I do. There’s no going back now.


A THREE-LEAF CLOVER

We lock ourselves inside the tiny restroom, and for a moment, reality hits me hard. I’m here, in this small, cramped space, with two stunning women.

One is my friend, Sarah, someone who’s been with me for years, and I can feel her desire to pick up where we left off.

But the other, Anne... this enchanting goddess, someone who’s been pulling at me ever since she walked into the room—I just can’t wait to taste her again.

But how do we even do this?

I pause for a second, overwhelmed by the situation. My brain is spinning, and I need to buy myself a moment, to collect my thoughts and postpone the obvious.

“I’m sorry, I really need to go,” I say with a half-smile.

I hear Sarah chuckle, clearly unfazed by my hesitation. “Peeing in front of us? Good luck,” she grins, her eyes mischievous.

Anne smiles too, her eyes flicking between me and Sarah, a subtle understanding between them that I don’t fully get yet.

In my fantasy, I imagine them kissing, maybe even turning this into something more. Hell, the picture I see is so beautiful, I could just watch it for hours.

It’s like the most beautiful sunny autumn day found a way to sneak in through the tiles, spilling golden hues over the small room and over these two stunning creatures in high heels before me.

But reality doesn’t play along. The two stunning women don’t kiss. Instead, they just look at each other, a silent exchange that feels almost too tense. Or just awkward.

I hover over the toilet bowl, trying to shake off the growing tension. I watch them from my position, amused but feeling more lost with every second. The idea of what’s supposed to happen next feels like it’s slipping away.

No kiss will happen between these two women. There’s no chemistry there, no spark, not like what I feel between Anne and me. Whatever I was hoping for isn’t going to happen, at least not the way I hoped it would.

I stand up, wiping myself quickly. I’ll just go there and start kissing them. What else can I do?

But before I act on it, Anne moves forward, her eyes fixated on my crotch. Her hand reaches out to grab my pussy directly. Her touch is gentle, but there’s an undeniable pull to it, like she’s telling me I left her waiting for too long.

She presses her body against mine, and I feel the closeness, the warmth of her presence enveloping me like she’s the only person in the world. Her body glued to mine, she presses me against the wall, no hesitation in her movements, and as her fragrant mouth brings heaven to me once again, I feel her grip on my wet pussy intensify.

“Ohhh,” escapes my lips involuntarily as I am shocked by how quickly she dropped any kind of restraint.

She doesn’t say anything, she commands me with heavy breathing and her intrusive tongue. This kiss is nothing like the previous one, there’s lust in her movements that I wasn’t even ready for.

She’s leaning her weight on me, her mouth devouring me. I feel something different in her demeanor that wasn’t there before. There’s a new determination in her, and I completely melt for it.

She’s touching me like a leader, and in a split second, it only makes me so much wetter for her.

Her lips wash over me, turning into a deep, sinful kiss, and in that moment, everything else fades away. I would try to catch my breath if I didn’t want to suffocate in her intoxicating kiss.

The softness of her body against mine, the faint fragrance of her skin, and the way she holds me so indecently—it all mixes together, making me want to cry.

I try to give as much as I receive, but I know that’s impossible. I crave her so much that it feels like I could never get enough, let alone give back all the love I feel for her.

I spot Sarah in the corner. She’s watching us, a mix of curiosity and something unreadable in her expression. Is she okay with this? Do I need to include her?

Without thinking, I pull Anne gently, turning us both around so that now I’m pressing her against the wall instead. She loves it, her eyes tell me. I don’t know what’s driving me—my body just knows what to do.

I’m safe, as long as I feel Anne connected to my mouth, my chest, my heart. I see her closed eyes just millimeters away from mine, and her devotion to the kiss is the sweetest thing I’ve ever felt.

Anne kisses me like a true lover, as if she knows me and loves me with everything she’s got.

I can feel Sarah’s presence behind me now, just slightly, and the way she’s approaching us adds to the electricity in my body. Her energy is undeniable, I feel her hands even before she lands them on me.

Anne and I are locked in this moment, but I’m aware of Sarah, too—her hands begin traveling all over me, and the warmth of her body leans on me, her mouth coming close to my right ear.

It’s like everything’s falling apart and coming together at the same time. The boundaries between us are blurring, and a distant realization hits me from the back of my mind—I’m in a sandwich of passion, pressed against two ridiculously hot women, making love in a dirty trio.

I feel Sarah’s kisses on my neck, while Anne’s tongue explores the inside of my mouth in ways I can’t even describe. Our kiss is bigger than us, it’s a story of its own, a whole world I could easily get lost in forever.

Anne’s hand grabs my bare pussy again, and at the same time, I feel Sarah’s hand reaching for my hot core as well. They are competing for me with their touch, and my brain just can’t find a way to articulate how hot that feels.

“Aaahh,” I moan loudly, telling them both with my breathing how horny they make me feel right now.

Their hands are caressing my heat, one over the other, two different hands, two different girls. Absolutely insane!

My pussy is throbbing, horny, aching for more. I feel my slickness spill over their hands as they vie for attention at my lustful center.

As soon as I remember I have hands too, I slide one up under Anne’s dress, lifting it high to reach her breasts beneath. She moans in pleasure, breaking the kiss to catch her breath. She gives me a look of pure lust as her hand slides a finger into me without a second thought.

A deep “Ahhh,” is all I manage.

The heat of her breast warms my palm as I slide further and catch her damp, boiling hot armpit.

Sarah’s mouth finds my ear again, and I squeak from overwhelming lust as they both tease two of my most sensitive spots—one on my clit, the other on my ear—driving me mad with their touch.

I open my eyes to find Anne’s smirk on her face as she’s fingering me, clearly enjoying seeing Sarah’s tongue on my ear, too.

Anne’s fingers inside me feel like something foreign, yet they’re giving me pleasure beyond reasonable comprehension. I’m way more horny than I could ever be satisfied.

I lower my hand to grab the wetness of the stunning woman in front of me, but her panties are in the way. She’s so soft through the worn-out fabric.

I step back, leaning into Sarah completely as she grabs me from behind and holds my breasts, which have almost fallen out of my bra already. I might be a mess to look at, but that’s nothing compared to the mess in my head. I have no idea how I’m behaving in front of these two sexy ladies that I ended up here with.

Anne seizes the moment and steps on the toilet cover to climb up to the tiled shelf above. Just after she removes her panties, she sits on the shelf, spreads her knees, and shows me her pussy shamelessly.

Anne’s pussy…

Oh, dear Lord.

I bend over, immediately reaching with my head, dying to know whether her smell down there is as enchanting as her tasty mouth.

I come closer, taking a second to fully acknowledge the indecent view that has just opened before me. I glance at Anne’s face, and her expression tells me how deeply she’s involved in this.

I inhale the air around her dangerous little kitty, diving into her smell, looking for every detail on her, trying to find at least a single imperfection, just to make it seem even remotely real.

She smells so raw, so primal, as if sex were a force, not just a word.

I hesitate to touch her, knowing I won’t be able to hold back once we collide. Meanwhile, I start to feel Sarah’s face behind me, her mouth nipping at my inner thighs, her hands spreading my butt cheeks. Fuck, this is getting serious!

Anne seems so moist, her skin leaking pheromones like mad, or maybe it’s the lack of air in this tiny room that’s made her all sweaty and steamy.

I place my hands on her legs to stabilize, giving myself one last chance to inhale the warm, sharp aura of her gorgeous pussy in front of me.

My racing mind can’t settle on anything right now. It’s bouncing between heavenly and ungodly, as my vision becomes erratic, unable to comprehend the naughtiness of the naked, spread-out thighs before me.

“Ohhh, shit!” fills the room as soon as I clamp Anne’s little twat with my mouth, and Sarah picks up on that immediately, biting into my flesh and making me feel almost like I just bit my own pussy.

Damn, this threesome thing is complicated! How do I even keep track of all the sensations?

It’s the dirtiest thing I’ve ever experienced—having a woman’s mouth on my pussy. But combining this with the wet, deliciously salty folds on my face—eating Anne like a hungry lion—takes it to a whole new level of ecstasy.

“Mmmm,” I hear myself moan, overwhelmed by the sheer pleasure of tasting Anne’s most personal nectar.

But I also hear two beautiful voices moaning with me, each one in its own key of pure love. Together, we are a song of passion, undeniable allure, fatal attraction.

“You’re so tasty,” Sarah says and wakes me from the dream.

It’s like she said the exact words out loud that were on my mind. I look up only to see Anne’s eyes completely dazed, drowning in sensation.

She’s fully committed to my mouth, her only concern being holding her legs wide enough to give me space. I extend my tongue and give her a long, satisfying lick over her spicy slit.

Her legs shake in pleasure, and I know she got my message. With my tongue and my eyes, I tell her the same thing Sarah just said to me.

You taste sooo good, sweetie!

I know Anne reads my mind right now, we’re so connected. I watch her eyes fill with tears as I lick her more fervently, never breaking our eye contact. I moan into her, and she breathes hard, deeply, loudly.

“What’s even happening right now?” Anne asks with a half-smile.

Her expression distant, completely absorbed, and I feel her confusion as if it were my own.

Sarah feels everything as her tempo just increases with the intensity of my connection with Anne. This is not just a pussy-licking train anymore, this is a higher level experience of three dirty souls coming together in a single cosmic miracle.

“Oh, I want you so much!” I moan into Anne’s tasty wetness, her abundant slickness on my mouth making me look like a child who just found a forbidden jar of ice cream.

“You kiss me so good, Tara, so perfectly,” Anne says, to my surprise, as I haven’t the slightest idea what I’m doing.

Sarah’s mouth has found ways of sending surges of electricity through me, and I can barely hold my legs straight.

“Do you like it?” I ask her just because I crave talking to her.

“Ohh... Tara! Ohhh!” she murmurs, her voice messing with my mind like the call of a deadly siren, tempting me to make my final move, my tongue performing its last dance on her.

Anne’s moans give me strength, and I cup her slickness with my tongue, taking a sip of her essence, feeling so dirty I could come from this act alone.

Her pussy grows hotter and tastier by the second, and I don’t know how to act anymore. So I thrust two fingers into her, slowly but deliberately, and her scream is just what I was hoping for.

“Argghh! Shit!”

Anne’s mouth fails to hold in her saliva, and as she grabs the tails under her butt for support, I feel her drool spatter softly on my face. I want to taste her mouth again so badly, but to leave her pussy? No way.

So as the frustration keeps building in me, I let it all out through my fingers, fucking this horny woman for a climax that she absolutely deserves.

Will I succeed? I have no idea. I’ve never made a woman come.

All I know is that it feels right, and judging by Anne’s reactions, I’m doing everything just the way she wants.

In this mashup of sensations, I detect Sarah entering me, and at that moment, I realize just how wet I must be, since she fucked at least two fingers into me and it all slid in like butter.

“Oh, you dirty bitch, smelling so good,” she says as I feel her nose dive into my butt crack, her nose pressing against my asshole.

Yeah, she’s nasty—I expected that. I don’t even care, I just hope she’s having half as good a time as I am.

“Yeah, take it,” I instruct, talking into Anne’s pussy, but communicating with Sarah, my pleasure giver from behind.

How crazy is that? We’re having a threesome—I still haven’t fully grasped that.

“Oh, I’m taking you, give me your sweet little ass,” Sarah says, as I feel her tongue on my asshole right away.

What surprises me is how gently her fingers work my pussy. I would expect more roughness from her. She’s gentle, yet undeniably naughty, and I kind of wish I had the capacity to feel her more.

Something in me decides we’ll need to repeat this someday—alone.

“Mmmh, so wicked, oh my god,” I moan, my mouth full.

I can feel Sarah wants me badly. She wants me the way I want Anne, and it fires me up like crazy. I widen my stance just a little, giving her access to as much of me as possible. Oh, so dirty!

I could even come now, but it’s all too much, and my body demands I straighten myself up. So I do it and come up for Anne’s mouth, hoping she still holds stock of her saliva for me.

Her perplexed face still doesn’t know what expression to show, so I seize the moment and enter her mouth with uncontrolled desire.

She half-opens her mouth and drool drips from it, her face still numb, as all her attention is clearly still on her pussy, being fucked by my hand.

I’m doing my best to keep the rhythm with my fingers, and by the look on her face, I’m sending her straight to outer space.

She starts shaking her head, as if saying no.

“Don’t stop,” she breathes, her mouth agape, her thighs shaking violently, as if the force of an earthquake is coursing through her.

“Oh, are you coming for me, baby?” I lean in, giving her all the closeness I can, breathing into her face as she gazes at me with her gorgeous, wet eyes, like I’m Mother Mary appearing for the first time.

Sarah comes behind me and catches me as she slides two fingers into my pussy again. But she knows it’s a delicate moment, so she doesn’t hinder me in any way, clearly understanding I need to do my best to push Anne over in this tender moment we share.

My fingers explore the inside walls of Anne’s horny volcano, and I can tell this just tips her over. Her breathing grows louder, and her voice starts crying out a song of ultimate surrender.

Her legs tremble so hard now, I’m scared she might fall off the shelf. But her crying eyes remain fixated on me, begging me to continue, to keep the tempo and intensity just the way it is. Forever!

I don’t know what jumps into my mind, but I start licking her face, my tongue making long, wet strokes across her face, and she literally starts screaming as if this is what triggers her inner explosion.

“Aaaaaaaaaahhh!!”

I’m sure even the DJ heard her scream. Unable to hold anything back, she looks at me as if I’m taking her life.

“Oh, look at you, definitely coming now!” I hiss at her, my lips slick with desire, as I can tell by her reaction that it’s driving her wild.

Oh, I hope so desperately that she will return her mouth juices to me as soon as she comes back from the other side. I just want to fucking drown in her sweet saliva. In her sinful wetness of doom!

“Oh my god!” Anne screams as she finally catches her breath. “Oh my god, another one!” she says, holding the tiles firmly as she pushes her horny pussy harder against my hand.

“Another one!” she sings a cry of devastation right into my face, giving me her everything.

“Oh fuck, this is so hot!” I hear Sarah say behind me, reminding me she’s still inside me.

All I know is the heat inside Anne’s pussy that is wrapping around my hand so tightly right now. Anne’s legs are shaking with even greater intensity, and her eyes finally close.

“Oh my.... Freaking...” she mutters as if in pain. “God!” she yells, as her second wave evidently flushes through her.

“Ohhh, wow!” Sarah mutters, now I feel her lust too, as she fingers me with urgency, making it impossible for me to focus on anything.

“You’re so beautiful,” I tell Anne, as her orgasm face is just the most unforgettable sight I’ve ever witnessed. She’s an absolute goddess, it’s beyond my pleasure to be able to make her come like that.

“So beautifully coming over my hand…” I just keep talking, feeling I need to share everything with both of them.

I do my best to keep my fingers moving inside Anne, as Sarah’s hand sends jolts of pleasure through me, making me forget my own name.

Anne’s climax finally loses its momentum, and she manages to hug me with one arm, pulling me closer, tighter, as she finally starts reading my mind again and starts licking my lips all over.

“You licked my face,” she says, her words mingling with my kiss, as I surrender to the ecstasy of her sweet breath. “That was the hottest, absolutely the hottest thing anyone’s ever… done to me!”

“Oh, that was so easy,” I tell her. “I want to eat you. I’m just happy I didn’t get carried away and bite you.”

She laughs softly, and I feel Sarah giggle behind me too.

I withdraw my fingers from Anne, and she gives me the most erotic moan, clearly still feeling the echoes of her double release.

This voice, her feminine, soft voice! That’s it. This is what’s making me so crazy about her. It’s not how beautiful she is, it’s her damn voice.

I give her pussy lips a few gentle strokes, just because it’s so difficult to break from her heavenly body.

I know this is coming to an end, and I am absolutely not ready for it. I could never get enough this.

I turn around and find Sarah’s face completely changed. She looks like she just saw a ghost or something. There’s some kind of deep surrender on her face, her eyes looking at me with a soft touch of love I’ve never seen on her.

“Oh, Sarah,” I say, leaning into her face, kissing my best friend eagerly.

“You have no idea,” she moans into my mouth. She tastes so sinfully right now, I could easily throw her on my bed and tear her apart.

I press her against the wall and grab her pussy, realizing she’s the one who’s gotten the least from this experience. She’s the only one still wearing her pants.

“Not here,” she whispers and enters my mouth with her tongue. I have her in a firm grip, but I understand she’s not up for it.

Maybe she didn’t like what just happened…

“Are you okay?” I ask her, trying to give her space to breathe.

“Oh, Tara...” she says, her eyes watering. “You will never know!”

I felt everything Anne did in the meantime. She pulled up her panties and covered her ruined mound with the wet fabric. I know how that goes.

She also straightened her dress, corrected her hair, and now she’s just behind me, giving my shoulder a kiss, hugging me and Sarah both at the same time.

“You girls... are... amazing,” she says, deep appreciation for the moment evident in her tone.

How could it be anything else? This was absolutely the craziest thing I’ve ever done. And I’m sure I’m not the only one here thinking this way.

I shift to the side to make room for Anne to join the group hug, and she accepts the unspoken invitation without hesitation. It all just happens, so effortlessly—we kiss, our mouths meet in a triangle, and there is no taking back. We just let go, letting our lips and tongues dive deep into wet, tingling love.

It’s the most beautiful feeling to see these two girls letting the spark ignite, and to be caught between their tongues.

As Sarah’s fingers find my pussy again, I realize my panties are still down. And I’m still in a public restroom. With two gorgeous women? Oh my god, what just happened?

Just because I can, I grab them both by their sexy asses as a strong bang on the door wakes us up and makes us hurry.

Damp laughter fills the small room as we scramble to collect ourselves, doing our best to look half-decent.

I fix my dress and run my fingers through my hair, trying to act normal. Normal after what we just did? Yeah, right.

Anne does the same, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear with a grin.

“Well,” she says, laughing, “that was... something new.”

I laugh too, loud and carefree, like a fool, still feeling giddy from everything.

Sarah straightens her dress, looking between the two of us with a playful grin.

“That was hands-down the craziest, most freaking hot, and chaotic thing I’ve ever witnessed. But hey, no regrets, right?”

“Regrets?!” I exclaim, looking at them both, suddenly wishing I could lick Anne again. I am so not done with her. Neither with Sarah!

“I can’t see any regret on Anne’s face,” I giggle, smiling at her softened, semi-lost expression on her enchanting face. Jeez, every time I look at her, I’m shocked by how hot she is!

Anne smiles, like she can’t believe any of this. “You gave me a million-dollar orgasm!”

“A million-dollar orgasm!” Sarah laughs.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

“Whoops! Ha ha ha...”

We have a lot to talk about—just not here. Sarah finally opens the door, and we exit, giggling, not caring about the stares we might get on the way out.

I feel like I’m flying, the euphoric buzz washing over me, urging me to rush to the dance floor.

We’re like a trio of mischief, laughing at our dirtiness, and the mood around us lightens even more. We’re all bouncing with energy, grinning like fools, feeling like everyone in the club knows our secret.

I can still smell Anne on my face.

It’s all so special with her, I lose all control the moment she enters the picture. I need to take her home… Or better—both of them!

Oh, this night is just beginning.
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DIRTY LESBIAN VACATION























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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rose?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look good, Rose. Real good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let’s make it one more.”

Hm?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She lets me hug her, her body shivering.

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

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

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

“You sure?”

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

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

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

“A night?”

“Oh, I’m sorry…”

“Dream girl?” she smiles.

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

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

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

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

Maybe that’s exactly what she wants too.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now!” she demands.

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

“Ahhhhh!!!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, Ella…





♥♥♥





Thank you so much for reading!




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

Thank you!
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