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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.



Thank you so much for reading!







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

Thank you!
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