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Chapter 1

The Croatian sun is burning hard as I trail behind Mom, smoothing the hem of my sundress and reveling in the way it clings to my thighs. At nineteen, I feel unstoppable—sexy—and I notice the looks that weren’t there before.

I feel so ready for a summer romance. Dear universe, please send someone interesting, someone attractive!

“There they are!” Mom waves wildly at a table beneath a striped umbrella. A man stands first—tall, smiling, and easygoing. Then she rises beside him.

“Monica, sweetheart,” Mom says, hugging them both. “This is Luka and Alina.”

They are both exceptionally good-looking, but for some reason, it’s the wife who catches all my attention.

Alina’s handshake is warm, her thumb brushing my fingers. “You don’t remember me, do you?” she teases, her voice low and honeyed with a soft European lilt. “I should have known after all these years you would turn into a grown woman. A fantastic one!”

Heat rushes to my cheeks. I manage a tiny “Hi,” barely audible, staring at her stunning face like an idiot.

“You were—what… three? When we met, right?” Mom says, turning to me as if I should remember.

“Please, don’t make me count the years. It only reminds me how old I am,” Luka says, and they all laugh.

“We’re not old, we just had a few summers in between,” Alina smiles, winking at me as we sit down.

Luka orders a round of white wine and some snacks. I sit directly across from Alina, which feels both perfect and terrifying. Every time she laughs at something Mom says, her gaze flicks to me—like she’s checking to see if I’m still here, still watching.

Mom and Luka are deep in stories about hostels and missed ferries. Alina shifts her chair, casual as anything, her bare foot brushing mine under the table as if to poke me.

“So, Monica,” she says softly, so only I can hear, “first time in Croatia?”

I nod, my throat tight.

“You look like you belong here,” she continues, her voice warm. “Croatian girls, mmm… You study?”

“Yes…” I mutter, ignoring her remark about the girls. “Fashion design.”

“Oh, that’s fantastic. I can take you shopping and you can be my consultant.”

We both laugh, but her eyes seem to be studying me. Curious. Interested. Very interested.

“I love fashion,” she says effortlessly, taking an elegant sip from her glass. “The clothes, the models… I just love beautiful things.”

My heart slams against my ribs. When she says beautiful things… no one has ever looked at me like that. Not boys at parties, not anyone. And definitely not a woman her age!

She senses my discomfort and puts her hand on my knee to relax me—and that’s a mistake. I squeeze my thighs together in a panic and, as I twitch, I almost knock a glass from the table.

Mom looks at me. “You alright, honey?”

“She’s bursting with youthful energy,” Alina smiles softly. “I envy her so much. I’d trade anything to go back to those times. Remember how we…”

And just like that, she masterfully saves me, casually steering the conversation away. They talk as if nothing happened, and I hide behind my wineglass, pretending to take a sip. The cool liquid in my hands does nothing to calm the fire in my chest. This woman… I like her.


Chapter 2

Mom never sunbathes before noon, so the next morning I go to the beach alone. When I suddenly spot Alina, I try to act as if I haven’t noticed her. I toss my towel on the rocks and head straight for the water, my heart beating unreasonably fast.

I do my best not to notice how insanely hot she looks, lying in the morning sun wearing big sunglasses like she’s posing for a fashion magazine.

The sea is cold silk. I cut through it, trying to outrun the ache that started the second I saw her. I should’ve at least said hello.

I swim past the families, past the shallows, all the way to the white buoys that mark the deep water. I hook my arms over the sun-warm plastic and let my body dangle, breathing hard.

Peace. Summer. A beautiful sky.

Then I hear a splashing sound behind me. Strong, confident strokes.

Alina surfaces right beside me, water streaming from her hair and her sunglasses pushed up like a headband. She grabs the same buoy, her chest heaving.

“My God, Monica,” she pants, laughing. “You swim like a dolphin. I’m dying.”

I can’t speak. Her face is suddenly so close—droplets clinging to her lashes, lips parted. It feels like she appeared here just because I wished for it so hard, and my belly is rioting. She rests beside me, our shoulders brushing every time the buoy bobs. The sea rocks us gently, like a cradle.

“You okay?” she asks.

“You were fast,” I tell her, finally finding the courage to speak.

“Yeah, I love swimming. I like to think I’m good at it. I’m certainly faster than Luka.” She pauses to catch her breath, and it’s wickedly charming. “He thinks he’s the best at everything. Well, at least when it comes to swimming, he most definitely is not.”

We both laugh, and I suddenly find the strength to compliment her. “I’m sure there’s more than one thing you beat him at.”

“Right. There’s one more. Sex.”

She laughs loudly, and I try to join in.

“His manhood… well, it’s not fully functional, let’s put it that way,” she says casually, floating in the water, her face turned to the sky.

“Oh…” I say, which is the most I can manage in such an awkward situation.

“He’s very depressed because of it. But for me, it’s actually not a problem. I prefer girls anyway.”

Holy shit.

“I’ve had many men, and they were all the same. But with girls… each woman is a story, an adventure of its own.”

I don’t know how to feel. Is this monologue a secret confession, or just a skilled introduction to something even more intense?

“I’m sorry, Monica,” she turns to me, her face almost dry now. “I’m very open when it comes to sex. I hope you don’t mind.”

I nod too fast, my voice having vanished. She smiles as if she loves how stunned I look.

“Look. I was your age once. I have absolutely no regrets in my life. Except for one: I should have given sapphic love a try sooner.”

My God, this is spiraling fast.

“Sapphic love…” I repeat.

“Ever kissed a girl, Monica?” she says, her hand brushing mine as she finds a new grip on the buoy.

“No. Never,” I breathe.

“You should try it. It’s a must. You can’t know how good it is if you only imagine it.”

“A must?”

“Yes, definitely. But there’s a catch. You must like her,” she continues seductively, “otherwise it doesn’t count.”

We both laugh, but my smile quickly fades. My expression must be a mess, and all I can think about is how fast I can swim back to shore.

“Ever met anyone like that? A girl, a woman, you found attractive?”

“I don’t know… Maybe?”

“Maybe is not good enough,” she smiles. “You must feel it in your whole body. You should blush before her, feel your heart race. Pulse for her. Know that feeling?”

Her eyes study my face as she asks, and I’m in shock. I’m not stupid; I know where this leads. But I just don’t get it—this gorgeous, unreal woman wants to kiss me?

“A special girl like you should know all her options,” she says, seeing my mind drift away.

“Special,” I repeat like an idiot, and the idea of kissing her becomes louder than a rock concert.

“Super special,” she confirms, her expression turning serious.

I’m probably paper-white by now. Her presence is holding me hostage. My body is frozen, my heart without a pulse.

“Well? Ever met anyone like that?” she asks kindly, her body now closer than ever, as if she’s trying to make me feel safe and terrified both at once. “Don’t worry, you can tell me. I’ll keep it a secret.”

She’s so close now, and it’s inevitable. I just need to say something—but I can’t.

“It’s hard to say, isn’t it?” she says in a soothing voice, and I feel like I'm in a freaking therapy session. “Let me help you. I find you, Monica, very, very attractive. How does that feel?”

Dear Lord, I’m going to drown.

“F… How?” I mutter. She isn't smiling anymore; her breath is shallow, too.

“Wanna try?” she says, and for a moment she’s not my mother’s friend—she’s a young girl my age, exploring life, exploring the beauty of love at first sight.

“Yes…” I say, barely audible.

Her lips part as she comes close and plants them on mine, eager but slow, as if giving me space in this chaos of feelings.

I grab the buoy’s rope tightly so I don’t sink, my whole body becoming useless. She wraps her legs around me, a tight squeeze that claims me, making me hers in a single moment. The water is cold, but her hug is soft, her salty lips hot. Her breath undoes me, making me see stars, making me unable to even respond to the kiss properly.

It’s a long, careful kiss, but it feels like a moment—way too short—and she’s already releasing me, leaving me empty-handed in the water.

“Sorry…” she says, her voice barely louder than the waves, her lips still so close. “I shouldn’t have done that. But I… needed it so much.”

“More,” I manage, and her eyes light up. Her hand slowly comes back under the water—needy, hungry.

Her fingers drift lower, tracing the edge of my suit as her body presses against me again. Not pushy, just exploring, asking, as her lips brush my face in the most tender way. A tiny sound escapes me, half-whimper, half-prayer.

She kisses me like she’s tasting me, every part of my lips. Her tongue enters and slides against mine, slow and sure. I cling to the buoy with one hand, the other finding her shoulder, slick and warm from the sun. She presses closer, breasts against mine, and I feel her smile into the kiss when I shiver.

Her hand travels over my body, then slips over my pussy, just resting there—her heat radiating through me even under the water.

I gasp into her mouth. She swallows the sound, her fingers gliding over me as if she already knows exactly where I crave her. Am I dreaming, or is Alina’s hand actually on my pussy right now? She doesn’t circle; she just holds me with a grip that feels deep and telling, overwhelmingly caring. I’ve touched myself in so many ways, but gosh, this feels so different.

“I feel you so well,” she whispers against my lips. “I dreamed about this the moment I saw you.”

She sounds like destiny as her hand releases the fabric, finds the edge of my suit, and slides under.

“Ohhh…”

“Yes, Monica. I need this so much, baby. You’re such a good girl for letting me do this.”

This is unreal. This stunning woman liked me from the very beginning? She felt the attraction just like I did? Is this how you know someone is the one?

Her hand rests on my bare pussy. No movement, just this unmistakably feminine touch I never expected to feel so good. And hot.

The water hides everything below our shoulders, but I feel exposed, laid bare. Her fingers envelop me with perfect pressure, an endless stream of pleasure. My forehead drops to her shoulder; I bite down on her sun-warmed skin to keep from crying out.

Her touch is delicate yet determined, keeping me right where I should be, pushing me up slightly as if I could straddle her palm. I want to—I need her to go harder—but she doesn’t. She just holds me.

“Ohhh,” I moan as the sensation builds so fast it scares me, the heat spiraling tight and hot.

“I sensed you instantly. You’re my kind of girl.”

“I didn’t… know…”

“Monica, I want to make love to you.”

“Huh…”

“I want to touch you in places I never should.”

“It’s… it’s okay.”

“It’s okay, baby? Can I touch you like this? Can you keep it a secret?”

Her hand is becoming hot as fire. My pussy must be dripping, but her touch remains still, undoing me with just the simple, firm pressure of her palm.

“I can…” I mutter, surrendered to this woman who is claiming me like I’m a puppet.

“Wow, Monica,” she exhales into me, her breath sending shivers through my soul. “You’re more than I was hoping for.”

Me? I still can’t believe it.

“Have you ever had your naughty little pussy kissed by a woman, baby? Do you have any secrets to share with me?”

Her hand presses a bit harder against me, and I’m losing my mind.

“No… Please…”

“Please what?”

“More.”

“Monica, I can’t wait to taste you. I need to have on my lips, but I can’t…”

She can’t? What!?

She releases my pussy, her hand sliding out of my suit.

“I can’t do it here, under the water,” she smiles.

Only now do I notice I’ve forgotten how to breathe.

I want to scream. I want to tell her to take me out of the sea and use me any way she pleases—yet a stupid “Huh…” is all I manage.

She’s visibly shaken, not even trying to hide it. It’s crazy to see this goddess losing it because of me, and it only makes me feel more useless. She comes closer one last time, presses one last gentle kiss to my swollen lips, and lets go.

“Give this a little thought, okay?” she smiles, as if she’s giving me some kind of homework. “See you later, little dolphin,” she adds lightly, then swims away.

Just like that.

I’m dead weight in the water. I couldn't swim right now if my life depended on it. What the hell was that?

I stay clinging to the buoy until my heartbeat slows, until the evidence of what happened floats away with the current. When I finally drag myself to shore, my legs are wobbly. Alina is already back on her towel with her sexy sunglasses on, reading a book as if the world hasn’t just cracked open.

She looks like a woman from a magazine cover. A lady who’s too elite to rent an apartment. She lives on a boat, bathing in a different sea every day. Luka likes to boast about it, I heard it many times yesterday.

She spots me and smiles, but I can’t face her. I gather my things with trembling hands and flee up the path to the apartment.

Hours later, I’m curled on the couch, pretending to read the same page for the hundredth time when Mom returns from town.

“Hey, honey. You okay? Hungry?”

“I’m great,” I lie, my voice too high. “Could definitely eat something.”

“Here’s something called burek. It’s still warm. You’re going to love it,” she says, tossing a bag on the table. She kisses the top of my head and goes to shower.

I stare at the page without seeing a single word. Every time I close my eyes, I feel her fingers again. Hear her voice. See that wicked, tender smile.

I’m her kind of girl.

My pussy clenches involuntarily. She is in my blood now, under my skin, behind my eyelids.

I am fucking cooked!


Chapter 3

The next morning I wake up aching, every muscle remembering Alina’s touch. I take a moment to make sure it wasn’t all just a dream, but as soon as my mind starts replaying her laughter, her piercing eyes, and her inappropriate touch—I shoot from the bed like lightning.

I pull on my swimsuit before Mom even stirs, my heart hammering with a reckless hope. She’ll be there. Of course she will. She has to be.

She isn’t.

I scan the entire cove three times, walk the length of the beach twice, and even swim out to the buoys to float there for half an hour, scanning the horizon like a lunatic. Nothing. Just families, old men playing picigin, and the same empty patch of blue towel where she lay yesterday.

I stretch out in the sun, letting the hours slip away, but doubt starts creeping in like the tide.

What if I never see her again?

Fuck. I don’t like the empty feeling. I hate to admit how much yesterday meant to me. That ridiculously hot woman was so focused on me, so attentive, so devastatingly close… and we never said goodbye. She can’t just leave!

By the time I trudge back to our apartment, the sun has burned the hope right out of me. I try to sound casual while Mom chops tomatoes for a late lunch.

“Are we… seeing Luka and Alina again?”

“No plans, sweetheart. They’re doing their own thing; boat trips, islands, whatever. Why?”

“I don’t know… They’re… interesting.”

“Yes, right? They’re great. Luka is such a nice guy—always smiling, so warm and generous. We might bump into them again. I hope so.”

I smile. I have a hunch Mom likes Luka more than Alina. I get it—he’s charming and easygoing, but a very strong character at the same time.

But I can’t even register him. His wife is all I can think about. Alina is such a powerful, curious person, full of a passion that seems impossible to control. A millionaire’s wife, yes, but no amount of money in the world could tame that kind of spirit. And my chest freaks out knowing that I am the one she decided to spice her life with.

The fact that Mom barely notices her only tells me the attraction between me and Alina is more precious, more private—just ours.

My stomach is on fire as I think about her. Mom and I have three days left in Croatia, and I’ll scan the entire island to find her if I have to!


Chapter 4

The next day passes in a blurred haze of melting gelato and forced smiles. My heart jumps every time I see a flash of chestnut hair in the crowd, but it’s always just a random stranger. The more I search for her, the more the memory of her comes alive—and it’s torturing me.

To save myself from the hollow ache in my chest, I try to let it go. What if I just forget her and try to be happy with what I experienced? A thin sense of relief washes over me, yet the phantom weight of disappointment lingers like a shadow.

After lunch, Mom decides we need a "proper day out," so we hire a car to scout the tourist spots suggested by the internet. When it’s just the two of us, Mom’s company is a genuine distraction, almost enough to make me forget my summer crush. But as evening falls and we weave through the polished marble streets of Diocletian’s Palace, the world suddenly snaps into focus.

I see her.

Alina is leaning against a stone archway, draped in a backless red dress that looks like a lick of flame against the ancient rock. She’s laughing at something Luka is saying, the dying sunlight catching the elegant, bare line of her spine. My breath hitches and simply stops.

“Mom!” I blurt out, gesturing toward them. The word spills out of me like a kid pointing at a candy store.

“Seriously,” Mom cries out, already rushing toward them, folding them both into a hug. “What a coincidence. It must mean something!”

We all laugh, and my heart hammers a frantic rhythm in my chest—yes, it has to mean something. As Alina’s eyes find mine, her smile is slow, secret, and utterly devastating. My knees actually wobble under the weight of her gaze.

“It means,” Luka interjects with a grin, “that we’re playing cards this evening!”

Yesss!

“Monica,” Alina says, her voice as warm as the Adriatic sun as she pulls me into a hug. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you… you too,” I stammer, my smile feeling fragile. For a second, I’m terrified Mom will spot the spark leaping between us, but she’s already lost in one of Luka’s jokes.

“I love your dress,” I blurt out, my mouth acting independently of my brain. “It’s fabulous.”

Alina lets out a soft, melodic laugh. “Fabulous! You talk like a true fashionista! Thank you, Monica—it means so much coming from you.”

Hearing her speak my name sends a literal jolt through me, a physical thrum that settles deep in my pelvis. The dirty, vivid memories of our last time together rush back, flooding my mind with a thousand new possibilities.

“Our boat, nine o’clock,” Luka calls out, already beginning to stride away while holding Alina’s hand.

I can’t help myself; I throw one last, lingering glance at her as they retreat. Why? Why am I so attracted to her?

Beside me, Mom looks radiant, silent as if she’s already spinning her own plans for the evening. The internal death I felt only minutes ago has vanished, replaced by a sudden, violent explosion of happiness.

Thank you, universe. You’re amazing!


Chapter 5

“Hey, pretty ladies!” a voice calls to us from a yacht that looks more like a building than a boat.

Only now do I realize Luka’s boat is probably the biggest one in the whole marina. He’s waving at us, his white teeth shining against his tanned face. I’ve never been on a yacht like this, and I feel like everyone is watching us.

“Wow, this thing is huge!” I can't contain the excitement.

“Let me help you,” Luka says, offering his hand as Mom and I walk the gangway.

It’s all staggering luxury, as expected, but nothing compares to the sight of Alina as she appears in a shimmering gold dress, looking like a total pop superstar.

“My God,” Mom says, “Alina, you look—”

As Mom fumbles for words, I know it’s futile. Words can’t describe her. So, I chime in.

“Dope as fuck.”

“Monica!” Mom gasps, but Luka and Alina burst out laughing.

“Yes, I’m a lucky man,” Luka says, showing us to the table.

“And I’m a lucky woman,” Alina adds, piercing me with a gaze that shatters the last shred of sanity in me.

Oh, God—we haven’t even begun, and I’m already caught in this fiery dance that leads God knows where.

The evening continues safely enough: laughter, prosciutto, cards on the table. Luka tells long stories. Mom drinks in his words like the wine, laughing louder than usual. I sit across from Alina again and try to act as normal as I possibly can.

Every time Alina leans forward to play a card, her dress gapes just enough to show the curve of her breast—no bra. I stare at my own cards until the numbers blur. But my eyes keep drifting back to her skin, her eyes. I study her, trying to figure out what’s so special about her. It’s not just the looks. It's the way she speaks, her confident posture, her whole energy... It’s like she’s from some other reality. A reality I desperately need to visit someday.

After some time we take a break, and Mom is again drowned in Luka’s attention. When Alina collects the cards from the table, I notice a long, thin scar on the back of her forearm.

“What happened to your arm?” I blurt out before I find another excuse to stay quiet.

“Oh, this is an old one. I was trying to fix a bike, many, many years ago,” she smiles, lifting her arm and looking at the scar as if she’d forgotten it. “It didn’t go as planned.”

“I hope the bike survived,” I joke, feeling good for finally having a conversation that doesn’t feel forced.

She laughs, her eyes shining. “I was just trying to be better than my brother.”

“You have a brother? Why didn’t he fix it for you?”

“Exactly. I’ve always had this voice inside me, telling me I need to be better than him. Better than all the guys, actually.”

“Right…” I reply, the words suddenly disappearing.

This stunning woman can fix stuff? Why does that make her even hotter?

“I guess I have some Balkan blood in my veins,” she says, putting the glass to her lips, not breaking her gaze. “We need some kind of fire to thrive.”

“I like… that…” I utter, feeling stupid again.

“My grandparents were Croatian. That’s why we keep coming back here. Feels like home.”

“Are you filthy rich?” I smile, risking more than feels comfortable.

She laughs loudly. “Luka is. 'Filthy' is probably the right word to describe it.” Then she leans closer so only I can hear, her lips suddenly so close. “But I couldn’t care less about the millions. It’s the other kind of filthy that gets me going.”

I freeze. Here we go again—the Alina from the buoys is back. She winks at me, but her lip trembles for a moment, like I’m the only thing in the world she wants—but can’t have.

“Really? What kind is that?” I tease her, suddenly remembering how her hand felt on me under the water.

Her breathing becomes visibly shallower, her eyes checking Luka and Mom nearby. They don’t have the slightest clue. Alina doesn’t say anything, just leans back, her eyes scolding me for being so bold. She lifts her glass again, her lips turning into a slow smile that promises a revenge I could never be ready for.

The evening moves forward and I’m seriously thinking I’ve become a lesbian in a single week. No guy has ever made me feel like this. Sure, I've liked girls since... well, since always, actually. But I’ve never devoured them with my eyes like this. And besides that, Alina—she’s not a girl, she’s a woman! I don’t want to be rude, but she’s a little older, isn’t she? So why on earth are my lips trembling? Why is my belly burning with a heat that threatens to explode?

It’s painful to watch her so close, knowing we can’t take it further. My mind keeps wondering what would happen if we were alone. Would she kiss me again? Touch me? Would she make love to me if we found ourselves in a bedroom?

Luka goes to the cabin for more wine, and Mom follows to “help.” The second they’re gone, Alina’s bare foot slides along my calf under the table. I was expecting this, but I’m not prepared for how amazing it feels.

Her eyes dance. “I was thinking about you a lot, little dolphin,” she whispers.

Shit, she sounds serious.

“Me too.”

“You drank a lot. Do you need to pee?”

My whole body is a melting live wire. The way she asked that almost knocks me from the chair. Her head sways in a naughty way as she puts her lips to a straw without breaking eye contact.

“I don’t know… now that you mention it,” I reply on autopilot, wondering if my legs can even carry me to the bathroom.

Luka and Mom come back laughing about a broken corkscrew, but Alina’s eyes stay on me, the straw twirling in her sexy mouth as if she’s already licking me.

“Ha ha, you can’t do it, just give up. Let me open that for you, Luka,” Mom laughs, oblivious.

My world goes white—the loud laughter and the tension with Alina are too much for my brain. And yes, maybe I really need to…

“I’ll use the bathroom real quick,” I say, standing abruptly. My leg hits the table, almost knocking my glass over—a move that's already becoming my signature.

“Let me show you,” Alina says casually. She stands, giving me a hand to navigate past the table. Luka and Mom barely register us leaving.

I walk behind her, and I’m not ready. All the fantasies I’ve had vanish under the pressure of the real thing. Alina’s long legs, her hips swaying in that golden fabric, her sun-kissed shoulders—it’s too much.

She leads me through the boat, and suddenly we’re in a bathroom that looks better than the one in my house. She quietly locks the door, and her eyes find mine.

“Do your thing,” she says, gesturing to the toilet like we’re in a bit of a hurry. Only then do I notice she’s a little nervous, too.

“I… I can’t.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t watch,” she smiles, turning to the mirror to check her makeup.

I lower my panties and sit down. It makes sense to force myself now, as coming back here again later might seem even more suspicious. I watch Alina lean toward the mirror. Her ass pops out, her mature curves melting my brain. How can she be this fucking hot?

I’m so nervous that my body can’t release the pressure in my belly. As if reading my mind, Alina turns on the water and it suddenly starts—a loud stream setting me free.

“Ah,” I sigh, and she smiles at me.

“Hurry,” she says, extending her hand and pulling me into her grip.

She puts her arm around my waist, her other hand shamelessly landing on my pussy.

“You’re mine now,” she hisses, her lips almost touching my face before softly nipping my cheek and my ear, while slowly rubbing my growing slickness.

“I’m never letting you go. Sit here,” she whispers, pushing me against the sink and helping me climb up.

Her arms are thin, but her grip is surprisingly strong as she hoists my hips. I grab the sink for balance and land my ass on it. I want her on my pussy so desperately, but I’m too embarrassed to widen my legs for her. I try to find anything to hold on to as her warm palms press against my inner thighs, widening me, making me completely exposed to her. She removes my panties entirely, her eyes locked on my pussy before her gaze slides to mine with a fatal, surrendered expression.

I forget how to breathe as the anticipation builds into something too big for me. She said she was open about sex, and this proves it. She stripped me like she owns me, like it’s all part of some long-standing agreement.

She leans in, smelling my heat as if I’m the prize. Then her gorgeous face lashes at me with hunger, her lips making no soft introduction.

“Oh, oh, shit…” I start immediately as her lips work on me with intensity, her tongue deliciously hot in my folds.

“Shhh! Quiet,” she murmurs into me, her hungry eyes watching me from below as she eats me like I’m her last meal.

Fuck, this feels amazing, but it’s overwhelming. It's happening so fast I can’t comprehend it.

“I knew it,” she whispers against me, rolling her cheeks in my growing wetness. “Your pussy is so incredibly delicious.”

I gasp for air, my hands gripping whatever they can find around the sink, my ass pushed down on the sharp edge of the porcelain, almost painful.

“Ohhh,” I exhale loudly as Alina eats into me harder, her mouth devouring me with an intensity I never would have expected from her polite composure.

“I was dying to taste you, Monica, and now I have you—just for myself!”

“All… yours,” I manage between short gasps.

It’s insane to see her so passionate, and it’s unreal to think she wants me as badly as I want her. Her lipstick smears around her mouth as her tanned skin presses beautifully into my pussy.

“You make me so horny, it’s unreal,” she says, and I feel how wet I am for her. “All I think about is you.”

She sticks her tongue out and slowly stabs it into me; I feel it sliding deep inside. Then she slowly pulls it out and stabs it back in again, while those mature eyes never stop watching me. God, I’ve never belonged to anyone like this. This woman is feasting on me, and I’m melting from the sheer beauty of the feeling.

“Just take me, as much as you wish,” I tell her, as she continues to slowly penetrate me—out again, and then back inside. Slow, sweet, caring.

She tries to go even deeper with her tongue, inviting a pleasure out of my pussy I never knew was there. She grabs my thighs firmly, her nails cutting into my skin. It’s an awkward position on the sink, but seeing her rush to taste every bit of me erases all the discomfort.

I grow even wetter for her as she slides two fingers into me, and suddenly I see stars and fireworks all at once.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my breathing coming in ever shorter gasps.

“Have you been thinking about me at all?” she asks, the lipstick ruined on her face, my slickness blurring her skin.

She has me completely under her control, yet her voice is begging me to say I missed her. There’s something deep in her attitude, far deeper than mere lust.

“Ohhh,” is all I manage, closing my eyes as her pressure undoes me, waves of ultimate pleasure rolling in.

“Have you?” she asks impatiently, smelling my throbbing heat as if I’m the only one in the entire world.

“I barely know you, Alina,” I breathe out, “but I think I… I love you.”

“Aaaahhh!” she almost screams into my thigh, muffling her voice against my skin. “I knew you were special, little dolphin. I can’t even count how many times I came thinking about you,” she says, her mature voice so horny I could come from that alone.

“You’re shameless,” I say sharply, surprising even myself as the climax nears.

I love how relaxed she makes me feel. I hold my thighs open for her without hesitation now, feeling like I could give her everything. I even want to release some kind of bratty provocation—a strong need to tease her in a slutty way I didn’t even know I possessed.

She laughs quietly. “Yes, just like that—trembling already. I like that. Let it go! Open for me, come for me.” Her tongue dives even deeper. “Oh, you taste like… I’ll take anything you throw at me. Anything, you hear, baby?”

I hear her, but I can’t respond as her fast thrusts rub me toward the abyss too quickly. Her mouth joins her fingers, making smacking sounds against my flesh. She flicks her tongue over my sensitive clit with an intensity that is too much, stopping me just short of the edge.

“Too… Too much,” I cry, trying to warn her to go easier, but she’s determined—it’s her way or no way.

“Too much, I know,” she smiles, her makeup smeared with my slickness. “I would go easier on your tasty little pussy, but I just can’t behave around you.”

Her eyes turn wicked as her fingers exit me and I instantly feel her circle my asshole. She plants her mouth on my pussy again as she massages me there, coating it with slickness, as if making me ready for… what exactly?

“Please,” I moan, trying to stop her from doing something too dirty.

“No?” she asks, and as soon as her mouth is off me, I feel so empty. “A dirty girl like you... you surely like having your tasty little ass licked?”

Ass licked?

She pushes my thighs up, almost knocking me over, positioning me just the way she needs me. “Look at those little dark hairs. This is insane, baby—I want to taste you so much, can I? I’ll never get tired of you.”

Why does she sound like she has more plans for me? Like this is just the beginning. Can this last?

“Oh, Monica,” she moans as soon as her tongue tastes my ass. “You’re beyond delicious here,” she says, probing me, flicking over the edges of my forbidden parts.

“Ohh, God,” I moan quietly, as her tongue explores more, with even greater enthusiasm than before.

“You… You sure?” I stutter, sounding more confused than I feel.

“That’s how much I want you, you little troublemaker. I’d eat you, drink your last slutty drop.”

I don’t know why, but I like her vulgar talk. It must be the way older people do this. I feel like I’ve cracked some code of life that lets me see her act like this.

“You can have my ass, you dirty woman,” I tell her, realizing there’s no way out of this.

It’s all a big mess, and she just licks me indecently like she’ll never stop. Her hot palms spread my cheeks as her tongue pushes harder, opening me where I would never let anyone in. Then two fingers enter my pussy again. The combination of sensations is overwhelmingly beautiful, and I start nearing the climax once more.

“God, so fucking tasty! I could eat your naughty ass all night!”

“Ohh, Alina…”

“But I can’t. I’ll save that for another time.”

“Will there be… another time?” I ask desperately, not knowing what I want more—an orgasm or a guarantee of a next time.

Her mouth moves higher, her lips back on my clit. She’s gentle now, and the pleasure builds fast, snowballing again into a climax I can’t escape.

“Alina, I’m… I’m… coming,” I tell her as I start feeling those sweet tingles in my belly, stretching all the way down to my toes.

Her finger circles my asshole, and for reasons I can’t explain, it feels so sweet, so intimate, fueling my pleasure beyond any reasonable limit.

“I’ll make you my lick-doll. I’ll taste your little holes whenever I please,” she hisses against my flesh, her tongue doing magic over my clit.

“Ah, ah, ah!”

It’s crazy seeing her like this, her passion so needy—something I never could have predicted from our previous encounters. She keeps licking my pussy, thrusting her fingers in and out, and then it finally comes—the wrecking wave of pleasure that changes me forever.

I’m here, coming on the mouth of this dream-like woman who, for some reason, decided to take me—me, out of the eight billion people on the planet. I shiver, I shake, grabbing her hair and shoving her face into my soaked flesh, smothering her with my orgasm.

She moans into me, still giving me pleasure, making sure my orgasm fades with a slow, gentle rhythm.

I’m gasping for air as she lets go, and I almost fall without her support. She laughs at how ruined I am, and I feel so taken, so claimed, belonging to her like I’ve never belonged to anyone.

“Stand up and go back before me. I need to fix my makeup.”

I do exactly as she instructs, my mind empty, my vision blurry. Right now, I can’t even remember my name. I pull my panties up over my soaked pussy, making the fabric wet and useless instantly.

“Shit,” I mutter, and she smiles, my slickness still coating her mature skin.

“Don’t worry, it’s warm outside,” she says, coming to me and planting a soft kiss on my cheek, then on my forehead. “You’re incredible—so tasty and adorable. I can’t wait to catch you again. Harder.”

Again? Harder?

I tremble at her words, every cell in my body craving exactly what she just said.

“Now go. Don’t be suspicious,” she whispers, opening the door with a smile, almost ushering me out.

“God, I’m so horny,” I hear her say just before the door clicks shut.

And suddenly, I’m alone.

Silence hits me, and I can’t collect myself. What do I even look like right now? What if Mom reads it all on my face? I smooth my dress down and fix my bra, checking my hair to see if it’s still sitting the way it was meant to.

I take three deep breaths—inhale, exhale—and here we go. I’m almost out, but as soon as I see Mom at the table, I turn away. I can’t face her, not like this.

The yacht’s living room has sofas that look so inviting. What if I… just for a second…

I dive into the soft pillows. I’m so afraid to face Mom that I’d rather act exhausted right here as long as we’re on this boat. Alina comes from the bathroom and she’s instantly with me.

“Are you okay, baby?” she asks, her warm body settling next to me, her arms on my shoulders as she swipes the hair from my face.

“I’m… tired,” I say, but what I mean is: Please never take your hands off me.

Mom enters the room. “Honey, you alright?”

“She’s a little tired, poor thing,” Alina says, her warm voice soothing me in ways I can’t describe. I wish she’d take care of me like this forever.

“Too much sun, Monica. I told you,” Mom says.

“Yeah, I know,” I reply, relieved that Mom found a story she could swallow. “Please guys, keep playing. I’ll just take a few minutes on this cozy couch.”

“Okay. You look great there, in the middle of the pillows,” Mom smiles. “I'll give you a few minutes to rest, and then we'll leave, okay?”

“No,” Alina smiles. “Stay a bit longer. I’m sure Monica will be fine in a second.”

“Sure, Mom. Just give me five minutes,” I say, trying to sound casual.

“I’ll bring her some water,” Alina says. Mom stands quietly, as if she’s assessing the situation. She bends and puts her palm on my forehead and doesn’t say anything. She smiles at me, but I can’t shake the feeling she’s sensing something. I can’t fool my mother; I never have.

Alina comes back with a glass of water. “I’ll join you at the table in a minute,” she says to Mom.

Mom stands, smiles, and strides back out to the table. I don’t know—my feelings are mixed now. The way Mom left… it’s like she smelled that something was off. And the way Alina sent her out felt a little pushy. I know that’s enough for Mom to have questions when we leave.

Alina lingers beside me, caressing me, her touch making me see stars. She’s so warm and loving, her softness breaking my heart in advance.

“Go,” I whisper, smiling, as her gorgeous eyes look down at me.

She leaves, her golden dress shining in the light. My God, just look at her. This unbelievable woman… minutes ago… took everything I had.


Chapter 6

Our last full day in Croatia. Mom spreads our towels side by side on the same beach, humming as she rubs sunscreen into her shoulders. I lie on my stomach, cheek against my forearm, pretending to doze. Every wave that hisses up the pebbles sounds like Alina’s breath in my ear. Every gull overhead sounds like her laugh. I am exhausted from wanting, from pretending I’m fine, from knowing that tomorrow we’ll be on a plane and this will all collapse into a story I’ll tell—no one, ever.

I almost drift off when a shadow falls across my back.

“Dobro jutro, beautiful ladies.”

That voice. Low, sun-warmed, amused.

I freeze. Mom sits up first, delighted. “Alina, hey!”

Alina stands over us in a simple white summer dress, salt already drying on her skin. Sunglasses hide her eyes, but her smile aims straight at me. I can’t move. My heart tries to punch its way out of my chest. I turn to face her, but don’t dare say a word.

Mom chatters about our flight tomorrow, about how sad we are to go. Alina listens, then says lightly, “I’m heading to the stalls in the palace—some last-minute gifts. You two interested? Monica, I’d need a fashion advisor.”

Mom laughs. “That’s great. I’m going to get a bit more tan here, if that’s alright. But you two, go—have a little fun.”

Mom, you have no idea what kind of fun we're really talking about.

I sit up, trying to hide how thrilled I am. “You mean right now?”

“Yeah,” Alina says, offering me a hand. “I’m going to walk to the boat to grab my stuff, and then… come.”

There is no force in the universe that could stop me from going with her. I’m amused by how half-interested I manage to seem on the outside, just to keep Mom from being suspicious.

“Postcards,” Mom says, snapping her fingers. “We forgot—Monica, buy some postcards!”

“Sure, Mom,” I almost whisper, my voice nearly betraying me.

Mom waves us off happily, already lying back down, and here we go—another date with my mother’s friend. Absolutely nuts.

We walk through the pine-shaded paths without touching, without speaking, just waiting to get out of Mom’s sight.

“Luka’s out with friends on a fishing trip until tonight,” she says. “The boat’s empty.”

My knees nearly give out.

It’s a twenty-minute walk that feels like a whole school year. I have so much to say, but I can only communicate with my confused eyes, nodding to her every word, drowning in her laughter. She takes my hand and we walk in the open, looking every bit the mother and daughter—but beneath the surface, we hold a secret no one would ever suspect. Her fingers graze my skin, taking every tiny opportunity to touch me. It’s the most beautiful feeling in the world, knowing she’s been waiting for me, wanting me. Whatever happens next, this moment is all I ever needed.

As we approach the marina, we drift past the stalls and Alina comes to a sudden halt.

“I’m dying of thirst. Do you want a drink?”

“Yes, it’s scorching out here.”

“Come on,” she says, reaching out and tugging me by the hand.

She pulls me onto a crowded terrace and we snag the only empty table left in the shade. It feels like a secret, illicit date as we order cocktails. Tucked away in the throng of people, our voices are just a drop in the ocean of the crowd. I feel safe here, despite being in plain sight.

Alina looks like something out of a fairytale as the wind sweeps across the terrace, catching her hair. “Funny,” I say, feeling relaxed as our drinks arrive.

Alina lets out a charming laugh. “Funny that we’re having a drink together? Just the two of us?”

“Yes,” I nod, taking a sip through the straw. The cocktail is delicious. “Funny and… very special.”

Alina’s lips close around her straw, and the sight of it stirs an ache for a kiss inside me. Everything about her looks so damn delicious.

“Special and priceless,” she says, locking eyes with me as if there’s something more she wants to say.

“I think my mom has a crush on your husband,” I joke.

Alina smirks mischievously. “That’s nothing new,” she says, completely unfazed. “Women stick to him wherever we go.”

“Are you happy?” I blurt out before I can stop myself. I’m hungry for a conversation with depth—something with the weight of the love I feel for her.

“In my marriage? I’m happy right now, in this moment,” she says, a glint appearing in her eyes. “And my marriage allows me that. I can’t complain.”

Now that we’re alone, I finally see the contours of her real personality. When she’s fully relaxed, her elegance takes on a trace of masculine power. It’s just her nature. Seeing her like this—strong, relentless—only makes me want her more.

“I owe you an explanation, my little dolphin,” she says, sliding on a pair of oversized sunglasses so I can no longer see her eyes. “So you don’t have a guilty conscience. We aren’t doing anything wrong. Luka and I have a silent agreement; we never mention it, but we don’t delude ourselves either. He knows perfectly well that I’m interested in women, and he has no problem with it. Just as I’ve accepted that he… is interested in women, too. Always has been. I learned much more shortly after the wedding than I initially expected.”

Her posture doesn’t change, but the glasses make her look more serious.

“Did he cheat on you?”

Alina laughs. “You could call it that. You have to understand, a man that handsome with that much money… the temptations he faces, who could resist?”

“I understand,” I say, though I feel a slight heaviness settling in my chest. “You had to come to terms with it, or else…”

“Yes, or else leave,” she smiles, her lips pressing back onto the straw.

“Do you ever regret choosing to stay?”

Alina leans back, and in that movement, I see the full extent of her maturity. Before me is a woman whose unearthly beauty is seasoned by years of experience. “Never,” she says firmly. “I always find something good in everything. Even in a total catastrophe. Becoming a millionaire’s wife was just one of the challenges I accepted. And conquered.”

This moment is priceless to me. Alina has opened up. She’s being honest, and I adore her strength. She’s sitting to my right, and all I want is to reach out and stroke her thigh.

“I’m really glad I met you,” I say, my voice barely a whisper.

“Me too,” she says, leaning forward.

To hell with it. If I don't get brave now, I never will. Before I can overthink it, my hand darts under the table and lands on her thigh. Alina’s lips quiver, caught by surprise for a fraction of a second. Then, she slowly removes her glasses, and those vivid eyes sear into me. My God, her gaze is like a laser—it could cut right through me.

“I’d want you as my mentor,” I tell her, my voice shaking just as much as my hand on her skin. I’m almost frightened by my own nerve, but my palm is pressed against her hot skin and I won’t pull away.

“A mentor?” she smiles slowly, as if testing to see how far my audacity will go.

My hand moves higher, toward the hem of her skirt. She shifts her leg, parting her thighs just a fraction to invite me further.

“I like brave girls,” she says, her gaze unwavering, her breath visibly shortening.

“Do you think I’m brave?” I whisper.

“You’re feeling up your mother’s friend in the middle of a crowded bar,” she says, as my fingers travel an inch further and brush against her panties. “In broad daylight. Bold and brave at the same time. My favorite combination.”

That was all I wanted. To touch her there. To show her I’m here and I’m ready. I pull my hand back, though I keep it resting on her knee. Now it’s her turn.

“I’ll find a way, my little dolphin, to find you again. This isn't our last holiday.”

“Will you really?” I say, suddenly bursting with energy.

“I don’t know how yet, but we’ll see each other again, Monica. Life has taught me not to let special opportunities pass by.” My body is full of butterflies as she tells me I am her special opportunity. “You’ll give me your number and I’ll help you. Whatever you need, I’ll be there for you, okay?”

“I just want to see you,” I say, stunned.

“Of course. But a fashion business doesn't build itself. Why not take a little help when it’s available? If you need anything, you call me, okay?”

When she says "anything," she rubs her fingertips together, making it clear she means financial help too. She takes a final pull of her cocktail, and even though the glass is empty, she keeps drawing air, looking me straight in the eyes. Her lips relax and her tongue gently grazes the straw. My clit twitches as I imagine that same movement on me.

“I think we should go,” she says, her gaze fixed. “It’s time I show you what I do with girls who boldly grope me in public.”

I burst into a loud laugh, then awkwardly stifle it. How can I control myself around her?

“You have no idea how much I want that,” I say, risking everything.

“Even if you end up crying?”

“Crying? From happiness, from pain, from a broken heart? I don’t care.” I want to be her love experiment. To the end.

Alina leans forward, and her fingers grip my torso right under my breasts. She squeezes hard.

“Ouch!”

She doesn't answer, she just gives me a sharp look before putting her glasses back on and standing up. That move said it all. I know I’m playing with fire and that at the end of this story, there will be tears of withdrawal. That squeeze was a warning—that too much beauty always carries a high risk. On the other side of all this is pure pain. I know.

And I don't care. I want to risk it all, even if it's only for one more moment with her. I stand up, too, and in a comfortable silence, we begin to walk away from the bar.


Chapter 7

When we reach the marina gate, Alina looks at me. “After this, I’ll take you to the market and buy you something nice, okay?”

“Sure,” I smile, but I don’t care about gifts. Being with her is the greatest present I could ever get.

She leads me down the jetty to their boat, which seems even bigger today. She helps me over the gangway, her hands deliciously strong as she catches me on the other side. Inside the yacht, the living room is cool and dim, smelling of wood and the sea. She closes the hatch behind us and presses a button that makes the place even darker.

“Drink?” she asks with absolutely no urgency in her voice.

“Okay.” I stand behind her, looking around, not sure how to act. “This place is crazy. I’d want my actual home to look exactly like this.”

“Yeah, this one is great, isn’t it?”

“This one? You own more than one?”

Alina hands me a cool glass of fresh juice. “We own nothing, this is rented. The previous one wasn’t this special.”

Our glasses clink, and I give a sour smile as I realize how difficult it is to talk to someone so much wealthier than me. Alina notices my discomfort, so she explains. “Luka doesn’t own a yacht because it would be too troublesome to drive it here across the Atlantic.”

“Makes sense,” I try to sound smart.

“Some of his friends, with even more money—they put their yachts on a cargo ship, get here by plane, and use their own yacht here just to boast. Yes, that actually exists.”

I laugh, probably too loud, but it’s all because she's being so sweet and relaxed. She acts as if she’s just like me—a stranger in the world of the rich.

“I love your smile,” she says, putting down her glass.

“And I love chatting with you,” I say, as she grabs my drink and puts it down, too.

“I could chat with you until evening, but…” she says, stepping closer. Her hands trace my straps, her face suddenly so close I can smell her fresh, intoxicating breath.

“But?” I say, my voice trembling even on that one-word sentence.

“But suddenly, it’s not chatting I have in mind.” Her fingers play with the straps, pulling them over my shoulders. The weakest wind could undress me right now.

“We’ll chat… later.” I actually manage to say that.

“Are you sure you don’t want to talk a bit more?” she teases, prolonging the sweet tension. We’re just a moment away from a collision that will melt iron.

“Actually, I have something to tell you,” I say, my breath hitching as her fingertips graze the skin of my chest, making me numb. Frozen.

“Oh, what’s that?”

“You said… I should find… someone attractive.”

“Yes, baby. Any luck with that?” she asks, her eyes gleaming with playfulness as she traces my face, landing on my lips.

“I think I found some—”

It’s too late to finish the sentence, my mouth is already claimed by her lips. She kisses me—no teasing, no games. It's deep, slow, and certain. I make a broken sound and kiss her back like I’m starving.

There are no words to describe how beautiful it feels to have her lips on me, kissing me slowly, tenderly. I see colors too beautiful for human eyes as her breath glides over my cheeks. We stumble to the cushioned couch, pulling at our clothes. There’s an urgency in my moves I didn’t expect. I grab and pull with more courage than I thought I had. Her breathing hitches, telling me she likes it.

Her dress slides down, pooling around her waist as I pull it away with shaking hands. I stare at her breasts, sun-marked and perfect, before she leans in, offering her nipple to my mouth. The sensation is indescribable. Her softness, her taste—it’s all too much, and we’re just starting. She gasps, her fingers threading through my hair.

She lays me down like I’m something precious. She kisses my throat, my collarbones, and peels my sundress down my hips. When her mouth reaches my stomach, I’m already arching, begging without words.

Alina looks up, eyes shining. “Let me taste you properly this time.”

I can’t answer. She parts my thighs, drinking in the sight of me. She licks a slow line up my center, full length over the underwear. My back bows off the cushion. She hums against me, pleased, and does it again, and again, until I’m writhing, hands fisted in her hair.

“Your panties smell so dirty. I don’t want to remove them.”

“Why me?”

“What’s that, baby?”

“Why me, Alina? Of all the girls?”

“Oh, baby,” she purrs against my pussy, as if she has no time to explain. “The way you watched me when we met for the first time… I knew you were made for me.”

She nips at my panties and pulls them with her mouth, playing with me.

“I watched you?” I’m shocked. “I thought you watched me!”

“Of course I did,” she says, lifting her head over my spread-out pussy. “How could I resist? But you watched back! I sensed instantly you were special!”

“Gosh,” I exhale, and her lips are immediately back on me, nipping and licking through the fabric.

“So this is what love at first sight feels like,” I smile.

She laughs, finally hooking a finger under the edge of my lace and pulling my panties aside. “Exactly,” she says, diving into me. Her tongue presses slowly, sweetly, teasing me with light strokes. She stops, taking a sharp inhale. “Dear God, how can you be so tasty!”

“Ahhh, more!” I exhale, pressing my pelvis into her mouth, trying to ignite her, wanting her to work me harder.

“Oh, look at her,” she smiles against my skin. “Coming to me so desperate.”

She makes another long, gentle lick, slowly parting my lips with her tongue.

“Ahhh…”

“But I’m taking my time this time,” she says, prolonging my pleasure and stretching my want into eternity.

I need no more explanation from this goddess; she’s told me all I need to know. I can relax and give her my everything. This is fate. The universe gave me exactly what I asked for—I just didn’t know it would come in this forbidden form.

“I want to taste you too, Alina. This time you’re not getting away with it.”

“You do?” she says, lifting herself. She steps out of the dress gathered at her hips and discards her underwear in one fluid motion. “That’s so sweet. Well, I was going to offer myself to you whether you liked it or not,” she jokes, straddling my lap.

I feel her heat the moment she puts her weight on my stomach. She starts kissing me—my lips, my nose—as if I’m a desert and she’s starving. I’m lost in her mouth while my hand reaches for her pussy; her flesh is burning hot and wet, ready. She lets out a ragged sigh right into my mouth the moment I touch her. It’s crazy to be holding her like this, seeing her so hungry for me. My fingers travel, getting bolder, exploring every corner I can find. It’s surreal—her open pussy feels like nothing I’ve ever experienced. So raw, so intimate.

“Come on, go deeper, baby,” she whispers, her words piercing my heart.

I begin sliding in—two fingers—finding out just how soaked and ready she really is. It’s unreal that she’s letting me do this. I’m forever changed as I feel her inner walls for the first time.

“Ahhh, Monica!”

She breathes heavily while I push deeper. She starts impaling herself, fucking my hand—slowly but steadily—as if it’s a gift she’s been waiting for too long. I lick her neck, up to her golden earrings, while her gorgeous hair falls over me, caressing me with a hypnotic scent. Our mouths meet again, kissing and licking each other with a passion I only have for her. She feels so familiar, making me relax, making me forget that I’m making love to a woman for the very first time.

Her body trembles and I can’t tell—is she going to come? Is this even happening? How can this gorgeous woman be here, on top of me, gulping my fingers with her burning-hot pussy, moaning so desperately?

“Fuck, Monica, make me… Make me come! Yes! Yes!!!”

She’s coming now, and I just want to remember this—the way her lips take strange curves before my eyes as this mature, ripe, stunning woman comes all over my hand. I clench my hand, making my fingers stiffer so she can come hard. She fucks my hand and finishes with a wet rush, her release flooding over my fingers in hot pulses.

“So beautiful,” is all I manage, grabbing her ass with my other hand, trying to feel as much of her skin as I can.

She moans, rocking against my hand and circling her hips against me, her eyes locked on mine as if checking to make sure I’m still there with her. She slows down, circling gently, showing no interest in ever removing my hand.

“Huh, that was unexpected,” she says, sounding confused. Her eyes are like crystals, piercing me like x-rays, searing themselves into me.

She dismounts to catch her breath, then stands and turns. I have no time to obsess over her perfect body before she’s already back on me. This time her ass comes at me, sitting on my face without warning.

“This is what I had in mind my whole vacation,” she smiles, looking down as her pussy smothers me with a perversion I could only dream of.

The smell of her—pure, dirty, aroused—makes my head dizzy. I don’t say a word before I start licking everything I can reach. I grab her hips, pulling her roughly to my face, showing her I want her more than she will ever know.

“Oh, you dirty girl, I knew you were good at this,” she says. Then she pushes my thighs away, opening me wide. She pulls my panties to the side and starts eating me. I can feel how wet I am the moment her face makes contact.

“Ahhh,” I mumble into her, slurping her juices, her indecent flow.

It’s too much pleasure to comprehend. Her mouth on me is almost secondary; her burning flesh on my face is all I can focus on—the taste and the scent that will stay with me forever.

“Yes, I love that,” she purrs, licking and caressing my pussy with her whole face. “Fucking love it!”

“Please, Alina, make me your lick-doll again. Please!”

She laughs, clearly loving that I remembered her dirty talk. Her lips accelerate against my clit, and I could swear a new stream of her arousal floods my tongue, soaking my cheeks.

“You’ll be my lick-doll whenever you’d like,” she says.

“I want that, Alina. I don’t want this ever to end.”

“Oh, talk to me, Monica. I love it,” she says, her passion exploding. I can feel her finger on my second hole again. “Can I go here, Monica? Can I touch you here? Would you let me? Tell me, baby, I need you dirty.”

I want to answer, but her ass presses heavily against my face, her swollen lips smothering me. There is no way I could ever forget the mix of scents on my face right now. This is so raw, so freaking real—and I’m here to take all of her in.

I’m close to an orgasm, but my focus is pulled away from my clit toward the vulgar sight above me—the wild, swollen lips on my mouth, enveloping my face, making my chin soaking wet. I feel her fingers slide into me and I moan, returning the favor with my tongue.

“Yeah, fuck me, baby. You have such a naughty tongue,” she purrs, pushing harder into me—two, maybe three fingers now.

“Ahh, Alina, I’m gonna… Can I… Shit—”

“Yes, baby, lick me right there,” she purrs against my clit, licking me back, fucking me with her fingers.

“Use my mouth,” I moan into her. “Go harder, you can’t hurt me.”

“Harder, huh?”

Another finger finds its way lower, to my ass. I don’t know what her intention is, and I don't care. I’m giving my everything to this woman, letting her love me any way she pleases.

“This is for touching me in public,” I hear her say as a new finger enters me—just slightly, in a place I never would have allowed anyone else to go. Anyone!

But with Alina, it feels like the most natural thing in the world. I even pull my legs back to make myself more available for her. To have her finger there is a turn-on I could never explain. It’s surreal how thoroughly she wants me, not caring about the consequences, just going all-in.

Sweet waves of pleasure start washing over me, and at that exact moment, her finger slips deeper—an extra push I didn’t even need to be pushed over the edge.

“Ah, ah, ahhh!” I hear my own moans drowning in pleasure, not caring a single bit about how dirty this encounter has become.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she moans. “More, baby, more! Let’s see what this little pussy holds for me.”

She pushes her weight back harder against my face, telling me she’s right there with me, coming just seconds after I do. I catch her swollen, slick folds between my lips and suck, lick, and suck some more. I find her clit in the chaos and apply just enough pressure so this heavenly woman can come right on my face.

“Yes, right there, yessss!”

And here it is—her second orgasm, flooding my cheeks, making my face wet, her slickness running down my neck as she releases so abundantly. I drink her in, hoping this never ends. I almost forget about my own climax—but who cares? It’s nothing compared to what I’m experiencing right now.

She rides against me, prolonging the pleasure, and we both moan like there is no tomorrow.

Eventually, she crawls up my body, kissing me so I can taste myself on her tongue. I return the naughty, fragrant kiss, giving her the same. We kiss deeply, lovingly, like we could never stop, as our souls try to return to our bodies. Alina can be rough, but right now there’s so much softness in her touch that I can’t help but melt further, until I’m just a formless mess of pleasure.

Afterward, we lie tangled together, mixed sweat cooling, hearts slowing. The boat rocks us like a cradle. She traces lazy patterns on my shoulders, her eyes traveling over my face like I’m an alien she can’t stop studying.

“Promise,” I whisper, “you’ll find me. And fuck me again.”

Alina laughs. “So bold. I love it. I already gave you my word, little dolphin. I’m going to find you sooner than you expect,” she smiles, her finger playing with my lower lip. “And I’ll fuck you too.”

“But how? Won’t you forget? When you go home and fall into your usual routine?”

“Usual routine?” she smiles. “There is no routine. Nothing about my life is usual. It’s all just a search for extremes. And now you’re part of it, like it or not. You’re my favorite extreme.”

I don’t even know what to say. I feel like I’m owned by someone too big for me, so all I can do is shut up and keep shooting hearts out of my eyes. I press my face into her neck so she won’t see the tears. I inhale her scent, her skin, her hair—taking the only souvenir I need from this crazy vacation. She’s so warm, so right in my hands, and I wonder: Will I ever feel this good again?

***

Later, we dress and leave for town, not talking as much as before. The silence says more than words ever could. I wonder what this all means to her. She seems so experienced, and I know—deep down—that I’m probably one of many girls. But something inside me wants to believe this was special. That I made her forget the others.

I buy some postcards, and at a tiny jewelry stall shimmering with blue glass, she stops. “Oh, this is perfect!”

She picks up a delicate necklace: a crystal dolphin no longer than my thumbnail, catching the light like seawater.

“For you,” she says simply, fastening it around my neck. The little dolphin settles just above my heart. “So you remember the buoys. And me.”

I touch it with shaking fingers, my throat tightening again. “I’ll never take it off.”

She can barely hold back her own tears. I know this means as much to her as it does to me. My eyes give up and I burst into a cry mixed with laughter. I can’t control anything right now, and I don't care. She kisses my forehead—soft and final.


Chapter 8

Mom is preparing dinner when I get back. I lie down on the couch, wordless, a wide smile stretching across my face.

“Oh, look at that. Someone is finally back,” Mom exclaims happily.

I can’t hide it. I’m crazy in love and right now I don’t even care if everyone knows. “Mom, you won’t believe what happened today,” I say, shaking my head in disbelief.

Mom laughs softly, then turns back to her cooking. “I can see it, sweetheart. You’re glowing,” she says calmly while chopping vegetables. “Did you have a fun time in town?”

Oh, no. What should I do? Something in me wants to burst, to spill everything, to tell Mom about Alina. She would understand, wouldn’t she?

“Oh, it was… great. Look what I got.” I draw closer to show her the necklace.

Mom turns slowly and smiles, but she looks like she’s holding something back. She must have sensed my hesitation. I was never able to hide anything from her.

“That’s a very beautiful… dolphin,” she says kindly, smiling meaningfully before turning back to the stove. Before I can decide how to act, she speaks again. “I’m so glad we had such a good time together here. I love to see you happy like this.”

“Coming here was the best decision ever,” I say, busying myself with the plates. I decide to hold my tongue—to wait until I can think clearly.

But then Mom drops a bombshell. “I can see you have a lot to share, but… just know that some things taste better when they stay a secret.”

A cold shiver runs down my spine. Mom knows?

She brings the salad to the table, acting like it’s nothing. Of course she knows. She’s known Alina for over twenty years. She’s probably seen things I can only imagine. Jesus Christ.

“Mom…” I start, my voice small. “You… you’re not worried about me? About whatever made me come home this late?”

Mom wipes her hands on a towel, her movements slow and deliberate. She finally meets my eyes. There’s no shock, no judgment—just that quiet, steady warmth.

“Worried? Moms never stop worrying,” she laughs. “But sweetheart, you’re nineteen. You’re supposed to come home glowing like you swallowed the sun. You’re supposed to have days that leave you stupid-happy and a little scared and completely unable to explain it.”

She pulls out a chair and sits across from me. “Some summers are particularly special. And some people… they show up exactly when you need them most.”

Images flood my mind. For a second, I even suspect she knew what was going to happen when she let me go into town with Alina alone.

Her voice softens. “As long as you’re safe, and nobody’s getting hurt on purpose… then what should I do? Tell you no, when your heart has already decided otherwise?”

I bite my lip. “Even if it decided for someone… complicated?”

Mom smiles. “Isn’t it always complicated?”

I burst into a laugh that doesn't make any sense.

“It’s your life, your decisions,” she adds, starting to eat. “Just spare me the details, okay?”

I start eating as well, letting the food be my excuse for not saying a word.

“Mmm, delicious,” I mumble around a mouthful of chicken, keeping my eyes on my plate.

There’s so much I want to say, but I get it. Mom isn't going to give me a hard time, but I’m not going to torture her with the specifics. She’s already given me exactly what I needed most: her approval.

I touch the little glass dolphin and smile—shaky, grateful, terrified—and completely alive.

Tomorrow I board a plane and fly away. The distance from Alina starts feeling unbearably painful already. But I know we’ll meet soon. She promised.

My hands shake from the excitement. Seeing her in real life, in the city, is going to be wild! When she calls me back to her world, I’ll be ready. Not a summer fling anymore—I’ll be the girl who she’ll never want to leave.
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