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For everyone whoever had a really, really bad tutor....


Taming Her Tutor

 First Time Lesbian Erotica





Vanessa turned the volume knob down on her blaring speaker as she eased her old beater onto the quiet street lined with towering palms and glass-walled townhouses. The neighborhood was almost unnervingly pristine: manicured succulents in steel planters, spotless concrete driveways, and houses that looked more like architectural renderings than places real people lived. She rolled her window down, letting the warm spring air flood in. The sun was bright, the sky flawless, the air crisp, and her mood matched.

Her boyfriend Lucas had landed her this gig through some friend-of-a-friend connection, and Vanessa still couldn’t believe her luck. A hundred bucks an hour for tutoring, twice a week. It was more than her barista job paid in a night, and all she had to do was help some rich girl with English. Piece of cake. As an English-major grad student hustling her way through her degree, it almost felt like cheating. Money for something she actually knew how to do?

As Vanessa slowed, scanning the house numbers, she let out a low whistle. These aren’t houses. These are compounds. Her gaze caught on a towering charcoal-brick façade with black steel beams, massive industrial windows, and a rooftop deck glowing turquoise from a hidden hot tub. A pivoting ten-foot front door screamed “I have more money than I know what to do with.”

She quickly thumbed out a text to Lucas. “What did you say these people did again? This place is insane. Total goals.” She grinned, leaning back against her seat. With a few minutes left before the lesson, she shook out her long dark-chocolate waves and tapped out another message: “Okay, love, I’m here. Don’t wanna be rude on my phone in front of them since they’re paying me so much. I’ll text after. Can’t wait for our date tonight! Xoxo”

The truth was, she wanted to make a good impression. This wasn’t just about the money. The family had moved recently from Germany; some high-level diplomat father with a spoiled daughter heading off to university next year. Eighteen. Vanessa wasn’t sure what her English level was, but at least they were close enough in age. Vanessa was twenty-two, technically an adult, but she still felt like she was figuring life out herself.

Sliding out of the car, Vanessa shaded her eyes against the sun, nerves buzzing low in her stomach. What if she wasn’t good at this? What if she stumbled and the girl, or worse, her intimidatingly rich father, decided she was a waste of time? She gave herself a quiet pep talk. Professional. Friendly. Confident. You’ve got this.

Catching her reflection in the car window, she straightened her loose white linen blouse, smoothed the tight denim skirt that brushed mid-thigh, and adjusted the strap of her worn leather satchel. She looked every bit the earnest young tutor, or so she hoped. Then, with a deep breath, she strode toward the towering pivoting door.

It was matte black steel, heavy enough to need hydraulics. Vanessa knocked, knuckles barely making a sound against the metal. Then she waited.

Nothing.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, glancing at her phone again. Five minutes passed, the sun warming her shoulders, before she finally heard the soft whir of the door mechanism. It swung wide on silent hinges.

Vanessa blinked.

The girl standing before her wasn’t what she’d expected. At all.

She was tiny but athletic, delicate in frame but far from fragile, with damp pale-blonde hair dripping onto the collar of a soaked white crop top that clung to her skin in all the right places. A pair of microscopic black athletic shorts hugged her hips, revealing smooth golden thighs. She looked like she had just finished a swim. Her ice-blue eyes lit up when they landed on Vanessa, warm and mischievous all at once.

This must be her student, Vanessa thought, suddenly hyper-aware of the sunlight catching in her own dark waves, the faint pounding of her heart.

“Hi! Hey there!” The girls voice rang out, bright and melodic, carrying a delicious German lilt that made every syllable feel like foreplay. “Sorry, I was up on the roof swimming!” She brushed damp strands of almost-white blonde hair from her face and grinned, cheeks flushed with warmth.

And Vanessa’s carefully prepared professionalism faltered for just a second, replaced by something she didn’t quite want to name yet.

Vanessa returned the smile, trying to keep her nerves in check. “Hey! I’m Vanessa. I’m going to be teaching you English! And no problem at all,” she said, her voice friendly, warm, trying to match Ida’s easy energy.

“Oh, great, great! My name is Ida. Come in!” The petite girl’s hand waved Vanessa inside, her movements fluid, effortless, almost teasing.

“It’s nice to meet you!” Vanessa said, reaching forward to shake Ida’s hand, her fingers brushing over warm, soft skin.

“It is very nice to meet you, too. Is just me home right now. Would you like something to drink?” Ida asked, tilting her head slightly. Her English was perfectly understandable, though her accent painted it with an exotic, melodic rhythm that made Vanessa’s stomach flip.

“Sure, I would love one. Thank you,” Vanessa replied, trying to focus on manners and etiquette rather than the way those black shorts clung to Ida’s perky little ass as she turned to walk to the kitchen. She could see the outline of everything almost perfectly.

Vanessa’s eyes followed the trail of her movement, catching the curve of that backside, the way the fabric barely contained her. She quickly glanced away, embarrassed, and let her gaze drift over the interior. Polished concrete floors, thirty-foot ceilings, exposed brick walls glowing in the sunlight that poured through walls of industrial glass; this wasn’t just a townhouse. This was the kind of place people rented for music videos. These people are definitely loaded, she thought.

Ida returned carrying two tall glasses of lemonade, condensation running down the sides. She handed one to Vanessa, who caught her fingers brushing the rim and felt a tiny jolt of electricity at the touch. Ida’s white-blonde hair clung damply to her shoulders, bouncing slightly as she moved. Petite yet with toned muscles, she seemed impossibly youthful, almost fragile, but every tilt of her head, every mischievous smile told a different story. Vanessa realized Ida was nearly a full head shorter than her, giving her a sense of delicate power in contrast to Vanessa’s taller, olive-skinned frame.

They sipped the lemonade in silence for a moment, the cool sweetness mingling with Vanessa’s rising awareness of the girl in front of her. Finally, Vanessa cleared her throat.

“Well, Ida, do you want to get started? Is there anything specific you’d like to work on?”

Ida’s blue eyes lit up behind the glass. “Yes, sure, let’s start. Um… well, I think sometimes when I speak, people do not understand me because of my accent,” she explained, her words soft, melodic, yet earnest. “So, I want to learn how to say things like you. And I want to learn American slang!” She laughed, the sound tinkling, light but somehow stirring.

“Ok, wonderful,” Vanessa said, leaning in slightly, trying to hide the quickened beat of her heart. “So, where do you want to work? Where are your books?”

“Oh, my books are up in my… uh… room. My bedroom,” Ida replied, cheeks warming slightly.

“Ok, well… should we go get them?” Vanessa asked, keeping her tone casual, professional.

“Umm, I was thinking we could just work up there. Is more comfortable,” Ida suggested, her voice dropping almost conspiratorially.

“Oh, ok. Sounds good!” Vanessa replied, trying to keep the flutter in her chest under control. She wondered when Ida’s parents would be coming back.

“Plus, no one will interrupt us if they come home,” Ida added with a sly smile, and before Vanessa could respond, she reached out and took Vanessa’s hand in hers. The sudden touch sent sharp, unexpected butterflies fluttering through Vanessa’s stomach, leaving her momentarily breathless.

Ida, skimpily dressed and impossibly confident, pulled Vanessa after her up the floating staircase of dark oak and blackened steel. Vanessa’s eyes betrayed her, tracing the gentle sway of Ida’s hips, the firm curve of her backside under those tight black shorts, the tiny teasing wedgie that rode high without the girl even noticing. Her pulse thudded in her ears, a mix of fascination and something a little dangerous, something she wasn’t supposed to be feeling but couldn’t seem to fight.

Ida led Vanessa up to the third-floor loft bedroom that instantly screamed the life of an eighteen-year-old who had everything. A low platform bed the size of a small country dominated the room, piled with crisp white linens and pale-pink pillows. Against one wall stood an acrylic desk overflowing with scattered notebooks, makeup, and half-empty perfume bottles. Clothes were strewn across the concrete floor as if she’d torn through her wardrobe in a hurry, while a ten-foot mirror reflected the sunlight streaming through the massive glass wall overlooking the city.

“We can sit on the bed,” Ida said, her voice casual but somehow teasing. “More comfortable.”

She began weaving through the clutter, picking up books and brushing aside silk scraps with a small, almost imperceptible sway of her hips that Vanessa couldn’t stop noticing. As she moved, Ida chattered easily, filling the silence with soft laughter and questions about Vanessa’s life, if she had a boyfriend, what she liked to do for fun, whether she enjoyed the city. Ida’s openness made Vanessa relax a little, though the butterflies in her stomach refused to quiet.

“Hey, can I use your bathroom?” Vanessa asked, hoping for even a few moments alone to steady herself.

“Yes, of course! Is just down the hall to the left,” Ida said, her ice-blue eyes sparkling like she knew something Vanessa didn’t.

“Thanks! You get the books ready; I’ll be right back.”

Alone now, Vanessa leaned against the bedroom door for a second, trying to shake off the racing pulse in her chest. Why did she feel so nervous? It was almost like a first date, which made no sense. She had a boyfriend, lived with him, and had never been attracted to women. And yet, the memory of Ida’s small hand in hers, leading her up the stairs, made her skin tingle with a thrill she couldn’t explain. She told herself it was just European openness, the easy physicality of casual touches, but it didn’t entirely convince her.

The bathroom she entered was like something out of a five-star resort: massive, gleaming white marble, a freestanding tub tucked into one corner, double sinks, and a huge walk-in rain shower. Vanessa couldn’t help but marvel, this girl was spoiled.

She splashed cold water on her face and peered into the mirror. Her own hazel eyes stared back, wide and flushed, the reflection of her dark waves framing her olive face. Then her gaze drifted, and she noticed a flash of purple behind the foggy glass of the shower door.

Curiosity sparked; she moved closer, almost on autopilot. The glass swung open, and Vanessa’s breath caught. Her cheeks flushed hot. Holy shit.

Suctioned proudly to the marble wall was a thick purple dildo, unnervingly lifelike: veined, ridged, girthy, complete with a realistic flared head. Vanessa’s body reacted immediately, a warm, shivering pulse spreading low in her belly. Her mind spun. Ida was using this… in the shower… when I knocked. Not swimming.

Her fingers itched to touch it. Tentatively, she reached out, feeling the strange contrast of softness and firmness beneath her fingertips. She imagined Ida, petite, sun-kissed, soaked, pressing her perky little ass onto it under the rainfall shower, gasping and writhing as she fucked herself on it. The image made her thighs clench involuntarily, and she felt a wetness form on her panties. Fuck. Get it together.

A shiver ran through her as she adjusted her skirt, fingers brushing over the lace of her black thong, tracing her dampening folds. Her breath hitched, and a guilty heat spread across her chest. One finger found her clit, teasing lightly, sending sparks of pleasure straight through her.

Snap out of it! Vanessa told herself, heart pounding. You’re here to teach English. Not… this.

With a shaky exhale, she splashed more cold water on her face, straightened her panties, and closed the shower door. Her pulse was still racing, but she forced herself to take a deep breath.

“Be cool,” she whispered, staring at her own reflection one last time. Then, with a final shake of her dark waves, she turned and headed back into Ida’s bedroom.

∞∞∞

When Vanessa stepped back in, she froze for a heartbeat. Ida was on her hands and knees, digging under the bed, her back arched in a way that made Vanessa’s pulse stutter. The thin fabric of her black shorts hugged her tight, leaving just enough to imagination. Her ass jutted provocatively into the air, and Vanessa’s mind betrayed her with a flash of curiosity. Is she wearing panties?

“Find everything?” Vanessa asked, her voice catching slightly, and Ida startled, scooting out from under the bed with an embarrassed little huff.

“Umm… no,” she admitted, flopping onto the platform bed and crossing her legs. She gestured for Vanessa to sit beside her, blue eyes glimmering with mischief.

“Oh, that’s okay,” Vanessa replied, trying to steady her voice. “We can just work today without the books.”

“Great!” Ida beamed. “I think I’m still learning the English words for… all the body parts.”

Vanessa swallowed hard, feeling a shiver run down her spine. “Perfect. Let’s start with that. I’ll point, and you tell me what it is.”

“Okay!” Ida laughed, the sound light and flirtatious. God, she is cute, Vanessa thought, heart already fluttering.

They sat across from each other on the bed, the linen warm under their thighs. Vanessa began, pointing to her nose. “Nose.” Ida answered immediately. Then ears, eyes, forehead, lips. Every time, Ida’s gaze lingered just a second too long, especially when Vanessa’s full lips were the focus. It was magnetic, pulling Vanessa in without permission.

Ida scooted slightly closer, the heat radiating off her petite frame brushing against Vanessa’s leg. Vanessa’s breath hitched as Ida’s hand slid lazily over the sheet, resting on her knee.

“And what is this?” Ida asked, her voice innocent but lilting.

“That is my knee,” Vanessa replied, trying to sound normal.

“No, no… the… other word… for pants?” Ida tilted her head, eyes bright.

“Ah… that is my skirt, but the fabric is denim,” Vanessa said.

“Denim… knee,” Ida repeated thoughtfully. Her finger brushed a little higher along Vanessa’s thigh, a teasing, feather-light touch. Vanessa sucked in a sharp breath, her stomach tightening.

“And… this?” Ida asked again, eyes locking onto Vanessa’s with an intensity that left her tingling. She smelled faintly of coconut and chlorine, sweet and intoxicating.

“That’s my… thigh,” Vanessa whispered, shivering slightly.

“Your thigh… and what do you call this?”

Ida’s finger traced upward, sliding over Vanessa’s leg, grazing the hem of the skirt for a brief, electrifying second before withdrawing. Vanessa exhaled shakily, heart pounding in her ears. Ida watched her every reaction, as though studying her closely, like she was daring Vanessa to react.

“That is… the hem of my skirt!” Vanessa managed, trying to sound casual.

“Ah, hem… skirt,” Ida repeated, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile.

A pause lingered, filled with the quiet rhythm of their breathing. Then Ida tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “And… under the skirt? What do you call those?”

“That would be…underwear, or panties,” Vanessa said, cheeks flushing.

“Panties… yes, but there has to be another name for that,” Ida persisted, voice soft and teasing.

“Well… thong… or lingerie, depending on the type,” Vanessa explained, aware that her voice was growing quieter, huskier without her permission. Goosebumps prickled the back of her neck as the tension thickened.

Their knees were now nearly touching. Ida’s shorts had ridden up so far that the silky, pale insides of her thighs were fully exposed, leaving Vanessa’s imagination scrambling. The girl looked impossibly innocent and dangerously alluring at the same time.

“I see, I see,” Ida said with a laugh, both girls nervously giggling.

“And… what do you really call what’s under the panties?” Ida pressed, her tone casual, almost scientific, but Vanessa’s pulse betrayed her. “I mean, I know you call it a vagina, but that’s such an unsexy word. What do people actually call it?”

Vanessa’s cheeks flamed, eyes locked on Ida’s wide, ice-blue gaze. She felt like Ida already knew the answer. The word slipped out before she could stop it, soft and shy but impossibly intimate.

“It’s… a pussy,” she breathed.

The word lingered in the air between them, charged and alive. Vanessa’s gaze met Ida’s, and in that moment, the playful game of learning words became something entirely different, something thrilling, forbidden, and completely electrifying.

Ida laughed, a soft, musical sound that made Vanessa’s chest tighten. “That’s better! Pussy… pussy…” she repeated, rolling the word on her tongue like it was candy. “I like the sound of that so much.”

They giggled together, the sound mingling with the quiet of the room, the sunlight casting warm patterns over the rumpled linen. Ida’s hand had returned to Vanessa’s thigh, this time letting it rest there, weightless yet deliberate. Vanessa’s pulse throbbed beneath the touch.

“And for guys? What do they call it besides a… penis?” Ida asked, laughing again, her eyes sparkling with playful curiosity.

Vanessa’s gaze wandered involuntarily to the memory of the purple dildo in the shower, and a low shiver ran through her. “A cock,” she murmured softly.

“Mmm. Cock,” Ida said, the word so casual, yet her ice-blue eyes locked on Vanessa’s with an intensity that made her knees weak.

Heat pooled low in Vanessa’s belly. She could feel a damp patch forming on her lace thong beneath her skirt, betraying her body’s reaction even as her mind tried to insist this was just a game, a tutoring session. Silence filled the room except for the rhythmic, shallow breathing of the two girls.

Ida’s finger inched higher along Vanessa’s thigh, gentle, teasing. Vanessa’s own hand, almost without thinking, drifted to Ida’s smooth, golden thigh, tracing tiny circles over the soft skin. Her eyes lifted, drawn irresistibly upward, and Vanessa caught sight of Ida’s perky nipples poking faintly through the thin fabric of her crop top. No bra. Just… exposed and unapologetically hers.

What’s wrong with me? Vanessa thought, cheeks heating. Why do I want her to make a move? I’m not gay. I’m not cheating on Lucas. She swallowed hard, trying to reconcile the fire rising inside her with her sense of reason.

Clearing her throat, Vanessa tried to steer the moment back to something mundane. “Okay… what about this?” She tugged lightly at her own blouse, a feeble attempt at distraction.

“Shirt,” Ida said easily, glancing at her with the faintest yawn of disinterest, though her gaze never fully left Vanessa.

“Good,” Vanessa said, forcing a smile, willing her pulse to settle.

Then Ida’s mischievous look returned, bright and dangerous. “Hey, what’s this called?” she asked, lifting her crop top just enough to reveal a toned, sun-kissed midriff. Her belly button peeked out, small and perfect, and she pointed at it with one slender finger.

Vanessa had to chuckle despite herself. “That’s called a… belly button.”

“Belly button?” Ida echoed, giggling. “Do you… like my belly button?” she teased, the tilt of her lips and the sparkle in her eyes making it impossible to sound disinterested.

“Oh yes,” Vanessa said, voice husky despite herself. “It’s a lovely belly button.” She swallowed, the heat pooling between her thighs betraying her. She’s actually… fucking hot, Vanessa thought, heart racing as Ida’s gaze held hers, intense and unwavering. Electricity hummed in the air around them, unspoken, undeniable.

Suddenly, Vanessa’s phone buzzed on the bed. She fumbled for it, almost disappointed. “Oh… time’s up already,” she said, a little breathless. She tossed the phone aside, secretly wishing it wasn’t true.

“Aww, already?” Ida pouted, leaning closer. “I was learning sooo much!” she winked, the playful tease sparking another jolt through Vanessa. “That’s okay. You can come back soon.”

“Deal,” Vanessa said, smiling, though inwardly she questioned whether that was such a good idea. There was clearly chemistry between them, a dangerous, thrilling pull that she knew would make returning here… complicated. But she didn’t voice that thought. Not yet.

“So… what are you doing tonight?” Ida asked, standing and guiding Vanessa out of the bedroom, hand brushing her own arm against Vanessa’s in a way that made her stomach twist.

“I have a date with my boyfriend, Lucas,” Vanessa replied, trying to sound casual, though her pulse betrayed her.

Ida’s smile was knowing, teasing, and Vanessa felt that invisible thread of electricity tighten between them as they walked down the floating staircase.

Ida tilted her head, a playful glint in her ice-blue eyes. “Ohhh, a hot date, hey? Well… make sure you wear some, what was it called? Lingerie.”

Vanessa felt a thrill race through her chest. Ida’s teasing was bold, flirtatious, and impossibly enticing. Vanessa decided to play along, her own voice dipping into a teasing lilt as they walked toward the front door. “Yes… lingerie, good! Maybe I will… You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” She teased back.

Ida laughed, soft and melodic. “Maybe I would.”

Vanessa’s stomach flipped. It’s official, she thought. I’ve been flirting with a girl… and I have a boyfriend. Butterflies twisted and churned, a delicious, electric flutter she hadn’t felt in ages.

They reached the pivoting door. Ida extended her hand, and when Vanessa took it, she was surprised by the warmth of her grip. Before Vanessa could react, Ida leaned in and pressed a wet, teasing kiss to her cheek. Vanessa nearly melted, a fresh surge of wetness spreading low and insistent, betraying her body despite her racing mind.

“Thank you, Vanessa. Have a good day.”

“You too!” Vanessa managed, heart pounding. “See you next time!” She smiled, trying to sound casual, though her cheeks were aflame.

As the door shut firmly behind her, Vanessa exhaled, leaning back against the brick for a moment. The spring sunlight hit her face, and she tried to steady her racing heart. I can’t believe that just happened, she thought. And I’m… into her. I have a boyfriend. What the hell?

She sank into the driver’s seat, running a hand through her dark waves, still flushed and trembling from the encounter. She reached for her phone, intending to text Lucas, but her pockets were empty. Under the seat? Nope… Shit. The memory struck her; she’d left it on Ida’s bed. Vanessa’s pulse quickened again at the thought of returning.

She stepped out of the car, heart hammering, and walked briskly back to the front door. Knock, knock, knock. Silence. She waited, hesitation creeping in. Another knock, louder this time. Still nothing. After a tense five minutes, she tried the handle; it turned. Unlocked.

“Hello? Ida?” Vanessa called softly, her voice echoing lightly through the cavernous townhouse. She didn’t want anyone thinking she was snooping. Silence answered. With trepidation, she made her way up the floating staircase toward Ida’s bedroom.

Every step was deliberate, cautious, her ears straining for any sound. A soft, almost imperceptible moan floated from the slightly ajar bedroom door, freezing her mid-step. Vanessa’s pulse leapt into overdrive.

She approached slowly, peering around the frame, and then her heart did a full somersault.

Ida lay sprawled on her back across the platform bed, still in her black shorts and crop top, headphones over her ears. One hand gripped her breast, the other moving in slow, tantalizing circles inside her shorts. Her hips shifted with the rhythm, a low, breathy moan escaping her lips. Vanessa froze, mouth slightly agape, captivated by the impossible scene unfolding before her.

The audacity, the raw, unselfconscious abandon of the girl, it was shocking, intoxicating. Vanessa felt her own breath catch, a flush rising to her cheeks.

Then Ida’s ice-blue eyes snapped open. She caught sight of Vanessa standing there, and her hand jerked out of her shorts as she yanked her headphones free.

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” Vanessa stammered, stepping back instinctively. “I… I think I left my phone up here.”

Her mind raced as she tried to steady her breathing, heart pounding in her chest, every nerve tingling from the encounter. She hadn’t moved closer, hadn’t even spoken the words she felt bubbling inside, yet the air between them had changed, charged, electric, and undeniably dangerous.

“Oh, don’t be sorry,” Ida’s face was scarlet, her blush spreading down her throat as she spotted Vanessa’s phone on the bed. She turned, holding it out with trembling fingers. “Here you go.”

Their eyes locked, ice-blue smoldering against wide hazel, and in that electric pause something inside Vanessa snapped.

“Fuck it,” she whispered.

She seized Ida’s face and pressed her lips to hers. Ida gasped in surprise, then moaned into Vanessa’s mouth, instantly melting against her. Their kiss deepened hungrily, tongues sliding, swirling, tasting each other for the very first time. The wet, eager sound of their mouths filled the room as they tangled together, kissing like they had been starving for this moment without even knowing it.

Ida’s hands slid boldly down to Vanessa’s ass, squeezing hard through the denim, pulling her closer. Vanessa groaned, one hand snaking beneath the elastic of Ida’s tiny black shorts until she was gripping bare flesh, soft, warm, impossibly perfect. Ida shivered and whimpered, “Ohhh…” against Vanessa’s lips, the sound sending fire straight between Vanessa’s thighs.

Holy fuck. This is happening. I’m hooking up with a girl I’m supposed to be tutoring.

The eighteen-year-old wasted no time, fumbling at Vanessa’s skirt, popping the button and tugging the zipper down with frantic urgency. She slipped her hand inside, cupping Vanessa’s drenched thong, rubbing the slick outline of her swollen slit. The lace darkened with wetness under Ida’s touch, Vanessa moaning helplessly into her mouth as she rocked her hips against those eager fingers. “Oh fuck, Ida…”

Ida pressed harder, stroking her mound in slow, teasing circles until Vanessa was gasping with every movement. Then, impatient and desperate, Ida pulled her hand out, hooked her thumbs in Vanessa’s waistband, and yanked the skirt down around her thighs. Her hand dove straight back in, this time sliding beneath the soaked lace. Vanessa’s breath hitched, her whole-body trembling as Ida’s fingers parted her folds and found her slick, shaven pussy. The first touch of another girl’s hand there was overwhelming. She moaned into Ida’s mouth, thighs falling open as if begging for more.

Their kissing grew frantic, sloppy, drunk with lust. Ida slipped a single finger inside her, sliding into the tight, slippery heat. Vanessa gasped, biting her lip hard, her hips jerking against the intrusion. Their moans tangled together, filling the room with wet, shameless sounds.

Vanessa’s hands climbed under Ida’s crop top, palms cupping her small, perfect breasts. Her nipples were stiff against her fingers, and Ida squealed when Vanessa pinched one, arching into her touch. Growling with need, Ida pulled her glistening finger from Vanessa’s pussy, yanked her own top over her head, and tossed it aside. She knelt there in nothing but her skimpy black shorts, flushed and panting, her breasts perky and perfect.

Vanessa stood half-undressed, skirt tangled low around her thighs, thong soaked and clinging. Ida smirked, bringing her slick finger to her lips and sucking it clean with a sinful moan.

“Off,” she ordered, eyes burning. She gestured at Vanessa’s clothes.

Obedient, trembling, Vanessa shoved her skirt the rest of the way off and peeled her blouse from her body, left in her bra and the wet lace thong that stuck to her like a second skin. Her olive, toned body glowed under Ida’s hungry gaze.

“Perfect,” Ida purred, pushing her back onto the bed. She crawled between Vanessa’s spread thighs, her small hands pressing Vanessa’s knees apart until only that soaked strip of lace was hiding her most private place.

“You are so fucking sexy…” Ida gowled.

“Fuuuck, Ida…” Vanessa groaned, her voice wrecked, needy. She was almost in shock; she felt like she was dreaming.

With a wicked grin, Ida hooked a finger into the crotch of her thong and yanked it savagely to the side, baring the slick, pink pussy beneath. Vanessa’s folds glistened, creamy wetness already coating her entrance, the sight of it making Ida lick her lips.

The older girl writhed, an animal in heat, as Ida leaned in and began pressing soft, wet kisses along the insides of her thighs, closer and closer, each one making Vanessa shiver harder, until there was nowhere left to go but straight to the throbbing treasure waiting for her.

Finally, Vanessa let out a high, desperate cry as Ida’s tongue slid across her freshly soaked pussy. Any lingering thoughts of Lucas vanished in an instant, every nerve in her body was sparking with electricity as the filthy little German devoured her slit. Each swipe of Ida’s tongue sent a shudder through her, especially when she lingered over Vanessa’s throbbing clit.

Ida looked downright sinful between her thighs, her mouth glistening, eyes flicking up with a mischievous glint as she sucked Vanessa’s juices like she couldn’t get enough. She lapped greedily, savoring every drop that spilled from her tutor’s quivering pussy. Meanwhile, Ida’s own hand had slipped between her legs, fingers working her dripping cunt as she moaned into Vanessa’s folds.

“F-fuck, Ida… I’m gonna cum!” Vanessa gasped.

At her words, Ida plunged two fingers into Vanessa’s swollen, needy hole. Curling them expertly, she hit her G-spot with ruthless precision. Vanessa couldn’t hold back. Her hips bucked wildly as the orgasm ripped through her, a scream tearing from her throat. She clutched Ida’s ice-blonde hair, grinding her pussy harder against that sinful mouth, soaking the linen as her release poured out of her.

When Ida finally pulled back, her face was slick, shining with Vanessa’s cum. Vanessa lay limp, gasping, dazed in the aftershocks. “Oh my God… Ida…” was all she could breathe.

Ida crawled up, kissing her softly, tenderly, lips still tasting of sex. She whispered against Vanessa’s ear, hot and needy: “I want you… Will you be mine?”

Still reeling from the most intense orgasm of her life, Vanessa could only moan, “Yesss…”

That was all Ida needed. She stripped off her soaked shorts in one swift move, revealing a glistening pussy framed by a neat little strip of pale-blonde hair. “Lay back,” she commanded, swinging one smooth leg over Vanessa’s face. Vanessa barely had time to inhale the intoxicating scent before Ida lowered herself onto her mouth.

Vanessa’s hands went instinctively to Ida’s ass, spreading her cheeks as her tongue darted out, tasting her first pussy. She licked like a starving woman, devouring Ida as though she were coated in honey. Ida braced herself against the headboard, grinding her pussy down over Vanessa’s lips, riding her face shamelessly.

“Yesss… oh fuck, just like that,” Ida groaned, rocking harder. Vanessa moaned into her, drunk on the raw, hot taste, the feel of Ida’s slick folds gliding over her mouth.

Growing bolder, Vanessa spread those tight cheeks wider, exposing Ida’s tiny, puckered hole. The sight made her dizzy with lust, so forbidden, so filthy. Without a second thought, she flicked her tongue against it, teasing before plunging deep inside.

Ida’s moan turned guttural. “Ohhh, fuck! So naughty… Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop, I-I’m gonna—” Her words broke off into a scream as she climaxed hard, gushing all over Vanessa’s face, trembling and grinding desperately while her ass was tongued open.

Vanessa kept eating her, tongue plunging hungrily into Ida’s most intimate place, her own arousal spilling down her thighs as she lost herself in the filth and heat of it.

Ida collapsed onto the sheets in a sweaty, trembling heap, still moaning as the last waves of her orgasm pulsed through her. Both girls were drenched, panting, their bodies sticky with arousal as they tangled together in the messy, intoxicating afterglow. They kissed lazily, tongues flicking, trading the taste of each other’s pussy along with soft, needy moans.

∞∞∞

Vanessa couldn’t believe it. She had just cheated on Lucas, cheated, and had the most explosive orgasm of her life, with her slutty little eighteen-year-old German whom she was supposed to be tutoring.

They cuddled in silence, caressing damp skin, lips brushing, drifting in and out of half-sleep until the buzz of Vanessa’s phone jolted her awake. Lucas. She stared at the screen, then glanced at Ida’s golden, naked body sprawled beside her.

“It’s Lucas,” she whispered. “I should really go.”

“No,” Ida cooed, pulling her close. “Stay with me. No one’s home all day but me.” She sealed it with a kiss, pressing Vanessa back down onto the mattress, lips trailing down her olive body until she was between her thighs again. “We are studying. It is important.”

“Ohhh…” Vanessa gasped as Ida’s tongue found her clit, still swollen and slick from earlier. Even in her post-orgasm haze, the pleasure was instant and overwhelming, Ida’s tongue pushing back inside her soaked slit like she couldn’t get enough.

By the time Vanessa was writhing again, Ida stopped abruptly. Her voice dropped low, commanding: “Stay still. Don’t move.”

Vanessa watched the naked minx rise from the bed and rummage through a hidden drawer. Something soft hit her chest, a black silk blindfold. “On,” Ida ordered.

She couldn’t say ‘no’ to Ida. Vanessa slipped it over her eyes, heart pounding. Kinky little slut, she thought, shivering as she listened. Drawers opening. Closet door. Then silence. Minutes stretched like forever until finally, she heard and felt the bed shift as Ida climbed on.

“Okay,” Ida purred. “Open.”

Vanessa pulled off the blindfold, and her jaw dropped.

Ida stood on the bed like a goddess, naked except for a strappy black lace garter set that left nothing to the imagination. From between her thighs jutted a fat, strapless strap-on cock, snug and glistening as Ida ground it against her own soaked slit. Veins, ridges, the curve of a real cock, it looked alive. She stroked it slowly, moaning as the base rubbed her clit.

Vanessa’s pulse thundered. She had never taken a cock that big. “Ida, I—”

“Shhh.” Ida silenced her with a finger to her lips. “Want it?”

Vanessa nodded.

“Turn around. Hands and knees.”

Vanessa obeyed, breath shaking as Ida pushed her down into the mattress, spreading her knees wide so her dripping cunt was fully exposed. Ida groaned at the sight of her tutor’s juices running down her thighs.

Grabbing Vanessa’s olive ass cheeks firmly, Ida spread them apart, revealing the tight, untouched little star of her asshole. Without hesitation, she dove in, sucking and plunging her tongue into Vanessa’s most forbidden spot.

Vanessa nearly screamed. The shock of it ripped through her body like electricity, she had never, ever felt anything like it. No man had ever gone near her ass before; Lucas had always been vanilla. This was something entirely new… and it was making her lose her mind with pleasure. Sometimes Vanessa slipped a soapy finger back there in the shower, just a tease, nothing serious. That was the extent of her ass play.

Now? Her cheeks were spread wide, Ida tongue-fucking her asshole like she was starving for it. The little slut’s tongue darted and plunged into places no one had ever touched before. Vanessa moaned into the sheets, torn between shock and a filthy rush of pleasure that made her thighs quake. Her phone buzzed somewhere on the bed, but she couldn’t care less.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, Ida…”

Ida pulled back with a wet smack, spit dripping from Vanessa’s quivering hole. She stroked the fat, veiny strap pressing against her own soaked cunt, positioning the thick head right at Vanessa’s quivering entrance.

“Tell me the truth,” Ida purred, voice dripping with wickedness, her accent thickening. “Has anyone ever fucked your tight little ass before?”

Vanessa whimpered, shaking her head against the mattress. “N-no…” Her voice was high and desperate. Oh God… is this really happening?

“Good,” Ida smirked, pushing the slippery head harder against her twitching rim. “Then I get to be the first. Do you want it? Tell me the truth.”

“Yes… fuck yes…”

She circled the blunt cock around Vanessa’s hole, teasing her until the taller girl was whining and clenching. Then, with a steady shove, she slowly pressed it in. Vanessa shrieked, body trembling as the fat head popped inside her virgin ass.

“Yesss… fuck, take it,” Ida groaned, spreading her cheeks apart to watch her olive hole stretch. Vanessa clawed at the sheets, face twisted in shock, tears pricking the corners of her eyes from the intensity. Her back arched, dark waves spilling everywhere, while her tight little asshole swallowed inch after inch of Ida’s strap-on cock.

Ida paused just long enough for Vanessa to adjust, grinding her hips so the base rubbed her clit and her end shoved deep into her own dripping pussy. Then she started to move. Slow at first, sliding almost all the way out before pressing it back in, making Vanessa grunt into the mattress.

“Ohhhh fuuuck…” Vanessa moaned, her ass clenching around the cock.

“Yeah? You like my cock in your slutty ass?” Ida taunted, grabbing a fistful of dark-chocolate waves and yanking her head back.

“Yes… yes, baby… it feels so fucking good…” Vanessa gasped, drool on her lips. “Fuck me…”

Ida picked up the pace, slamming her hips until the bed shook, each thrust making Vanessa’s ass jiggle and clap lewdly. “That’s right. Take my cock. Take it deeper. You’re mine now.”

Vanessa’s mind shattered. She was moaning like a whore, grinding back on the cock, ass gaping and dripping with spit and her own arousal.

“Tell me,” Ida snarled, fucking her harder, sweat dripping down her body. “Do you like my cock better than your boyfriend’s?”

Vanessa’s pussy gushed at the humiliation. She screamed into the sheets, “YES! Fuck, it’s better! It’s better than his cock, better than anything! Fuck my ass, Ida!”

That sent Ida over the edge. She rammed harder, hips smacking into Vanessa’s ass until her own cunt exploded. She screamed as her juices drenched her thighs, grinding her clit on the base while pounding Vanessa like a beast.

The room was pure chaos: skin slapping, filthy moans, the bedframe banging against the brick wall. Vanessa’s body was shaking, stretched and broken open, but she was loving every second. Her hole was raw, stretched around the strap as Ida pumped her full of relentless cock.

When it was finally too much, Ida collapsed on top of her, both of them trembling wrecks. The air was thick with the musky, obscene smell of their sex. They giggled breathlessly between kisses, swapping spit and moans, eyes glazed with disbelief.

Vanessa’s phone buzzed again. She grabbed it with shaky hands and shot off a quick lie: Hey babe, phone died. Not feeling well, went to my mom’s. Tutoring was fine. Nothing special. Talk later. Xoxo.

She tossed it aside and turned to Ida, still panting, pupils blown wide. “Just you and me tonight, baby.”

Ida kissed her hard, claiming her mouth, her tongue, her soul. They tangled together, wet and sticky, as city lights spilled across the sheets, two filthy sluts, locked in a new addiction.

They lay tangled in sweat and cum-soaked linen, Vanessa’s ass still aching, stretched and throbbing, Ida lazily stroking her hip. The room smelled like sin, their skin sticky, their mouths swollen from kissing.

Vanessa giggled suddenly, covering her face. “God, Ida… we’re such sluts.”

Ida grinned wickedly, dragging a finger down Vanessa’s back to trace her sore little hole. “Yes ma’am. And this was only round one.”

Vanessa shivered at the promise in her voice, heart racing. She rolled over, eyes sparkling, lips swollen and pink. “Round one, huh?”

Ida smirked, pressing her slick fingers to Vanessa’s lips. “Baby, I have toys I bet you didn’t know existed…”

Vanessa’s breath hitched as she sucked them in, her cheeks hollowing around the taste of their filth. Her body already tingled with anticipation.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered around Ida’s fingers, eyes wide with a mix of fear and thrill. “What the hell are you planning to do to me?”

Ida leaned in, voice a dark, sexy purr against her ear.

“Everything.”

∞∞∞

They lay tangled in the wrecked linen, city lights starting to sparkle beyond the glass wall. Vanessa’s entire body still hummed, her ass deliciously sore, her thighs sticky, her brain floating somewhere above the bed.

She let out a breathless laugh and covered her face. “We are the worst tutors and students in history.”

Ida propped herself up on one elbow, ice-blonde hair falling like silk over Vanessa’s olive shoulder. “Speak for yourself. I give you an A+ in pronunciation.” She traced a lazy circle around Vanessa’s nipple, making it harden instantly. “Especially the word ‘pussy.’ You said it very clearly when you came on my tongue.”

Vanessa swatted her hand away, cheeks flaming even after everything. “Stop it, you menace.”

Ida just grinned, utterly unrepentant. “Never.”

Vanessa rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand to mirror Ida’s pose. “So… what happens Thursday? Same time, same… lesson plan?”

Ida’s eyes lit up like a kid who’d been promised unlimited candy. “Oh, much better plan.” She started counting on her fingers like she was making a grocery list. “First, Papa leaves for Geneva again Wednesday night. Second, the rooftop hot tub is getting cleaned tomorrow, so it will be extra bubbly. Third…” She leaned in until their lips brushed. “I bought a new toy online. Arrives Thursday morning. You’re going to love it.”

Vanessa arched a brow. “Another purple monster?”

“Better,” Ida whispered, voice dropping into that wicked German purr. “It’s pink. And it vibrates. And it has a remote.” She tapped Vanessa’s lower lip with one finger. “Guess who gets to hold the remote while you try to teach me past participles?”

Vanessa groaned, half mortified, half already soaked again. “You’re evil.”

“Only a little,” Ida giggled, flopping onto her back and stretching like a satisfied cat. “Also, I make very good apfelstrudel. You can have some after I make you beg in two languages.”

Vanessa laughed, the sound bright and helpless. She reached over and tugged a lock of that ice-blonde hair. “You know your parents could come home any second, right? This whole third floor smells like sex and bad decisions.”

Ida waved a lazy hand. “They text when they leave the embassy. We have hours. And if they do come early…” She shot Vanessa a devilish wink. “I’ll just tell them my tutor is very thorough.”

Vanessa buried her face in the pillow, muffling a delighted, horrified squeal. When she surfaced, Ida was already sliding out of bed, gloriously naked, padding toward the en-suite.

“Come on,” Ida called over her shoulder, hips swaying. “Shower with me. The rainfall head has eight settings, and I want to test number six on your clit before Lucas starts blowing up your phone again.”

Vanessa glanced at the screen with a couple missed calls and texts.

“Thursday can’t come soon enough,” she muttered, rolling out of bed and following that perfect little ass toward the promise of round two… and three… and however many rounds it took until the sun came up.

Somewhere between the steam and Ida’s filthy German praise whispered against wet skin, Vanessa realized one very important thing:

She was never, ever getting her deposit back on normal life.

And she didn’t want it back.

The End!
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