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      “Anna, wake your ass up, for the love of G—” My shoulders are shaken so hard I think I might dislocate something. I reluctantly crack my eyes open, seeing Daniella hovering over me. “Gosh, I thought you were dead for a moment there.”

      Ah, the life of a married woman.

      “Sup,” I croak, my voice hoarse from sleeping most of the car ride.

      “Don’t ‘sup’ me. How on earth can anyone sleep on a seat like that? You look like a roadkilled frog.”

      Yeah, no. Not yet.

      “This is years of experience from sleeping through most of my classes. Including yours,” I groan, stretching in the passenger seat. My body protests every movement as I glance around. This definitely doesn’t look like a beach. “Where are we?”

      “About an hour away, give or take,” she sighs, helping me sit up. Tiredness is written all over her face. “We needed more gas.”

      We’ve been on the road all morning, and I must’ve passed out at some point. Jen and Soph probably did too. Daniella, being the designated driver, clearly hasn’t had the luxury.

      But I can’t feel too bad for her. I asked a billion times if she wanted to switch, but apparently, she’d rather risk falling asleep at the wheel and take us all out than soberly let me anywhere near her car again.

      Panama City Beach is exactly nine hours from Miami by car—absurdly far, considering Miami has its own selection of perfectly fine beaches. But hey, this is the plan.

      Daniella and I haven’t spent much time together since my graduation, and the little time we did have was… tense. She’s busy with school stuff, of course. I don’t doubt her when she tells me a teacher’s work is never really done. And, well, we still can’t exactly be seen together in public.

      Even though I’m no longer her student, it doesn’t matter. If someone from school catches sight of us, it won’t take long for them to do the math and figure out we didn’t just happen to start dating the moment I graduated. She’s still risking her job by being with me.

      Late night walks with slippers, long hospital visits, and a handful of stolen kisses in her car outside my house. That’s it. That’s all we’ve got. And I'd be lying if I said I wasn't getting a bit impatient.

      We’ve been officially dating for a few weeks now, and we’ve yet to go on a proper date. Or, you know, hanky panky wink wink.

      But this trip to Panama City? This is it. She won’t have anywhere to run. One hotel room. One bed. And me? I’ve got my game face on.

      It’s on.

      “I’m excited,” I say, sliding my hand into hers as we walk into the gas station convenience store. “Can’t wait to try the room jacuzzi. So very fancy.”

      She holds the door open for me, the smell of hotdogs and coffee immediately hitting my nose.

      “Anna, it’s summer. It’s already going to feel like we’re boiling alive. There’s no way we’re using the jacuzzi.”

      “So? It’s romantic,” I tease, wiggling my eyebrows at her.

      “Then you’re going alone.”

      “Will you watch?” I ask, my smirk widening.

      She rolls her eyes, but I don't miss the way her cheeks tint pink before she turns her face away, suddenly very interested in the price tag of a box of protein bars. “Behave,” she mutters, though her hand finds mine again as we approach Soph and Jen in the snack aisle.

      Daniella’s still holding some kind of grudge against Jen, a hint of jealousy still showing in little ways she probably thinks I don’t notice.

      As for Soph…

      “Oh, there they are,” Soph says with a grin as she spots us. “When I told you to wake the princess with a kiss, I meant only with a kiss.”

      …They’re getting along just fine.

      “Kiss? I didn’t even get a kiss,” I pout.

      “The princess was still in frog form. Not my kind of fairy tale,” Daniella replies smoothly, earning a loud snort from Soph.

      Yeah, they’re really getting along just fine.

      “If you don’t kiss the frog, you don’t get the princess,” I point out, folding my arms. “But it’s fine. If Princess Charming won’t, someone else definitely will.”

      She arches one of her eyebrows at that.

      “It only works with the Princess Charming, though,” Jen chimes in.

      “Then I guess I’ll be a frog forever,” I sigh dramatically.

      Daniella shakes her head, a small smile tugging at her lips. “We should get going if we want to make it before sunset. I’ll pay. You can go on ahead,” she says, holding the hem of my shirt—a silent request for me to stay back with her.

      “Oh, she’s generous,” Soph teases, grabbing Jen by the arm and dragging her toward the exit, leaving us alone.

      “Look at you, being all kind and generous to my friends,” I hum, giving her hand a playful squeeze.

      “Is that a problem?” she teases back as we approach the cashier.

      “Not at all. But don’t make a habit of it, or you’ll end up with a second girlfriend named Soph.”

      Daniella’s lips curl into an amused grin. “Oh?”

      “Idiot,” I mutter, playfully slapping her hand away as she tries to grab it after handing the money out to the cashier. “Nope. You’re mean.”

      Instead, she wraps her arm around my waist, pulling me close as we step into the parking lot. “I’m fine with just one girlfriend. One’s already a handful,” she says, holding me tighter. “I mean… frog.”

      I groan, trying to push her away, but she quickly grabs my waist with both hands, pulling me into a deep kiss. She cups my face in her hand after a moment, tilting it slightly as if she’s admiring it.

      “Still definitely a frog,” she says, her tone soft and teasing. “But I’m okay with that.”

      “Doesn’t that mean you’re not my Princess Charming?” I squint at her, knowing she can’t resist a chance to play along.

      “Definitely not your Princess Charming. You landed the witch.”

      “The frog and the witch,” I click my tongue, taking her hand and pulling her toward her car. “I’m okay with that too.”
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        * * *

      

      “Gosh, finally!” Soph exclaims, stretching dramatically as we walk up to the hotel. “And just in time to watch the sunset at the beach. How romantic!” She wiggles her eyebrows at me.

      “Yeah, you and Jen will love watching it together,” I smirk, catching the way Jen’s cheeks turn furiously red as Soph throws her a teasing grin and a matching eyebrow wiggle.

      After checking in, we head straight to our rooms to change into something nicer. Daniella and I are obviously sharing a room, while Soph and Jen are sharing one too. I have to admit, I’m a little shocked—and maybe a tiny bit disappointed—to see two separate twin beds in their room.

      What started as a joke has turned into a serious ship.

      Our room, on the other hand, is on a completely different floor—way up, visibly nicer, and definitely more private.

      “So fancy,” I say, flopping onto the king-sized bed. “And the view is so nice, too!”

      “You like it?” she asks, sitting beside me on the bed.

      “Yeah, but you didn’t have to get such a nice room. I’d be fine with anything as long as I’m with you,” I say, tugging her down to lie beside me.

      “Anna, we have to change clothes,” she says, even as I pull her closer.

      “But I want to kiss you,” I whisper against her lips. Her face flushes a few shades darker, but she doesn’t resist for long, pressing her lips to mine instead.

      I part my lips immediately, letting her deepen the kiss. Her hand slides down my waist to my hips, pulling me closer. The warmth of her touch seeps through my clothes, sending a shiver down my spine.

      “Your friends are waiting for us,” Daniella sighs into the kiss.

      “They can wait a little longer,” I murmur, wrapping my arms around her neck and pulling her closer again.

      She lets out a breathy laugh but pulls away, stronger than me in more ways than one. Her cheeks are pink as she takes a moment to stare at me.

      “Get dressed,” she says firmly.

      After we change into less comfortable but much nicer clothes, we meet Soph and Jen at the hotel entrance. We’re headed to the beach to watch the sunset before grabbing dinner.

      Daniella and I walk hand in hand toward the beach, something we can’t do back home the rare times we go out. I soak up every second of it.

      “This is nice,” I say as we sit on the sand. I glance at the horizon, then at Daniella, who’s settled beside me.

      “Yeah,” she replies simply, snaking her arm around my waist and pulling me closer. Her eyes stay fixed on the horizon, her silhouette glowing softly in the fading light.

      Soph and Jen sit a few meters away to give us some semblance of privacy, though I can still hear Soph’s snickering and Jen’s hushed pleas for her to shut up.

      I let out a quiet chuckle. Daniella glances at me, confused, but I just rest my head on her chest, finally pulling my gaze away from her and back to the breathtaking view in front of us.

      We’ve been together for a few weeks now, but somehow, it’s just hitting me—we’re really here, together.
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      “Thank you again, Daniella, for letting us tag along,” Jenny says as we stroll along the strip, the name still clearly foreign on her lips.

      “It was very kind of you,” Soph smirks, turning to walk backward so she can face us. “And very generous too.”

      “Very,” Daniella deadpans, though the hint of a smile tugs at her lips.

      “Have you guys decided where we’re eating yet?” I groan as my stomach grumbles loudly. “I’m starving.”

      “I’m thinking pizza,” Soph says.

      “We came all the way here, and you want to eat basic-ass pizza?” I ask, scrunching up my nose. “We’re at the beach. Let’s get some fancy seafood or something.”

      “Seafood is disgusting. The name says it all: seafood. It belongs to the sea, not on our plates.”

      I roll my eyes at her and turn to Daniella instead. “What do you think?”

      “I’m fine with anything,” she says, clearly entertained by our bickering.

      “What about you, Jenjen?” I ask, trying my last hope.

      “I’m fine with anything too.”

      “So, we all agree on pizza!” Soph claps her hands together triumphantly. “And you can order some nasty seafood pizza for yourself. Everyone’s happy.”

      I open my mouth to reply—educatedly, of course—but Daniella leans in, whispering in my ear, “I’ll take you somewhere nice tomorrow.”

      Well, a romantic dinner with Daniella is hard to argue against. I suppose I can let Soph win this one time.

      “Fine,” I say, rolling my eyes playfully as we continue walking.

      We quickly find a pizzeria to eat at. It wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but the food was great, and the atmosphere was cozy. Soph seemed to have the time of her life teasing Daniella relentlessly. She still calls her “Ms. E,” though I know Daniella doesn’t care as much as she pretends to.

      After dinner, we walked back to the hotel. It was already late, but for some reason, I wasn’t ready to go back to the room just yet. Something about sleeping in the same bed as Daniella had my nerves spiraling. By the time she closed the door behind us, my heart was karate-kicking its way up my throat.

      “So, tell me more about our date tomorrow,” I tease, trying to calm my nerves.

      “It’s a secret,” she says with a wink before disappearing into the bathroom to shower. Such a tease.

      I scramble to prepare my stuff and sit impatiently on the bed, trying to keep my cool while waiting for her. Breathe, Anna. You can act normal. It’s not that hard.

      A few minutes later, Daniella walks out of the bathroom, and my jaw nearly drops. She’s wearing a red nightgown that hugs her curves perfectly. Is she wearing anything under it? Gosh, I hope not. The way it clings to her body, highlighting her figure and making her ass look so good, has me torn between thirsting over her and being insanely jealous. You know what? I’ll do both.

      I glance down at my own “sexy sleepwear”: my oversized Squidward T-shirt and some spandex shorts. Great. Absolutely stunning comparison.

      Daniella rarely wears much makeup, but seeing her without any always makes my heart do little flips. Her wet hair clings to her face, and I’m certain she brought her own shampoo and conditioner—the air is thick with her scent.

      “What?” Daniella asks, amused. I’m definitely staring too much.

      “You’re beautiful,” I reply with a smirk as she walks over and plants a quick kiss on my lips.

      “Your turn to shower, stinky.”

      “I’m not stinky!” I groan, pushing her away. “Am I?”

      She hums nonchalantly, flopping onto the bed and nudging me off with her feet. “No stinkies on the bed.”

      “Mean,” I pout, getting up from the floor. With one last mock-glare, I finally head into the bathroom.

      I swear I’ve never showered so fast. The anxiety is still buzzing under my skin, but I’m too eager to get back to her. Innocently, of course. Totally innocently.

      “Better?” I ask, plopping onto the bed beside her and throwing my arms around her.

      She snuggles closer, resting her head in the crook of my neck. “Mmhmm,” she mutters, trailing soft kisses along my jaw and slowly working her way up to my lips.

      “Is that a yes?” I tease between her playful pecks.

      She pulls back slightly, her eyes meeting mine. They’re soft, and I’ve never seen her look this relaxed.

      We really needed this getaway. I can’t even begin to imagine the stress she’s been under lately, even before we became official.

      “What are you thinking about?” she asks, her hand gently brushing against my cheek.

      “You,” I say, laying my hand over hers. “I wish we could stay like this forever, without a care in the world… just the two of us.”

      “That’s very sappy, Anna,” she whispers, her thumb tracing the curve of my lips. “But I’d like that too.”

      I sigh, pulling her closer and resting my head on her chest. I can’t help but notice she’s definitely not wearing a bra under that gown—not that I’m complaining.

      But what stands out more is the sound of her heartbeat, quick and unsteady. It matches mine almost perfectly.

      I’m not the only one nervous here.
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      “What do you mean nothing happened?” Soph hisses, leaning closer to me as she glances at Daniella, who’s just a few meters away on the phone in the hotel lobby.

      “Shush!” I whisper back, flustered. “I just… I don’t know how to start it. What if she doesn’t want to?”

      “Why wouldn’t she want to?” Soph rolls her eyes dramatically. “Test the waters. Tease her a bit today and see how she reacts.”

      “I’m nervous,” I groan, sinking into my chair. Daniella is practically a goddess. It still baffles me that someone like her would date someone like me.

      “Girl, shut up and go for it,” Soph says, giving me a light shove in Daniella’s direction.

      I take a deep breath, smoothing my shirt before walking toward her. She’s just hanging up the phone when I reach her, and I do my best to look composed.

      “How are they doing?” I ask, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her closer.

      “Good,” she sighs into my hair, her arms instinctively wrapping around me. “Slippers is such a drama queen. I feel bad leaving him, even with the dog sitter.”

      I chuckle, my hands rubbing small circles on her back. “He’s fine. Probably loving all the attention.”

      She hums softly as I tilt my head up to look at her.

      “Well, we should probably get going to the beach,” she says, her tone light.

      “Yeah,” I reply, reluctantly unwrapping my arms from around her. But before stepping back, I lean close to her ear and whisper, “I can’t wait to see you in a bikini.”

      “Is that so?” she smirks, her eyes sparkling as I step back.

      “You didn’t let me see it this morning,” I pout, grabbing her hand as we start walking toward Soph and Jenny.

      “It’s a surprise.”

      “You’re so full of surprises, aren’t you?” I groan as we catch up with the others.

      “Just like you.”

      The beach is close enough to the hotel that we decide to walk again. Soph complains, of course, but I can’t pass up the chance to walk hand in hand with Daniella.

      “Strip,” I say teasingly once we’ve set our things on the sand.

      Daniella rolls her eyes but complies, letting her flowy summer dress slip down her body to reveal a sleek black one-piece swimsuit. Three words: Sexy as hell.

      I open my mouth, but no sound comes out. I’m shamelessly gawking, my jaw hanging open.

      “Mind you?” she chuckles, gently closing my mouth with her index finger.

      “Just wow,” I manage, my gaze shamelessly roaming down her body again. “Yeah, good thing you didn’t let me see it this morning.”

      “Oh, and why would that be a problem?” she quips, sitting gracefully on one of the beach towels with a playful smirk.

      Before I can answer, Soph calls out, “You two lovebirds!” She’s already sprinting toward the water, dragging Jen behind her. “We’re going in!”

      “Soph, wait up! You’re going to fall!” Jen laughs as she chases after her.

      “Let’s go too!” I say, grabbing Daniella’s hands to pull her up.

      “I’m good here, but you should go,” she says, sliding on her sunglasses and reclining on the towel.

      “No way. Come on, we’re at the beach. It won’t be fun without you,” I groan, stripping out of my clothes. Her eyes linger on me for a second too long, and I can’t help but smirk. “Pretty please?”

      “You’re so annoying,” she sighs but finally gets up.

      The moment she’s on her feet, I grab her hand and take off running toward the water. Daniella barely manages to keep up, her choice being either to follow or fall face-first into the sand.

      The instant the cold water touches my feet, I let go of her hand. “Shit, it’s freezing!” I laugh, glancing back at Daniella’s annoyed expression. “Come on!” I grab her hand again, pulling her farther in. Soph and Jen are already swimming in the deeper water, way ahead of us.

      “I think we’re good here,” Daniella says, stopping as the water reaches her waist.

      “Why?” I ask, then notice the faint blush on her cheeks. “Oh…” Realization dawns. “You don’t know how to swim, do you?” I ask, wrapping my arms around her neck.

      “Don’t tell anyone,” she jokes, pulling me closer. Her skin against mine feels incredible, and I’m doing my best not to think too much about it—though it’s nearly impossible.

      “I’m so sorry. We can stay here, or we can go back to the sand if you want to.”

      “I don’t want to be a burden,” she says, trying to step back, but I hold her in place.

      “This is our time together. I don’t want to let go of you for even a second,” I say before flicking a small splash of water at her.

      Big mistake. Daniella does not play fair. While I just sprinkle a little water on her face, she retaliates with a massive wave from her arm, drenching me.

      “Are you okay?” she asks, laughing so hard she’s doubled over as I cough and sputter, trying not to choke.

      “So this is war, I see,” I say, splashing her back with all my might.

      “A war you won’t win, Anna,” Daniella smirks, already preparing her arm for another tsunami.
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      I sigh, resting my head on Daniella’s shoulder. She’s been answering emails for the past… ten minutes, maybe? I don’t know. Time doesn’t matter—we’re on vacation.

      The sun is sinking into the horizon as we lounge on the sand. Soph and Jen are nowhere to be seen. They mentioned going for a walk earlier, but I didn’t pay much attention. I was far too distracted watching Daniella’s derriere in that swimsuit. Of course, they can’t fool me, the master deceiver. They’re clearly off getting some alone time, if you catch my drift. Wink-wonk.

      I sigh again, louder this time.

      “That’s the fifth one. Should I be concerned? Are you having an asthma attack?” Daniella teases without looking up.

      “Let me be dramatic. It’s part of my charm.”

      “I disagree.”

      “You’re mean,” I pout, finally sitting up to glare at her.

      “Yes, very,” she says flatly, sparing me a millisecond-long glance before returning to her laptop. “I’m almost done.”

      “How can you even work at a time like this?” I groan, flopping back onto the towel. “You’re not supposed to be working on vacation.”

      “A teacher’s⁠—”

      “—work never ends,” I finish, rolling my eyes so hard I might pull something. “Yes, yes, I know. But your girlfriend—me,” I say, pointing at myself for emphasis, “is in desperate need of attention.”

      She finally sets her phone aside and looks at me, a small smile playing on her lips. “And what can I do to make you happy?” she asks. Her tone isn’t suggestive, but I can’t help the blush that creeps up my cheeks at the first thought flashing through my mind.

      “Kiss me.”

      Daniella leans forward, brushing her lips over my forehead, then my cheeks, the tip of my nose, and finally my lips. I expect a quick peck, but she lingers, her lips soft and warm against mine. When she pulls away, her eyes meet mine. “Better?”

      Her lips taste like saltwater, sunscreen, and… well, Daniella.

      Shit, I’m so turned on right now.

      Before I can overthink it, I lean forward to kiss her again. She’s not expecting it, and our teeth clank together at a weird angle. I pull away, embarrassed, but she grabs my face and pulls me into another kiss. This time, slower, gentler. Her lips move slowly against mine, it's sweet, slow and... sensual?

      I let out a small whine as she pulls away, letting my head fall back on the towel, my heart beating rapidly inside my chest. She gazes down at me, her smile amused but soft, as she wipes her thumb over my lips. “Your lip gloss is everywhere.”

      I hum in response,  letting my eyes flutter close, still savoring the moment.

      I really need to calm down.

      “We should head back to the hotel soon. We have dinner reservations,” Daniella says, sitting up and stretching her arms above her head.

      “Oh, that’s right,” I reply, my voice cracking slightly. Shit. “You’re taking me out to dinner tonight. How could I ever forget.”

      “It’s our first date, after all,” she says casually.

      “Are you nervous?” I ask teasingly.

      “Should I be?” she hums, standing and offering me her hand.

      “Of course! That’s no way to speak to your girlfriend, I’ll have you know,” I say, grabbing her hand.

      She pulls me up effortlessly, her other hand settling on my waist to steady me. “Is that right?”

      “Very much so,” I click my tongue, helping her gather our things. “Should we let Jen and Soph know we’re going?” I ask as we start walking back to the hotel.

      “No need. They’ll find their way,” she says, and I swear I catch a hint of a smirk on her lips. “For all we know, they might already be there.”

      “You ship them too?”

      “Not really.”

      “So, will you admit you’re still jealous over Jenny and happy to see her with someone who isn’t me?” I tease her.

      “No,” she says, rolling her eyes and striding ahead to leave me behind. I can’t help the smile that creeps onto my lips.

      “By saying no, you’re just proving me right,” I smirk, watching as she picks up the pace, fully aware that my short legs can’t keep up. “Your little attitude proves me even more right.”

      ❀

      I shower first this time while Daniella confirms our reservations on the phone. I don’t really have anything nice to wear—I only brought casual clothes. I didn’t even consider we’d be going on a date.

      “Tell me you’re not wearing something fancy,” I say, rummaging through the clothes I brought, holding the towel securely around my body.

      “Just wear whatever,” she mutters, sifting through her own clothes. She hasn’t turned around once since I got out of the bathroom in just my towel.

      Maybe she’s trying to be respectful, but I don’t want respectful.

      “What do you think of this?” I ask, picking up a random shirt, anything to get her attention. The moment her eyes land on me, I let the towel fall to the ground. “Oops.”

      Her eyes widen as they dart from my face down to my now-exposed body and then back up again before locking, with sheer force of will, onto the shirt I’m holding up. “Uh,” she starts, her mouth opening slightly before she snaps it shut, swallowing hard. “That looks… good,” she mutters in a barely audible voice, her gaze now firmly planted on her suitcase, though it’s clear she isn’t really looking at anything.

      “Good enough for a nice restaurant?” I ask, taking a step toward her. I'm definitely shaking a bit, but hopefully, she won't notice. "Should we match?”

      She spins around so fast we almost bump foreheads. “Sure,” she croaks, snatching the first black dress she lays eyes on before practically sprinting to the bathroom.  But not before taking one last glance at my naked body.

      I put on some underwear, finally taking a proper look at the shirt I picked up. “Shit.”

      It’s just a simple black shirt—short sleeves and a low-cut neckline—not exactly what I’d consider appropriate for a fancy restaurant. Especially if Daniella ends up wearing an elegant dress.

      What are the odds she actually looked at the shirt?

      I groan, tossing the shirt aside and diving back into my bag. This time, I settle on a flowy dark blue skirt and a cute white top. It’ll have to do.

      “Are you ready?” Daniella asks, stepping out of the bathroom fully dressed. Her dress clings to every curve, the deep V-neckline striking the perfect balance between classy and undeniably sexy. She looks like a goddess, and I, by comparison, feel like a discarded fast-food wrapper.

      “Yes,” I say absentmindedly,, my voice faint as I finally pull my gaze up to her face. “You look beautiful.”

      Her eyes flicker down my body as she strides over to me. A small smile tugging at her lips. “That’s not the same shirt you showed me earlier, Anna,” she whispers, her fingers softly tugging at the hem of my top, smoothing it over my stomach. But as she adjusts it, the neckline dips slightly, revealing more cleavage than intended, making her frown. “It’s not even the same color.”

      “You don’t like it?” I ask, feigning innocence.

      Her eyes linger on my chest as her hands play with the material of my shirt. "No, it’s⁠—"

      She pauses, looking up and meeting my gaze. “You look too beautiful. I’m afraid I’ll have to fight someone tonight.”

      I swallow hard, my pulse hammering in my ears. This is it. This is how I die—death by sheer sexual frustration.

      She releases the fabric, stepping back just enough. “Shall we go?”

      The restaurant isn’t far from the hotel, just a short walk along the nicest part of the beach. I hold my breath as we wait for the waiter to guide us to our table. Everything here feels so upscale—the dim lighting, the soft murmur of low music filling the space, and a small live band playing near the entrance.

      As soon as we’re seated, I open the menu, and my eyes nearly pop out of my head at the prices.

      “Order whatever you want,” Daniella says calmly, almost as if she’s reading my mind.

      “Rich people are crazy,” I whisper, still scanning the options. I don’t want to go for the cheapest thing, but I also don’t want to pick something outrageously expensive. “How do you even decide?” I glance up at her, only to catch her staring directly at my chest.

      Her eyes snap up to meet mine, a slight blush coloring her cheeks as she clears her throat. “We could do the tasting menu. It’s a bit of everything.”

      Neither of us is prepared for the sheer amount of food that follows. Dish after dish arrives until the table is completely covered. It’s enough to feed a small army—or a large one.

      “And what would you two ladies like to drink?” the waiter asks, setting down the last plate.

      “I’ll have the 1995 Sassicaia, and she’ll have…” Daniella glances at me.

      Right, I’m not old enough to drink.

      “Just more water,” I say, feeling a little self-conscious.

      “You sure?” she asks quietly as the waiter steps away.

      I shrug, picking up my fork. “I’m not really a fan of wine anyway.”

      “It’s an acquired taste,” she says, starting to serve food onto both our plates.

      I watch her, amazed at how effortlessly elegant she looks, even while doing the simplest things. The way her hand moves from the plate to her mouth, taking small, deliberate bites—it’s almost unfair. Meanwhile, I probably look like a caveman sitting next to her.

      My plate is a mess, resembling a fish cemetery, in stark contrast to her nearly untouched one. Even her wine glass is still almost full—I’ve only seen her take two small sips.

      “Not hungry?” I ask as she sets her fork down. “Or are you just not a big fan of seafood?”

      “No, I…” she starts but trails off, her eyes lingering on my neck. “I have other things on my mind right now.”

      “Hopefully me,” I say, attempting a smirk to hide how her gaze sends a shiver down my spine.

      “It’s always you,” she replies simply, taking a larger sip of her wine this time, her eyes never leaving mine.

      I gulp down the food in my mouth, feeling it stick in my throat. I can feel the heat rising to my face.

      There’s no way she’s gotten turned on while watching me devour three plates of food in less than ten minutes. “I-I want to try out the jacuzzi… at the hotel,” I blurt out, feeling my face grow warmer by the second. “We’re leaving tomorrow, and I don’t want to miss the chance.”

      She cocks an eyebrow at me. “We just ate. You can’t seriously want to get in there when it’s this hot outside.”

      “But it’s not every day you get to relax in a jacuzzi,” I pout, leaning into the act for effect.

      

      Her lips twitch as if she’s holding back a smile, but she shakes her head slightly, finishing her wine in one long gulp. Then, with a small glance at the waiter, she sets her empty glass down.

      ❀

      Daniella closes the door behind us as we step into our room. It’s still early, barely 10 p.m. She leans against the doorframe, her gaze locked on me as I walk over to the jacuzzi and turn the knobs, letting the water slowly fill.

      I glance back at her, the soft light from the window illuminating her face in a way that takes my breath away. She’s stunning.

      But that’s nothing new, really.

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” she asks, her voice low as I step closer to her.

      “Yup,” I shrug, slipping my shirt over my head. “But it’s fine if you don’t,” I continue as I tug down my skirt, stepping out of it and letting it pool at my feet, leaving me in nothing but my underwear.

      Her eyes widen, and for a brief moment, she looks genuinely caught off guard. She tries to maintain her usual composed expression, but the slight flush on her cheeks betrays her.

      I don’t wait for an answer. Instead, I reach behind me to unclasp my bra, letting it fall before hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and sliding them down. I step out of them with ease, leaving all my clothes in a pile on the floor as I turn my back to her and walk to the jacuzzi.

      I don’t have to look to know she’s watching me; the heat of her gaze on my bare skin is unmistakable.

      I dip my toes into the water—it’s warm, almost too warm for a summer night, but I’m too committed to back out now.

      “Are you coming or not?” I ask over my shoulder, finally turning to face her.

      She hasn’t moved. Her eyes are still fixed on me, dark and intent.

      I watch as she exhales, her lips parting slightly before she reaches for the straps of her dress and pulls them down. The fabric falls effortlessly to the floor, pooling at her feet.

      I wasn’t expecting her to remove her underwear too, but she does, without hesitation. She doesn't seem shy at all as she walks up to me, completely unashamed.

      She steps into the tub and sits down in front of me, the water covering her up to her shoulders.

      “You’re not crazy, you’re absolutely nuts, Anna,” she mutters, her eyes fixed anywhere but on my body.

      “I can’t tell the difference,” I say with a smirk. “You know you can look, right?” Because I sure am.

      Her breath comes out shaky, and she doesn’t hesitate this time. Her eyes slowly trail down my neck, stopping at my chest, lingering on my nipples. The rest of me is harder to see, but I know she’s trying anyway. Her gaze quickly snaps back to mine, dark and unfocused.

      Before I can think twice, my body acts on its own. I move closer, straddling her hips and sitting down on her lap. Her hands grab my hips immediately, holding me still. Her face is so close to mine now, our breasts pressed together, her nipples hard against my skin.

      Her fingers dig into my sides when I shift slightly, grinding down against her. My heart races, drowning out every other sound.

      Daniella licks her lips before leaning in, pressing her mouth to mine. She tastes like wine, like summer, and something that’s just her. She pulls my bottom lip between her teeth, running her tongue over it before I deepen the kiss, sliding my tongue into her mouth.

      Her hands trail up my back slowly, leaving a trail goosebumps as my fingers tangle in her hair, tugging gently, pulling her closer. It’s only when her grip tightens on my waist, holding me still, that I realize I’ve been grinding against her. She pulls back slightly, her breathing uneven, her forehead resting against mine.

      “Anna,” she breathes out, her forehead resting against mine. “You’re driving me insane.”

      Her voice sounds different—lower, raspier, more needy. Her lips are swollen, and her chest is heaving rapidly.

      “Is that a bad thing?”

      “No,” she murmurs, leaning forward to press her lips against mine. Short lived this time.

      "You seem hesitant," I whisper against her lips.

      “I—” she starts, then lets out a sigh, her eyes meeting mine. “I know you’re not my student anymore, but I… I don’t know how to silence the voice in my head telling me this is wrong.”

      I lean back slightly, my fingers moving gently through her hair as I study her face. "We don't have to do anything you don't want to do, Daniella.”

      She exhales shakily, her grip on my waist tightening, and her nails digging into my skin. “But I want to,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper, her eyes dark and filled with want. "I want you, badly.”

      Her words send a shiver down my spine, igniting a heat that pools low in my belly. “Then take me.”
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      I’m not sure how we managed to get out of the tub without slipping, but we did. Daniella barely waits for me to step out before she lifts me effortlessly and tosses me onto the bed. She hovers over me, her wet hair dripping onto my skin.

      Her lips crash into mine, her hands trailing down my sides until they reach my thighs. She pushes them apart, her body settling between them like she belongs there.

      The slickness between my legs is undeniable. I'm so wet it's embarrassing.

      Her lips travel down my neck, placing open-mouthed kisses on every inch of skin. My back arches off the bed when her teeth scrape across my collarbone, sucking the sensitive skin before taking one of my nipples into her mouth. Her hand palms my other breast, squeezing gently as her tongue flicks across my nipple before pulling it between her teeth, tugging softly.

      "Daniella," I gasp, my fingers tangling in her hair as my hips buck up against hers, desperate for some friction.

      She pulls back slightly, her lips hovering over my flushed skin. The coolness of her breath sends shivers across my body. “You’ve been torturing me for so long,” she whispers, her fingertips ghosting over my stomach as her lips press a featherlight kiss under my breast. “And now you can’t handle a little teasing?”

      “Plea—”

      The word dies on my lips as her mouth trails lower, kissing her way down my stomach. Her tongue dips briefly into my navel before she pulls back, her eyes locking onto mine through her lashes, those stormy grey eyes piercing me right down to my core.

      By the time her lips reach my inner thigh, I’m shaking uncontrollably. She nips gently at the sensitive skin, her breath warm against me. “So eager,” she murmurs, pressing a kiss to the crease of my hip.

      She takes her time, trailing her lips across the expanse of my inner thighs until I'm a writhing mess beneath her. My fingers grip the sheets so hard I'm afraid they'll tear.

      "Please, I can’t⁠—"

      Before I can finish the thought, her tongue drags across my slit with an agonizing slowness, parting me and taking its first taste. I nearly come undone right then and there, my eyes rolling back as she teases my entrance before running her tongue up to flick over my clit.

      Her lips close around it, sucking gently while her tongue circles the sensitive bud. My hips jerk upward instinctively, but her hand presses firmly on my waist, holding me still as she continues her slow torture.

      I can’t breathe. My mind is blank, my heart pounding in my chest as the heat builds and coils tighter with every flick of her tongue. She doesn’t stop, each movement deliberate, calculated, pushing me closer to the edge only to pull back just enough to keep me hanging there.

      I’m so close, I can’t take it much longer. She knows it too.

      My body tenses, legs trembling uncontrollably as the release crashes over me. A choked sob escapes my lips as it rips through me, leaving me breathless. She doesn’t stop, keeping me pinned to the mattress as the waves of my orgasm roll through.

      I came way too fast—I’m pretty sure I blacked out for a second.

      Daniella climbs back up my body, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. Her hand cups my cheek, her thumb brushing gently against my skin. “Are you alright?” she whispers.

      “Yeah,” I manage breathlessly, my eyes still closed as I fight to regain control over my body. “It’s been a while.”

      She hums softly, her lips brushing against mine softly before pulling back. “How long?”

      “Are we counting masturbating? Because if so, one week. If not, two years.”

      Her eyebrows shoot up, clearly not expecting that answer. "Well, you certainly seem pent up.”

      “You’re an ass,” I groan, shoving her lightly before sitting up, straddling her hips. Leaning down, I capture her lips in a slow kiss, tasting myself on her. “How long has it been for you?”

      “About three years,” she murmurs against my lips.

      I lean back slightly. "That explains a lot, actually,” I tease, letting my hands wander down her chest, my fingers toying with her nipples.

      “And what is that supposed to mean?” she asks, flicking my hands away from her breasts.

      I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. “You know what they say about mean teachers.”

      She rolls her eyes. “Do you really think getting me laid would make me less mean?”

      “Hopefully not,” I smirk, leaning down to capture her lips, tugging at her bottom lip with my teeth as I pull back. “I kinda like it.”

      “Of course you do.”

      “What can I say? I have a thing for bossy women,” I shrug, grinning. “Plus, I’m the jealous type, so it works out nicely.”

      “Oh?” she smirks, one eyebrow arching. “And how does that work exactly?”

      “I like to think that your meanness keeps everyone else in line, limiting my competition.”

      “Competition, hm?”

      “You have no idea how insanely beautiful you are. I’m surprised you’ve been single for so long, honestly. Wait…” I pause, narrowing my eyes playfully. “Did you mean three years without sex or masturbating?”

      Her smirk deepens, her voice dropping. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

      “What? Are you ashamed to tell me the last time you did it was earlier today in the bath⁠—”

      She breaks away from my grip on her wrists effortlessly, pulling me by the neck and into a kiss before I can finish, effectively silencing me. er hands tangle in my hair as she tries to roll us over, but I push back, keeping her pinned beneath me.

      “Nope,” I whisper against her lips. “You had your turn. Now it’s mine.”

      She lets out a soft laugh, but it’s quickly cut short as I trail kisses down her neck, lingering at the hollow of her throat before moving lower. Her skin burns beneath my lips as I drag my tongue across her chest, taking one of her nipples into my mouth.

      Her hands tangle in my hair, holding me there as I explore her. She arches into me, letting out a soft moan when my teeth graze her nipple.

      I release it with a wet pop, my lips moving lower, kissing down her stomach until I’m nestled between her legs.

      Her thighs are already slick with arousal, the scent of her intoxicating as I drag my tongue through her folds. My eyes flick up to her face as my tongue circles her clit, watching the way her head tilts back, her eyes fluttering closed, her lips parting in a silent moan.

      I keep going, teasing her entrance with my fingers while I draw her clit into my mouth, sucking gently.

      Her body trembles beneath me, her grip on my hair tightening as her hips rock against my face. I can feel the tension building in her, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. She’s close—so close.

      I guess I'm not the only one who's pent up.

      But just as I'm about to push her over the edge, her hand fists in my hair, tugging me away from her center.

      I look up at her, confused. "What's wrong?”

      She sits up, her eyes dark with lust as she pulls me into a heated kiss, her hands running up and down my body before gripping my waist, flipping us over so that she's on top again.

      I part my lips to protest, but she silences me with another kiss, her tongue sliding past my lips as she settles between my thighs.

      Her hands grip my hips, pulling me closer as she grinds against me, the friction sending a wave of pleasure through my body. She doesn't stop, her pace slow and deliberate as she rolls her hips, driving me crazy with every movement.

      My head falls back against the pillow, a gasp escaping my lips as her fingers dig into my skin, her pace quickening. My hands roam over her body, exploring every inch of her as our bodies move together. I can feel her getting closer, her hips bucking erratically as her breathing becomes labored.

      She buries her face in my neck, biting down gently as she lets go, her moan muffled against my throat.

      I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close as she collapses against me, her breaths hot and uneven.

      We lie there, tangled together, neither of us wanting to move. The dampness from the jacuzzi water clings to the sheets, but the cool air of the room is soothing against our heated skin.

      I run my fingers along her back, tracing the delicate line of her spine. "How are you real?" I murmur, more to myself than anything as I close my eyes, letting the exhaustion wash over me.

      Daniella presses her lips to my neck, placing open-mouthed kisses on my skin before pulling away slightly. Her breath tickles my ear as she whispers, “Off to sleep already? When I’m not done with you yet?”
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      I wake up to Daniella tracing patterns on my back, her fingertips running down my spine in a way that sends goosebumps across my skin. I keep my eyes closed, savoring the moment as her lips press soft kisses along my shoulder.

      “It’s time to wake up,” she murmurs.

      “Five more minutes,” I groan, burying my face deeper into her neck.

      She chuckles, her hand traveling up my back, her fingers tangling in my hair and tugging gently. “You can sleep in the car.”

      “But I want to sleep here,” I mumble against her skin. “With you.”

      “I know,” she says, her voice low as she presses a kiss to my temple. “But we need to get going soon. It’s already 11 a.m., and we have to grab something to eat before we leave.”

      I stay put, stubbornly clinging to her, my arms tightening around her waist. “I don’t want to go back,” I sigh, finally opening my eyes to meet hers. “We won’t have nearly as much time together, and we’ll have to keep our distance. I’m too spoiled now.”

      She hums, her hand continuing its lazy path along my back. “We’ll figure something out. But right now, we really need to get up.”

      Reluctantly, I loosen my hold on her and sit up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes as she climbs out of bed. She heads toward the bathroom but pauses in the doorway, glancing back at me with a playful smile.

      “Join me?”

      She doesn’t need to say it twice—I’m already on my feet.

      After what may or may not have been a quickie in the shower—which, okay, might have been mostly my fault—we get dressed, pack our things, and head down for a late breakfast… or early lunch, depending on how you spin it.

      “Well, well, look who decided to show up,” I smirk as Daniella and I approach Jenny and Soph, already seated at a table in the hotel dining room. “You two vanished so suddenly yesterday, I thought about calling—but I didn’t want to interrupt whatever you were doing.”

      At that, Jenny’s face turns a shade of red that could rival a tomato.

      Gotcha.

      “Are you one to talk?” Soph fires back, raising a pointed eyebrow. “We were supposed to meet here at 10 a.m. It’s almost noon.”

      “Are you seriously trying to tell me you’ve been waiting here all this time without blowing up my phone? Because I don’t buy it.”

      Jenny shakes her head, her face still visibly flushed. “We just got here too.”

      Ladies and germs, the ship is sailing.

      After breakfast and a quick double-check to make sure everything’s packed in the car, we’re finally ready to hit the road.

      And I’m ready to drive.

      “No,” Daniella says firmly, her voice leaving no room for debate. She reaches for her keys, which I may or may not have expertly swiped from her pocket earlier.
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