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Ivy had to resist the urge to sigh as she walked around the hotel, feeling lost. Oh, she knew exactly where she was and where she could go, but it didn’t mean she didn’t feel lost. And bored.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. 

This wasn’t what she had planned for her vacation, but then she hadn’t meant to come alone. 

Maybe it shouldn’t surprise her that things between her and Angela ended as they did.

It was her fault. She knew that. She couldn’t give the other woman the time she needed, and if she was honest, she couldn’t give her the enthusiasm either. Once upon a time, she thought she loved Angela, and maybe she did, but she didn’t love her with her whole heart, didn’t love her enough to stop working herself to the bone, coming home late every night. 

This vacation was to fix things between them, but everything ended before they could come.

Maybe it was for the best.

It didn’t change the fact she had planned for Angela to be here with her, and that coming alone was a little awkward. She had plans she didn’t have the energy for, didn’t know how to spend her free time, and frankly, she was bored. There was only so much time one could spend in a pool, or walking along the beach.

The hotel was a fairly small one, with a somewhat homely feeling to it. There were plenty of open spaces and greenery, and she walked through them more than once, lost in thought.

And the sights were amazing. She bit her lower lip at that thought. Angela would have loved to see them, and she would have loved to share this with the other woman. They weren’t the one for one another. She could see that clearly, especially now, but she still cared about the other woman. She knew she hurt her. While Ivy had suspected for a while that they wouldn’t last and let things be as they were, Angela tried to fix things between them.

It was a mistake.

Ivy could see that now. Their love had been nice, and it made her happier, but it never truly overwhelmed her, never truly filled her mind. In the end, it hadn’t been enough, and they needed to move on from it, both of them.

She sighed again, looked up at the blue sky. The sun shone brightly above, and for a moment she felt tempted to grab her towel and go to the beach, lay under that burning light and enjoy it for as long as she could. A moment later, she nodded to herself. What else was there to do? She started walking, intending to move towards her room. And then a sound made her pause.

She tilted her head to the side, waited to hear it again, failed to do so, and took another step forward. Another sound came then, and she stilled once more. It was a familiar sound, though she didn’t connect the dots on what it was, started moving closer to where it came from. She heard it again when she reached closer to a pair of bushes near the back of the hotel, and the sound came far clearer this time.

A blush took hold of her face when she realized it was a moan, and her mouth fell open. She stilled in place, hesitating once again, then took a step forward without really thinking about it. It was foolish of her. She should have turned around and left before she ended up seeing something she didn’t want to, but something propelled her forward, and she kept moving.

She stilled once again and bit her lower lip, then inched further forward. At the first glimpse of flesh, she stopped once more, even if she only got a glimpse of a bare shoulder. She almost turned around and left right then and there, but a combined moan came from the couple and she stilled once again.

They were both female.

It didn’t change anything, not really, but it made her think about Angela, made her realize how lonely she was. Her relationship with the other woman hadn’t been in a good place for a long time, but sex was something both of them enjoyed quite a bit. They had lost themselves in one another plenty of times, and the sounds that came from the couple made her remember those times, made her heart beat just a little faster and made something like wetness gather between her thighs.

If anyone asked her later, she wouldn’t be able to say what took over her mind, what made her take a few steps forward into a position where she could see what was happening a little better. Maybe it was lust, maybe it was longing. She wouldn’t be able to say, but it happened.

She didn’t even notice she was doing it at first, only truly processed it when she stopped and saw the couple. There were some clothes discarded on the ground, but for the most part the women were dressed. One was blonde, with curly hair that seemed somewhat familiar, and it didn’t take long for Ivy to realize that had been one of the staff members that greeted her the first day.

The other woman was a brunette, though Ivy didn’t see her face very well, or her body. The blonde covered it with her own.

It took her a little longer to notice something else not quite right about the picture in front of her. The blonde was pressed against the other woman. She had her legs wrapped around the brunette’s waist and moved up and down, moaning as she did it, but that didn’t make any sense. That wasn’t how she should make love to another woman, not unless the brunette was wearing some kind of strap-on.

Then the two shifted a little, the blonde’s body tilting to the side just a bit, but it was enough for Ivy to see exactly what the woman was mounting, and she gasped at it. The blonde was so lost in her pleasure that she didn’t notice the gasp, but the brunette, the futa, did. Almost immediately, her eyes met Ivy’s over the other woman’s shoulder, and the two of them stilled at first.

Those eyes were a brown so light they almost seemed yellow, and Ivy lost herself in them for a few moments, not quite knowing what to do or feel. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her breath came in and out of her in a rush, and she stayed in place, held there by the hold those eyes had on her own.

Then something lightened in them. She allowed herself to take the rest of that face and noticed the smirk on the brunette’s lips. The woman, the futa, was gorgeous, and Ivy appreciated that face for quite a good while, lost in the beauty of it.

A loud moan broke her contemplation, and she blushed as she remembered what was happening in front of her, couldn’t help but glance at the bare back of the blonde as she bounced over that cock one more time, taking the futa deeper into her, loving it as well if the sounds that escaped her were any indication.

Ivy should have turned around and left, but she didn’t. She watched the blonde ride the other woman until her moans turned into something incomprehensible, watched as the futa’s hands tightened around that body and held her as the woman reached her own orgasm, and she kept watching as they settled against one another.

The blonde pressed her head against the other’s chest, lost in her own pleasure. The futa looked directly at Ivy, and something like hunger shone in her. It tempted a part of Ivy, almost made her step forward and do something she could only consider crazy, but she held back. Somehow, she resisted the temptation, just watched for a while longer, then eventually gathered enough of her focus to turn around and leave without making any sound.

She couldn’t stop herself from looking at the futa’s face over her shoulder, almost stilled in place when those golden eyes caught hers once more, then gathered herself and continued.

She had to ignore the wetness between her thighs as she did so, and the way her heart pounded inside her chest. She had to ignore the quickness of her breath, and just how much a part of her wanted to turn around and go to that futa, let the woman ride her next.

Somehow, she found the way to her bedroom, got inside of it and closed the door behind her, and then laid atop of her bed. Then she let all that she was feeling out of her in a rushed breath, biting her lower lip afterwards, pressing one hand against her belly.

It had been years since she had touched herself, but now she couldn’t stop her hand from wandering lower, from slipping under her shorts and going for her sex. She touched herself at first, eventually started using her fingers and fucked herself with abandon, barely stopping the moans that threatened to escape from her mouth as she did it.

No one had ever made her feel like that before, not so strongly, not so quickly, not with just a glance, but that futa managed somehow. As she drove herself into orgasm, Ivy knew it wouldn’t be the last time she crossed paths with that female, and though part of her was terrified of it, she couldn’t wait for it.
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