

Caught

At The

FreeUse Resort

Molly Warden


Copyright 2026 Molly Warden

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, or products is purely coincidental. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.


Table of Contents

Chapter One             4

Chapter Two             7

Chapter Three             11

Chapter Four             18

Chapter Five             24

Chapter Six             28

Chapter Seven             32

Chapter Eight             37

Chapter Nine             42

Chapter Ten             48

Other Books By Molly Warden             50

About the Author             52


 Chapter One

My name is Anya Newland. I was raised in a small, close-knit, religious town. I grew up believing in family, in community, in till-death-do-us-part love. A few weeks ago, I told my parents that I wanted to try living and working in the “real world” before I came back to my hometown and settled down. They wanted me to get married right away, but I don’t feel anything for the boys in my town, and I want to find my perfect romance.

And as of last week, I’m working at the Paradise Resort – a prestigious freeuse hotel.

I work in laundry services, of course; I’m not a full-time, day-to-day helping the guests kind of person. While at work, I wear a yellow band, which marks me as freeuse with exceptions. Unlike the green-banded staff, us Yellows can say “Not right now” to an amorous customer. We’re expected to see less of guests, too, and be used less often.

But I’d quickly learned that “less often” didn’t mean “never.” I was still being claimed for sex two or three times a day. That was nothing compared to how much the Greens handled, but I’d been a virgin when I started at the Paradise, and it was still a head-spinning amount for me. I sometimes lay awake at night wondering how I got here, if I’d made the right choice.

After a week, it was still hard to say. I loved being on my own, being a part – however small – of the real world. Everything was new to me and that was intoxicating, but also very confusing. But the Paradise felt like home already, and I had friends, good friends: Catie, a green-banded front desk worker, and Kai, who didn’t work for the resort but offered surf lessons on the beach to our guests. I’d made the difficult choice to take this job when it had become apparent I didn’t have a lot of options; it was try to accept being freeuse, or go home and give in to what my parents wanted, putting my own dreams away somewhere, maybe for good.

I still struggled with thinking of myself as freeuse. It was so different than the way I was raised. But I could see how Catie and the other staff loved it, and I’d been forced to admit that it awakened something in me, something I was still just starting to understand. It was… freeing. I was exploring a side of myself I’d never known before.

And as I learned more about myself, I was spending more and more time with Kai. We were friends, but I had to admit that I was thinking of him more than I would a friend. Thinking about his smile, his strong hands. How comfortable I felt with him. On the nights when I didn’t collapse into bed and instantly fall asleep, he was on my mind for long hours as I imagined romance and wondered if he could be the one.

After a week at the Paradise, I was finally starting to find a rhythm. Starting to feel like I might belong someday. I was still caught off guard more than the other staff, and shame still pricked at me sometimes when I thought about how I was letting my body be used, but… mostly, mostly, I felt like this could truly be where I found myself and learned what I needed to know about the real world.

~

It was a beautiful day at the Paradise Resort. True, the Paradise is beautiful most days – careful landscaping and good design, mostly – but today was bright and warm. The sun shone across the ocean, the sky an almost impossible blue. Every guest we had wanted to be outside, and our tour packages (including the exclusive hot air balloon package) were completely booked all day.

It was only mid-morning and I was already on my second round of towel replacements for the pool. Arms full of fluffy white linens, still a little warm from the dryer and stacked nearly too high for me to see, I made my way through the throngs of people to the towel rack. At least one of the fresh towels was grabbed from the stack before I even made it there.

I was glad to see everyone having a good time… some guests were sunbathing, some were at the swim-up bar, and the rest were splashing in the pool like excited kids. Since the Paradise is a freeuse resort, there were of course several pockets of pleasure going on, too. I tried not to stare – I was still a little shy and awkward about sex, despite having been at the Paradise for a week – but I couldn’t help noticing how athletic the shapes one group got into were, how perky that guest’s breasts were, how much a group of guys teasing a girl on a float reminded me of my snorkeling adventure last week.

Of course, the pool area being crowded didn’t just mean I was running back and forth with towels a lot. It meant there were a lot of guests looking for fun, and I’d just announced myself as a plaything, looking completely available once I dropped off the stack of linens. It was inevitable that I’d be solicited before I left the pool deck.

“Hey, pretty.” The guest’s blue eyes fairly sparkled in the sun. “Why not stay and play with us before you go back to work?”

I still wasn’t good at banter like Catie, but I’d learned by now that a smile without words meant yes – especially since Yellows like myself could only delay an encounter, not turn it down. So I smiled and let myself be led over to a lounge chair by a stranger who wanted to violate me.


 Chapter Two

It wasn’t just one, but two strangers who were planning to claim me - as I discovered when we reached the chosen lounge chair. It was already occupied by another young man, tanning in the morning sun. His shock of hair was streaked with bright red and he had an earring – very different from the men I was used to seeing! But my body tingled with anticipation; they were both very attractive and I hadn’t yet been used today.

Thankfully, they didn’t waste time with pleasantries (I didn’t know what to say once sex had been solicited either). Blue Eyes greeted his friend; Red cheerfully whipped off his trunks before I’d even finished looking him over. No time to finish, though – Blue was undressing me, skillfully popping open the buttons on my uniform blouse until first my bra, then my breasts were exposed to the whole pool. I blushed furiously, but didn’t object. I was feeling a tingle I’d learned was arousal – something in me enjoyed being treated this way, seen as a vessel for amusement and desire. And I was beginning to think that the chaos of the pool deck was as much cover as a closed door; certainly no one was staring as Blue pulled off my panties and lifted me on top of Red.

I was already dripping more than I would have liked to admit, but Red didn’t press inside me right away. Instead, he put his hands on my hips and urged me to slide back and forth, ever so slightly, my lips spreading around his hardening shaft. I could feel him twitch between my legs as we moved together, his desire – and mine – growing.

“Good choice,” Red was telling Blue, his voice catching a little in his throat, and then he was lifting me ever so slightly, his calloused fingers digging into my hips, his hardened shaft rising between my legs and nudging at my entrance. I whimpered as he began pulling me inexorably down, penetrating me deeper and deeper every moment.

And there I was: impaled by a perfect stranger on a lounge chair, in full view of an entire pool of people. I didn’t even have time for the lingering shame I was still trying to fight to rise within me and threaten to choke me – Red was already moving, his hips thrusting up to meet me as his hands urged me to rise and fall again and again, forcing me to ride his now-slick shaft. There was an echo of pain for the first few thrusts, an echo of the virginity I’d lost last week, and then pleasure overcame the sensation, threatening to drown out everything else as I let myself be taken.

Up, down, up, down. The world was narrowing, my focus on the swirl of people around us and what they must be thinking dimmed as the cock inside me grew more and more insistent, as my body began to crave – and demand – more. My calves burned as I moved with Red, trying to lift myself as high as he wanted before letting him pull me back down fiercely, impaling me again and again on his cock.

Blue had moved out of my field of vision for a moment, but then he was back – starkly, gloriously nude. I noted a black stylized tattoo spilling across his groin and hip… and his cock, red and waiting, a hint of a shine at the tip where he’d already dripped for me. He grabbed a fistful of my hair in his hand and pulled my head forward and to the side, forcing my face against his pelvis. I opened my mouth without thinking, and then I was caught, speared from both ends, awkwardly pinned between the two guests as they violated me.

It felt so terribly, deliciously wrong to be taken like this. I was starting to get used to encounters in a guest’s room – door closed, sometimes even the lights off – but this was so very public, and so very naughty. I’d never had two cocks inside me before. How could I be liking this? Was I truly a slut after all? I felt tears of confusion prick at my eyes, but the hunger between my legs demanded my attention, pulling me back from the brink of a shame spiral and urging me on – yes, this is what I wanted. This and so much more.

I gave myself up to their hands and shafts, my body their plaything. I moved as Red urged, suckling desperately at Blue each time I had enough purchase to do so. They were both growing harder now, their movements more violent, and I was panting against the cock in my mouth, struggling to maintain my equilibrium, but they weren’t letting me rest. But I didn’t want control, I only wanted them. For them to use me and move me and take their pleasure in whatever way they desired, and it was getting to be too much. The cock in my most secret of places now rubbing against me in a way that made me quiver, that would have made me scream if my mouth had been free, and I was whimpering, my arms reaching desperately for purchase, the cock in my mouth pressing deeper into my throat as they groaned –

I was slammed down on Red’s shaft again and again, his cock shuddering –

Blue forced my head down hard, nearly gagging me on his length and wrenching my body as Red pulled –

They were holding, quivering, and I –

I was on fire –

With a shudder, I came, my whole body shaking with the force of it as Red groaned and spilled himself inside me. Pleasure exploded through me, coursing along every inch of my form, ripping me free of my shameful desire and leaving me emptier, freer –

Blue jerked my head back suddenly, his cock just beginning to pulsate –

And there, in that split second, I could see to my dismay a very, very familiar face staring at me from across the pool deck. I face from back home…

And then Blue came, his seed spraying all over my face, leaving me blind and unable to confirm what I’d just seen, or the dread that was rapidly rising within me against the tide of pleasure.

~

Red and Blue were happy to find me a towel and help me get a little cleaned up, but after our exertion, they were eager for a swim. They left me as I finished toweling off my face, and then I was alone in the middle of the pool deck – alone, and finally able to confirm the horrible sight I thought I’d seen.

My eyes hadn’t deceived me. Standing only a few feet away was someone I knew very well from my hometown: Mr. Markey, the owner of the general store and a friend of my parents. He had a strange expression on his face.

I could feel a blush starting as a prickle of fear nipped at my neck.

“Anya,” he acknowledged finally.

“Mr. Markey… how are you.” What do you say to someone who holds your whole life in the palm of his hand? I was shaking. I wished I was anywhere but here. What was he doing at the Paradise? Why had he chosen that moment to find me – the moment when I was riding a stranger, while another stranger came on my face, marking me like the slut I was?

His lips pursed. “Surprised.”

I laughed nervously.

Mr. Markey looked me frankly up and down, that same unreadable expression still on his face. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said finally, holding out his hand to me like I was a child.

My heart thudding in my chest, I followed where he led, afraid to my very core.
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Holding my uniform closed as best I could – I hadn’t had a chance yet to rebutton my top, or even reclaim my panties – I followed Mr. Markey into the sudden darkness of the Paradise resort. I could feel Red’s cum dripping down my thigh as we walked, but I was afraid to stop and clean up further. What must Mr. Markey be thinking?

He turned to the right and led me not to the women’s locker room as I was expecting, but to one of the unisex handicapped showers. I’d stocked this one with towels only minutes before I’d gone out on the pool deck and everything had gone so wrong…

I barely noticed when Mr. Markey closed and locked the door behind us. He moved towels to hang by the shower and then came towards me. I looked away, still blushing, unable to meet his gaze and confront the condemnation I was so sure I’d see there.

Then I felt his hands pushing mine away, deft fingers on my front undoing the rest of my buttons. “You’re a mess, kiddo.”

I swallowed nervously. What was he doing?

Gentle but firm, like a parent disappointed in their child, Mr. Markey continued to make “tsk tsk” noises as he unbuttoned the rest of my uniform. Before I knew it, I was bare before him, clad only in my bra. I shifted nervously, trying to cross my legs, my hands fluttering, wanting to conceal myself, but he made no comment about my nudity, only helping me get the rest of the way undressed. A flick of his fingers behind my back, and my breasts sprang free – and then there I was, standing naked before a man I’d known my entire life, still dripping with a strangers’ cum.

He turned away immediately – politely, I thought – and fussed with the shower. It took him a long time to get the temperature where he wanted it, and I thought maybe he was doing his best to give me some privacy. But why was he still here, then? Why not just bring me to the locker room and leave? Unless he wanted to talk to me more, to give me a piece of his mind about my being here…

When I didn’t go into the shower right away, he gently pulled me forward like an unruly child. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” Mr. Markey repeated.

The water was almost too hot after the warmth of the pool deck, but after I was completely soaked, it helped me relax – as much as water could, after the shock and dismay I was facing. I lifted my head to the spray, letting the remainder of Blue’s cum rinse from my face, and then realized Mr. Markey was still nearby.

I turned to face him, wanting desperately to know what he was thinking but afraid to ask, and then I saw that he was taking off his clothing as well.

“What are you doing?” I blurted out, unable to stop myself.

“It looks like you’ll need help getting cleaned up,” Mr. Markey said patiently. He stepped into the spray and reached for the soap. “I’ll get the areas you can’t reach.”

I turned away, blushing again, not wanting to be caught staring at his naked form. I closed my eyes again and desperately leaned into the spray, wishing the hot water could wash more than just the physical evidence of my sins away.

When I felt his first touch on my shoulders, I jumped. But his touch was gentle and brisk. And surely, he didn’t mean anything by it… he’d known me forever. He was just trying to look out for me, I reasoned to myself. I was the pervert here, the slut thinking bad things. He was being a gentleman.

And it did seem like that was the case. Mr. Markey’s hands ran over my back, carefully soaping me up. He lifted my hair and massaged it gently with shampoo, working out traces of cum as I felt a shameful tingle go through me at his ministrations. Conditioner next, and another massage of my scalp, and I was feeling almost human when he moved again, and then his hands were on my lower back and moving lower, and I squeaked.

“I’m just trying to get you clean, Anya,” Mr. Markey repeated patiently. “Stay still and I’ll be done soon.”

My lifelong habit of obedience won out against my confusion, and I stood still, shivering with some emotion I refused to name as his hands slipped lower. Soon he was washing my buttocks, his hands gripping them firmly as he kneaded at them, no doubt trying to remove all traces of Red’s passion from me. I tried to focus on the tile walls of the shower, the heat of the water, but all my traitor body could do was dwell on the movement of his fingers, how some dirty part of me wished they would move lower…

If my warring emotions were apparent to Mr. Markey, he didn’t let on. After thoroughly cleaning my buttocks, he moved again, now gently soaping my thighs. His fingers must have felt the cum Red had left on me, but he didn’t say a word. While I shivered and tormented myself with what he must be thinking, he carefully ran his soapy hands over every inch of the back of my legs.

“Turn around.” His voice was oddly husky.

I bit my lip and turned. I tried to keep my eyes from his, on the wall, anywhere but on his naked body standing so close to mine. I didn’t want to look at him – didn’t want him to catch me looking – and when he moved to wash my face I gratefully seized on the excuse to close my eyes.

His touch drifted lower, almost caressing my neck. He moved to the front of my shoulders, and then –

“Mr. Markey,” I squeaked.

“Hush.” His fingers didn’t still as they traced over my breasts. “Some of… what was on your face… dripped down here. I’m just trying to clean you up.”

It had? I didn’t remember that.

Mr. Markey’s hands on my breasts made me tingle. He cupped them slightly as he washed them, his hands thorough and sure, brushing against my shamefully erect nipples again and again.

What was wrong with me? How could I be thinking such things about Mr. Markey – especially when he was only trying to help me?

I bit my lip and tried to hold back a blush, afraid he would see my shameful thoughts on my face.

After what felt like a very long time, Mr. Markey finally moved lower again, his hands slipping down to wash my belly. My body was on fire with his touch, and I was feeling each movement of his fingers in my most secret places, and I was desperate for this to be over so I could flee the wrongness I was feeling. I risked a glance at him.

His gaze was intent on his work, his focus on washing me, and I couldn’t see any trace of judgment in his eyes – just an echo of that first, strange expression he’d worn when he saw me. No doubt wondering how I could have gone so wrong as to end up here. His well-muscled chest rippled as he moved, water coursing down him to his…

I shut my eyes fiercely again. I was not going to look!

“Anya.”

Mr. Markey’s voice broke into my panicked state of mind. “Anya. I’m going to have to clean between your legs now. Don’t be alarmed.”

I was shuddering again, shivering despite the heat of the water, but after a moment I forced myself to nod. Mr. Markey knew best; he was trying to help. Right now, it didn’t seem like he was mad at me or going to tell on me, but if I upset him, maybe…

His presence loomed in my senses, even with my eyes closed, and I thought for a moment I could feel the heat of him despite the shower. Something brushed against my hip – his hand? But no, his hands were moving lower now, heading for…

Oh.

I spread my legs slightly as I trembled, desperately trying to hold still, desperately trying not to writhe and whimper like the slut I was as Mr. Markey cleaned me. His fingers spread my folds, working between them almost like a lover – just being thorough, I reminded myself. He cupped the whole of me in his hand – ensuring my mound was clean! Again and again, he soaped me up, his fingers almost seeming to explore me as he worked to wash away my shame.

But there was no washing this away… this rising tide of terrible, animal need that was threatening to make my knees buckle and my lips part, betraying my every dirty thought with a moan of desire.

I kept my eyes squeezed shut, trying desperately to think of something, anything else. What was wrong with me?

Mr. Markey shifted in front of me, and for a moment I thought I felt something else – but no. It couldn’t be. And then I was sure I was wrong, because he was just changing position, his hands moving lower once more, soaping my thighs, carefully washing away the rest of the evidence of my shame.

I was trembling all over by the time he finished, unable to hide that much of my reaction to him. As he busied himself turning off the shower and reclaiming a towel, I finally dared open my eyes, catching a glimpse of his body as he moved. Was it my imagination, or was his cock…? I couldn’t tell, and when he wrapped his towel around his waist, I blinked and looked away.

“Here.” Mr. Markey wrapped me in a towel, briskly rubbing my arms. “Get yourself dried. Do you have another uniform nearby? I’m afraid the one you were wearing is… well.”

I blushed again, thankful to be able to completely wrap myself in the towel and step away from him. “Yes, the staff locker room is nearby. I have a spare. And um… thanks for the help.”

What else could I say?

He nodded, perfectly calm, as though this was the sort of situation he dealt with all day. “We’re from the same town, Anya. We have to look out for each other.”

“Mm,” I agreed, unsure of how to respond.

Mr. Markey turned away from me as he pulled on his clothes – still being a gentleman, I thought, somehow both relieved and disappointed. Once he was dressed, he headed to the door, pausing to look back at me for just a moment.

“I’m here for the next two days,” he said. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.”

My heart pounding, I nodded dumbly. “Right.”

“Let’s have lunch, shall we?”

I nodded. What else could I say? I could see my yellow banded wrist out of the corner of my eye, taunting me.

And with that, Mr. Markey left me there, confused and shaking, wondering what on earth I was going to do.

~

“I don’t understand,” Catie said for the third time. “Why is that bad?”

Frustrated, I sipped my coffee, trying to think how to explain. I adored Catie, but we came from very different worlds, and Catie had been working at the Paradise for a long time. She didn’t have the same perspective on sex or community that I did.

“What if…” I twined my fingers around the handle of my mug. “What if he tells my parents what he saw?”

Catie frowned, but shrugged. “I mean, that’d be rough, but you’re an adult. This is your job.”

“I know, but…” How could I explain to Catie that knowing what my life here was like would confuse, if not completely horrify my parents? I still felt like me, like their little girl, and I wanted that feeling to stay. I wanted to still be the same Anya to them when I finally went home, not a disgraced daughter they’d had such high hopes for.

“I guess it could be weird running into someone my parents were friends with here,” Catie allowed, twirling her hair absently as she thought. “Like, if they’ve known you for a long time, what might they be thinking about when they take you, you know?”

I winced. I hadn’t even thought of that… I’d been trying very, very hard not to think of what I would say or do if Mr. Markey wanted to claim me.

“Hey, don’t worry.” Catie gave me a side hug. “I’ll help. It’s a big resort, you’re hardly going to see him anyway, and I’ll do my best to distract him.”

That did make me feel a bit better. Catie could be very distracting, as I’d seen.

“So…” she grinned wickedly. “Is he cute?”

I squealed in protest and threw a piece of muffin at her. “He’s my parents’ age!”

“That’s not a no.”

“Well…” I couldn’t help but think of Mr. Markey in the shower with me, his surprisingly chiseled body lean with muscle and moving with the assurance of his years. “He’s good-looking.”

Catie made a face at me. “Well, I still don’t get it – I say you should enjoy yourself – but I’m here for you. Tell me more about this Mr. Markey, and I’ll try to make sure he doesn’t have any time to think about you.”

I laughed politely and started talking, but in the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder if that was really what I wanted after all.
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Even after confiding in Catie, it was impossible to relax. My break approached, inexorably. Finally I found myself seated across from Mr. Markey in the Paradise’s small café, my heart pounding wildly as I tried to match his casual tone.

I failed, of course. Even someone who didn’t know me would have realized I was tense, and Mr. Markey had known me for a very long time.

“What’s wrong, Anya?”

I looked down at the buttered bread on my plate, which I’d still failed to take more than a nibble from. My stomach roiled. Nothing Mr. Markey had said or done indicated he was going to reveal my shame, and it would be wrong to accuse him… and yet, and yet…

“I think I understand the problem. This can be our little secret, Anya.” Mr. Markey’s smile was kind, conspiratorial. And I wanted so desperately to believe him, but I was afraid to – and his next words did nothing to calm my wildly beating heart.

He took a sip of his water. “I can’t believe your parents don’t know their little girl isn’t a virgin anymore. Nobody would have ever expected this.”

I flushed, unable to meet his eyes. It was true. My parents had been surprised that I wanted to go away to college and dismayed that I wanted to try working in the real world before coming home, but I didn’t think they’d ever doubted me, doubted that I would continue being the same precious daughter they’d expected so much from.

The shame I’d started to move past, thanks to Catie and Kai, was blossoming again inside me, as implacable as the sun. I felt hot all over, my face tingling with embarrassment.

If Mr. Markey noticed my discomfort, he didn’t comment on it. He sounded lost in his own musings, seemingly unaware of my distress. “You’ve developed into quite the young woman, Anya… I must admit I had some indecorous thoughts while I was helping you clean up.”

Remembering his hands on me yesterday, especially tied to those words, made me blush even harder. He’d thought of me like a woman? Of course, I’d suspected – worried – secretly wanted him to… but to have him confirm it was surreal.

“You did?” I asked in a small voice, unsure how to respond.

Mr. Markey put his hand on mine and I felt a tingle somewhere between my legs, one that had nothing to do with shame.

Whatever he might have said next, though, was abruptly not the problem.

“Mr. Markey!” A familiar voice rang out, in sweet and excited tones.

Catie had found us – Catie, who was a good friend, who’d promised she’d do her best to help distract the big handsome man from my hometown who was making me so anxious.

Mr. Markey’s hand left mine and I felt a sudden sense of loss, as though something important had been about to happen and now never would.

“You promised me some time with you, and then you disappeared.” Catie had a wonderful pout, clearly well-practiced, and I could see Mr. Markey responding to her beauty and flattery. I felt a stab of jealousy, then confusion.

“My apologies, my dear. I had other matters on my mind. Do you know Anya?”

“Of course.” Catie’s eyes never so much as flickered to me, and if I hadn’t known better, I’d have thought she was completely obsessed with Mr. Markey. “But I had something on my mind, too. I think you owe me some attention.”

He chuckled. No, he didn’t mind the flattery at all. It was strange seeing him like this – a desirable man, being courted. He was completely comfortable in the situation, and it made me look at him again as though he were a stranger, not someone I’d known nearly since birth.

Though older, Mr. Markey kept himself in good shape. His arms were roped with muscle, and although he was currently dressed in a staid polo, I’d seen him with his shirt off before, working outside in the summer, and I knew his torso was just as fit, covered with an older man’s sprinkling of curls. I’d never before looked at him with desire, but now I found myself wondering what it would be like to have those hands on me again, this time not focused on washing me…

“Well, young lady, I’m in the middle of a lunch date right now,” Mr. Markey was telling Catie. “Maybe another time.”

Catie, no doubt still trying to save me, began to pout again. “But that’s what you said last time!”

“Very well.” Mr. Markey’s friendly tone didn’t waver, but there was a new glint in his eyes. “Get under the table.”

Now Catie’s eyes flicked to mine, a hint of panic and apology in them. She’d been trying to lure him away and let me escape, I guessed, but now she was trapped here with us – and it was hardly going to be a comfortable end to the conversation, knowing that my friend was under the table pleasuring Mr. Markey while we spoke.

But Catie had pushed for this, and she had a green band. When Mr. Markey turned back to me to continue our conversation, she mouthed “Sorry” and obediently got under the table.

There was a brief pause and the faint sound of a zipper being undone, and then Mr. Markey reclaimed my hand, smiling as though nothing was happening, as though my friend wasn’t currently drawing his cock into her mouth while he talked to me. “Now… where were we?”

I couldn’t have said what else we talked about during that lunch. I must have kept up my end of the conversation somehow, but it was all a blur to me. When I thought back on it, all I could remember was Mr. Markey’s eyes boring into me, the way his thumb had stroked my hand while he talked about wanting my body, and the occasional faint wet sounds from under the table as Catie worked his shaft.

I couldn’t stop imagining it: Catie on her knees, hearing every word we said to each other while she stroked and suckled Mr. Markey. I’d seen his cock in the shower even though I’d tried not to look, and my mind’s eye was all too thorough in drawing me a mental picture of what exactly it would look like, erect and shuddering, as it moved in and out of Catie’s pink lips.

Later, I would beat myself up, wondering what was wrong with me that I could be thinking such things. True, Mr. Markey was at the Paradise by choice, and it was a freeuse resort – that was why people visited, after all – but it still felt easier to think of this as something that had happened because Catie pushed, because I’d asked her to, not because he was here looking for freeuse sex. Maybe he hadn’t even known what kind of place this was, I told myself, and I was imagining things, my thoughts colored by my own shame and filthy experiences. I’d only been working at the Paradise for a week, and it had corrupted me impossibly, if I could be imagining such things about Mr. Markey when he’d only ever been kind to me…

If he came while we sat there chatting, I couldn’t tell. Catie didn’t emerge from under the table, not even when he paid our check and said goodbye to me courteously. I hesitated, wondering if I should wait, but Mr. Markey assured me that he had a good book in his bag, and I did have to get back to work.

As I left, I glanced back behind me. Mr. Markey’s face was still stoic, betraying nothing about the secret tryst happening under the table, but from this angle I could just catch a glimpse of Catie, on her knees, her face buried in his lap.

My cheeks burning with shame and desire, I fled back to the laundry room.

~

To make matters worse, this was my first double shift. Normally, I would have only had a few hours to go after a lunch break, and then I could have fled back to my apartment to hide away and work through my thoughts. But today I still had the entire afternoon and evening to go.

It was impossible to keep my brain from turning over things Mr. Markey had said or done again and again while I handled the evening laundry. Had there been a glint in his eyes? Had he really meant what he’d said about me? Did I believe he’d keep this a secret, or did I still think he was going to tell everyone I knew as soon as he got back home?

I’d worked myself to anxious exhaustion by the time my next break came. Seizing the opportunity to get away from the Paradise, I fled to the beach, hoping Kai was working today.

He was. Seeing his familiar form silhouetted against the sun unclenched something in me, helped me take a deep breath and let out at least a little of the fear and shame spiral I’d been trapped in all day.

Seeing me coming, Kai flipped the surf shack sign to “On Break” and gestured that I should meet him in our usual spot: the firepit mostly hidden from view by scrub brush and trees. It was a relief to slip in there, away from prying eyes, leaving the Paradise behind me, tucked out of sight behind the dunes.

I blurted everything out before Kai even fully sat down, his usual lemonade in tow. Thankfully, he let me spill my woes out without interruption, only nodding thoughtfully, a little crease between his eyebrows as I continued. When I finally ran out of worries to share and took a long drink of my own lemonade, Kai sighed.

“That would stress me out too, no doubt. But he hasn’t actually threatened you, or blackmailed you?”

“No…” I admitted slowly, and then, not wanting to sound like a frightened child, “But he doesn’t have to threaten, we both know what he could do.”

“True.” Kai took another sip of lemonade. “But you could do it, too.”

It took a moment for his words to penetrate my swirling self-doubt. “What?”

“If your town is anything like where my cousins live, your community puts a lot of stock in morality and family values. It seems to me like he’d be just as humiliated as you if it got out that he was visiting the Paradise.”

I sat with that for a moment. Kai had a point. Mr. Markey was married, after all. And I sincerely doubted that even the younger, single boys my parents had been throwing at me would have gotten a pass if they’d visited the Paradise. It would be worse for me, of course, since girls in my community were expected to remain virgins until marriage, but Mr. Markey could hardly reveal my secret without exposing his own.

“You might be right,” I admitted. “Mrs. Markey definitely wouldn’t like him being here, even if nobody else cared.” I told Kai about the time his wife had suspected me and my friends of shoplifting at their general store. By the time the story was over, we were both laughing and suddenly I realized I wasn’t feeling so worried anymore.

“Thanks,” I told him. “I feel like I’m always coming to you for help, and you always know just what to say.”

“If it gets you to keep visiting, I’ll make sure I know the right thing to say forever.” Kai’s impudent smile was lighthearted, but there was something else in his eyes that made my heart skip a beat.

I forced a smile instead, and when he turned the conversation to a lighthearted story about a recent surfing escapade, I didn’t stop him.


 Chapter Five

It might have been my imagination, but it felt like Mr. Markey was following me.

I’d only been working at the Paradise for a week, so I didn’t have a great sense of how often I usually ran into guests yet, but it certainly felt like I was seeing much more of him than expected. He didn’t try to capture me for any more conversations, but it seemed like every time I turned a corner, he was there somewhere unexpected. And he was definitely enjoying the resort’s freeuse policy now.

During afternoon cleaning rounds, he was in the bar when I came by to collect their dirty napkins. He was buried inside one of the wait staff while she was bent over a table, and when he met my gaze, I blushed and turned away.

When a guest begged to taste me, hiking me up on one of the patio retaining walls, Mr. Markey happened by just as I was starting to whimper and beg. I was so startled I nearly fell off the wall, rescued just in time by the guest’s arm around my waist, and I could have sworn I saw him smirk. I thought he left after that, but when the guest – and I – had both finished, I saw him again on my way back inside.

As I was delivering fresh towels to the pool (for the fourth time), I saw him in the hot tub with a few other guests. I didn’t think he noticed me and I hurried to finish my task and get out before he did, only to catch him rising out of the water to collect his drink, leaving nothing to the imagination as his bare form was exposed to the air. His cock was at half-mast, and I blushed at how quickly my eyes had been drawn there, and how the place between my legs had pulsed with desire.

But just as I was beginning to think I’d be able to finish my shift without another encounter, he found me once more.

I was in the rear hallway, hurrying back to the laundry room. I’d finally stopped looking for Mr. Markey, figuring he must be on the beach or deep inside one of the activity rooms guests preferred at night, when he stepped out of a doorway and I nearly crashed into him.

“Mr. Markey!”

“Good to see you again, Anya.” We were standing so close I could smell the chlorine still on him, and I imagined I could feel the heat of him on my skin.

“I’m just heading back to work…” I tried to sidestep him, and he caught my wrist before I could continue.

“Surely you can take a minute to chat with an old friend.”

I smiled weakly as I turned back to him. I could take a minute, and he knew it. What could I say? It was too confusing being around him? That I worried every minute what he was thinking, what he would do? That I was starting to have naughty thoughts about him, that I must be some kind of slut?

“N-no, of course,” I said weakly.

Mr. Markey smiled and I felt a corresponding tingle between my legs. What was wrong with me?

“I’m surprised to see you’re still here today.”

I nodded shakily. “Double shift. I’ll be done at eight.”

“Long day.” Mr. Markey’s hands were on my shoulders now, squeezing sympathetically. I couldn’t suppress a shiver.

I forced a smile. “I don’t mind. It’s good to work.”

Mr. Markey leaned forward. For a crazy second, I thought he was going to kiss me – but his lips brushed my ear instead as he whispered, “I’m so proud of you. You’re quite a responsible young woman.”

The heat of his breath against my ear sent another shiver racing through my body, culminating in an eager flush between my legs. I felt weak.

“Th-thank you,” I managed. “I’m learning a lot here.”

His hands were still on my shoulders and I couldn’t have broken away if I’d wanted to. My heart was racing. Mr. Markey was so close to me it was dizzying. Was it a fatherly embrace, or something else? I could definitely feel the heat of him now, and thought for a moment I could feel the bulge of his cock against my hip.

“Are you?” he murmured in my ear. “And just what are you learning, Anya?”

For the briefest of seconds, I thought I felt his lips close on my ear – but that was crazy, he wouldn’t – and then a stern voice spoke from behind us.

“Anya, you’re needed back in the laundry room.” Mrs. Lane’s voice was formal and uncompromising. I blushed furiously, and then wondered why I was blushing – surely there was nothing wrong with spending a few moments with someone I knew from back home – but my confusion was too great to protest.

Mr. Markey stepped back, though he kept his hands on my shoulders with a friendly squeeze. “I’m from Anya’s hometown. Surely she can be spared to catch up with an old friend?”

Mrs. Lane eyed him, but shook her head. “I’m sorry, sir, not at this time.”

“But I heard guests could request Purple Band service,” Mr. Markey continued cheerfully. His hands tightened on my shoulders.

I felt a flutter of fear and desire. Mrs. Lane had only touched briefly on the purple band when she’d hired me, and though Catie had filled me in later, it still wasn’t much of an explanation. All I knew was being marked with a purple band meant a guest had requested exclusive attention and access to you – for their entire stay.

But Mr. Markey couldn’t have meant that the way it sounded. He must just want more time to catch up with me, I told myself firmly.

Mrs. Lane shook her head again. Her voice sharpened. “I’m sorry, sir. Laundry staff aren’t eligible for Purple Band service. If you’d like to schedule a later visit with Anya, you’re welcome to do so, but she’s needed at work now.”

For a moment I thought Mr. Markey would argue again, but he shrugged. His hands slipped off my shoulders, leaving them oddly cold and empty feeling. “Tomorrow morning, then.”

Satisfied that I was on my way, Mrs. Lane headed back into the laundry room, leaving me standing alone in front of Mr. Markey once more.

“Tomorrow,” I agreed, hoping my voice didn’t reveal the traitorous thoughts whirling around in my head. “What time?”

“Let’s say ten.” Mr. Markey captured my hand as I turned to go, pressing me with his grip. “But you could also stop by tonight, once your shift is over.”

I hesitated, heart beating wildly. Surely that didn’t mean what it sounded like.

Mr. Markey’s smile was wolfish. “We have a lot of catching up to do. I’d like to hear more about how you’re finding your new job.”

“I…” I started and then my voice faltered. How could I safely reply?

“Room 212.” Mr. Markey’s eyes bored into mine. “I’ll be expecting you.”

I squeaked something that didn’t resemble words, and fled.


 Chapter Six

It might have been my imagination, but it felt like Mr. Markey was following me.

I’d only been working at the Paradise for a week, so I didn’t have a great sense of how often I usually ran into guests yet, but it certainly felt like I was seeing much more of him than expected. He didn’t try to capture me for any more conversations, but it seemed like every time I turned a corner, he was there somewhere unexpected. And he was definitely enjoying the resort’s freeuse policy now.

During afternoon cleaning rounds, he was in the bar when I came by to collect their dirty napkins. He was buried inside one of the wait staff while she was bent over a table, and when he met my gaze, I blushed and turned away.

When a guest begged to taste me, hiking me up on one of the patio retaining walls, Mr. Markey happened by just as I was starting to whimper and beg. I was so startled I nearly fell off the wall, rescued just in time by the guest’s arm around my waist, and I could have sworn I saw him smirk. I thought he left after that, but when the guest – and I – had both finished, I saw him again on my way back inside.

As I was delivering fresh towels to the pool (for the fourth time), I saw him in the hot tub with a few other guests. I didn’t think he noticed me and I hurried to finish my task and get out before he did, only to catch him rising out of the water to collect his drink, leaving nothing to the imagination as his bare form was exposed to the air. His cock was at half-mast, and I blushed at how quickly my eyes had been drawn there, and how the place between my legs had pulsed with desire.

But just as I was beginning to think I’d be able to finish my shift without another encounter, he found me once more.

I was in the rear hallway, hurrying back to the laundry room. I’d finally stopped looking for Mr. Markey, figuring he must be on the beach or deep inside one of the activity rooms guests preferred at night, when he stepped out of a doorway and I nearly crashed into him.

“Mr. Markey!”

“Good to see you again, Anya.” We were standing so close I could smell the chlorine still on him, and I imagined I could feel the heat of him on my skin.

“I’m just heading back to work…” I tried to sidestep him, and he caught my wrist before I could continue.

“Surely you can take a minute to chat with an old friend.”

I smiled weakly as I turned back to him. I could take a minute, and he knew it. What could I say? It was too confusing being around him? That I worried every minute what he was thinking, what he would do? That I was starting to have naughty thoughts about him, that I must be some kind of slut?

“N-no, of course,” I said weakly.

Mr. Markey smiled and I felt a corresponding tingle between my legs. What was wrong with me?

“I’m surprised to see you’re still here today.”

I nodded shakily. “Double shift. I’ll be done at eight.”

“Long day.” Mr. Markey’s hands were on my shoulders now, squeezing sympathetically. I couldn’t suppress a shiver.

I forced a smile. “I don’t mind. It’s good to work.”

Mr. Markey leaned forward. For a crazy second, I thought he was going to kiss me – but his lips brushed my ear instead as he whispered, “I’m so proud of you. You’re quite a responsible young woman.”

The heat of his breath against my ear sent another shiver racing through my body, culminating in an eager flush between my legs. I felt weak.

“Th-thank you,” I managed. “I’m learning a lot here.”

His hands were still on my shoulders and I couldn’t have broken away if I’d wanted to. My heart was racing. Mr. Markey was so close to me it was dizzying. Was it a fatherly embrace, or something else? I could definitely feel the heat of him now, and thought for a moment I could feel the bulge of his cock against my hip.

“Are you?” he murmured in my ear. “And just what are you learning, Anya?”

For the briefest of seconds, I thought I felt his lips close on my ear – but that was crazy, he wouldn’t – and then a stern voice spoke from behind us.

“Anya, you’re needed back in the laundry room.” Mrs. Lane’s voice was formal and uncompromising. I blushed furiously, and then wondered why I was blushing – surely there was nothing wrong with spending a few moments with someone I knew from back home – but my confusion was too great to protest.

Mr. Markey stepped back, though he kept his hands on my shoulders with a friendly squeeze. “I’m from Anya’s hometown. Surely she can be spared to catch up with an old friend?”

Mrs. Lane eyed him, but shook her head. “I’m sorry, sir, not at this time.”

“But I heard guests could request Purple Band service,” Mr. Markey continued cheerfully. His hands tightened on my shoulders.

I felt a flutter of fear and desire. Mrs. Lane had only touched briefly on the purple band when she’d hired me, and though Catie had filled me in later, it still wasn’t much of an explanation. All I knew was being marked with a purple band meant a guest had requested exclusive attention and access to you – for their entire stay.

But Mr. Markey couldn’t have meant that the way it sounded. He must just want more time to catch up with me, I told myself firmly.

Mrs. Lane shook her head again. Her voice sharpened. “I’m sorry, sir. Laundry staff aren’t eligible for Purple Band service. If you’d like to schedule a later visit with Anya, you’re welcome to do so, but she’s needed at work now.”

For a moment I thought Mr. Markey would argue again, but he shrugged. His hands slipped off my shoulders, leaving them oddly cold and empty feeling. “Tomorrow morning, then.”

Satisfied that I was on my way, Mrs. Lane headed back into the laundry room, leaving me standing alone in front of Mr. Markey once more.

“Tomorrow,” I agreed, hoping my voice didn’t reveal the traitorous thoughts whirling around in my head. “What time?”

“Let’s say ten.” Mr. Markey captured my hand as I turned to go, pressing me with his grip. “But you could also stop by tonight, once your shift is over.”

I hesitated, heart beating wildly. Surely that didn’t mean what it sounded like.

Mr. Markey’s smile was wolfish. “We have a lot of catching up to do. I’d like to hear more about how you’re finding your new job.”

“I…” I started and then my voice faltered. How could I safely reply?

“Room 212.” Mr. Markey’s eyes bored into mine. “I’ll be expecting you.”

I squeaked something that didn’t resemble words, and fled.


 Chapter Seven

It was impossible to think of anything else for the rest of my shift. I kept turning Mr. Markey’s words over and over in my head, struggling to cut through my haze of confused desire. He was definitely here, taking advantage of the freeuse policy, even though he was married. And he had admitted to having some inappropriate thoughts about me. But he hadn’t actually made a move, had he? Surely he just wanted to talk tonight, to make sure I was all right. He was looking after someone he’d known for a long time, someone from his community that he cared about.

Two minutes to my shift being over, and I still didn’t know what I was going to do. Again and again, I replayed our conversation in my mind… Mr. Markey’s breath on my ear, his hands on my shoulders, the offer to have me stop by, the way the secret place between my legs had clenched with dirty desire.

I say you should enjoy yourself, Catie had advised.

But remembering Catie’s advice only made me think of how she’d interrupted our lunch today, how she’d been under the table servicing Mr. Markey when I’d talked to him… Had I only been awkward about that? Or had there been some jealousy there, too, that she had her lips wrapped around Mr. Markey and I didn’t?

What was wrong with me?

I was being silly, I told myself firmly. There was nothing to worry about; Mr. Markey had said so, and even if he was here because the Paradise was freeuse – which my mind still shied away from contemplating, despite what I’d seen – that didn’t mean he had plans to be anything other than a gentleman with me tonight. I had been too corrupted by my time here and I was imagining things. It was just going to be a quiet evening with an old family friend, and I owed him the courtesy of dropping by.

Okay, maybe even I didn’t fully believe that little pep talk, but it was impossible to dwell on the alternative without falling apart.

The clock struck eight, and I headed upstairs.

I knew from the number that Room 212 was one of the suites – not the high-end ones, but the first-tier ones that offered an ocean view and a separate sitting area. By the time I knocked on the door, I’d convinced myself that Mr. Markey would be in the sitting area, maybe having ordered the cheese platter for us to share, and we’d have a nice quiet evening discussing home.

He opened the door in only a robe.

I almost stammered an apology and bolted right then, but his face was perfectly contrite. “I’m so sorry Anya, I just got out of the shower. I lost track of time at dinner. Please, come in.”

My heart was pounding again. I slowly entered the room and heard him close the door behind me with a final-sounding click.

Despite his apology, he made no move to retreat to the bathroom and get dressed. Instead, he sat in one of the sitting area chairs, gesturing for me to take the couch. There was a snack platter, I noticed in my daze, grabbing for a carrot stick out of the desire to have something to focus on.

“I’m pleased you could join me, especially after such a long day.” Mr. Markey’s voice was still perfectly pleasant, with no trace of anything else behind his words. So why did I feel so nervous?

Mr. Markey watched me sit and nibble on my carrot. He smiled. “So, tell me about this new job. How are you liking it so far?”

A totally normal question for a friend of the family to ask. I relaxed a little. “It’s going well, I think. It’s very… different than what I’m used to. But I think I like it.”

“Doing laundry must be very fulfilling.” His voice was bland.

I squirmed. “Yes, well… I wanted to learn about the real world before I went back home for good.”

Mr. Markey’s eyebrow quirked. “Oh? And what have you learned?”

Surely that question was also innocent, but my traitor body didn’t think so. I’d done too much thinking about what I’d been learning – all those sleepless nights wondering if I’d made the right choice in being here, the feverish fantasies where I’d replayed scenes from the day over and over again, the ways I’d been learning my body could move and feel – but I couldn’t say any of that to Mr. Markey!

“A lot of different things,” I temporized, unsure of what else to say.

Mr. Markey nodded and selected a cucumber. As he shifted, his legs spread ever-so-slightly and his robe went askew, revealing much more of his inner thigh than he must have intended. I blushed and forced my eyes away.

“Ways to please a man, you mean.” Mr. Markey’s voice was still level, but now there was an odd edge to it that send a thrill racing through me. “How to wrap your pretty little lips around a fat cock, for instance.”

I squirmed. “Well… yes.”

“And how to wiggle your tight little ass in invitation.”

I was blushing furiously. “I guess, but…”

Mr. Markey was shaking his head, his expression sorrowful. “Those are very naughty skills to have learned, Anya.”

Unbidden, tears pricked my eyes. Was he ashamed of me? “I know,” I whispered.

“I’m glad you recognize that.” He did seem relieved. “But you still should be punished.”

Fear rose again in me, fear that I’d mostly been able to keep at bay since our conversation at lunch. Did that mean he was going to tell my parents? But he’d promised…

Mr. Markey gestured to his lap. “Come here.”

Nervously, I approached. With surprising strength, he pulled me over to him and down, dandling me across his lap in one smooth motion. I yelped in surprise.

“Naughty young women should be spanked,” Mr. Markey continued calmly. “To make sure they learn their lesson.”

I began to struggle. I hadn’t been spanked since I was very little! Was he serious?

But his hand was on my ass now, raising my skirt, and then I felt him tug at the waistband of my panties.

“But…” I protested weakly, unsure of what I was protesting. That this was happening? That I deserved to be punished? I did feel naughty, like something was wrong with me for wanting the things I wanted…

My panties were tugged down around my knees, and then Mr. Markey’s hand was on my bare ass for the second time today. He rubbed me for a moment, confusing me further, and then I felt it.

SMACK!

The sharp sting of his palm raced through me, making me jump and squeal. Most shamefully, I could feel a corresponding wetness between my legs. How could this, too, be sparking desire in me? But it was, and I only hoped Mr. Markey wouldn’t feel the shameful evidence of my terrible need on his thigh.

SMACK!

“Tell me what you’ve learned.” Mr. Markey’s voice was still calm even as he punished me. “I need to know how naughty you’ve been.”

I squirmed again, more from discomfort than the sting of his hand this time. He was rubbing my buttocks now, waiting for my answer. I fought back tears. “I… I learned what a cock feels like.”

SMACK!

“And?”

“I learned… how to take a man in my mouth.”

SMACK!

His hand was rubbing my ass again, and I blurted out the most terrible thing: “I learned what it was to desire sex… to need a man inside me.”

As though the floodgates had opened, I began to tell him everything. It was like once I started, I couldn’t stop. Mr. Markey’s visit had brought all of my insecurities, my lingering shames, my confusing new desires to the forefront and now, splayed across his lap while he punished me, I was confessing my sins, seeking absolution.

I told him about my first time, being forced against the hallway wall and penetrated before I’d even realized I was about to lose my virginity.

I told him about sleepless nights where I was slowly, finally beginning to explore my own body, to spark the pleasure I now knew was there.

I told him about being used on the lobby floor, where anyone could walk by and see.

And with each story, I felt myself growing lighter and lighter even as my pussy ached more and more. There was some strange relief here, in telling someone who might understand, who might know where I came from and what it meant to me to do these things and maybe, just maybe, not turn away from me. This was something I’d wanted as desperately as I’d been wanting other, darker things, and in that moment, I was indescribably grateful to Mr. Markey for giving it to me.


 Chapter Eight

I realized with a start that Mr. Markey hadn’t spanked me in a while. His hand was rubbing my buttocks again, but it had trailed lower and lower, and now…

A now-familiar pressure, and then he was slipping one, two fingers inside my shamefully wet pussy.

“You know,” Mr. Markey said conversationally, “if you were still a virgin, I’d never be doing this. But you’ve already been sullied, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted, shame burning my face, knowing he could feel how wet I was, how much of a slut I must be to want what he was doing to me.

“Tell me how dirty you’ve been.”

As Mr. Markey’s fingers slid in and out of me, as I cried, I told him. Every little encounter, every filthy thought I’d had – including, worst of all, the ones about him.

He was right, I had been sullied, completely corrupted by the Paradise in all of its sinful pleasures. I’d grown to love it here, and even if I still felt lingering shame and doubt, I knew also I was enjoying myself. Like a slut, I was proud of the skills I was learning, that I was starting to understand how to make a man groan, how to wrap my tongue just right around his shaft. I’d found something I’d never expected here, and as I was finger-fucked by my parents’ friend, I struggled against the rising tide of pleasure to explain exactly what that meant to me.

I didn’t even know if he was still listening. I could barely get out the words through the desire roiling in me. I could feel Mr. Markey’s cock, hard against my belly. I knew I’d been fooling myself; I’d known exactly what would happen if I came up here tonight, and I’d come anyway, putting myself in this position, because, because…

Because I was a slut. Because I wanted it.

I was begging now, whimpering, thrashing against his fingers as he violated me. The thrusts were an exquisite tease, but every now and then he’d curl them inside me and make me buck and wail, touching off some almost painful desire I hadn’t known I could feel. We were both panting now lost in the naughty fantasy we were playing out as he “punished” me, even as we both sinned.

As he curled his fingers again inside me, I wailed. “Please!”

“Please what, Anya?”

I whimpered as his fingers moved again – harder, more demanding. My whole body rocked with the force of his thrusts, and it still wasn’t enough, could never be enough. “I need…”

“I don’t think you’re done showing me everything you’ve learned yet, Anya.” His voice was husky now with what I could finally admit was desire – the same terrible lust that had taken me over. “I think we’ll need a demonstration. On your knees.”

Bereft of his fingers inside me, I nearly fell off his lap. I scrambled, desperate, to my knees, moving fully between his legs, my fingers already fumbling his robe aside as I sought his cock – the cock I’d been trying and pretending all day not to notice, the cock I could now admit I’d felt against me in the shower, the cock I’d stared at in the hot tub – the cock of a man I'd known almost all my life, the cock that I desperately now wanted inside me.

I am on my knees between Mr. Markey’s legs, I thought to myself, and I have his cock in my mouth.

The shameful pleasure inside me crescendoed, and I bent to showing off my new skills with a will. I suckled Mr. Markey, one hand cupping his balls as I worked his shaft with the other, trying desperately to please him even as some distant part of me wailed about what a slut I was being, about how I shouldn't be doing these things. But that part felt very far away, and as Mr. Markey rested a hand on my head, as I felt his cock twitch inside my mouth, I knew beyond all else that he didn’t want me to stop.

Daring, I struggled to take him all inside me, drawing him as deep into my throat as I could until I gagged.

He groaned above me. “Fuck, yes. Take it all, you little slut.”

Tears pricked my eyes again, but the pulse of desire between my legs was stronger. I bobbed my head up and down in Mr. Markey’s lap, working him, teasing him with my tongue – first his shaft, then around the base of his head, then the very tip, exploring every inch of him with my hands and lips and tongue.

He groaned again, pressing down on the back of my head, forcing my face deeper into his lap. My nose was buried in the thatch of hair sprinkled with gray at his groin. My hands worked his balls, moving them as Kai had suggested what felt like forever ago, trying every new trick I’d learned over the last week.

I thought he wouldn’t be able to hold back, but he had more patience or skill than the young men I’d been with this morning. With a groan, he pulled free of my grip and ordered me hoarsely, “Get on the bed.”

I scrambled up and nearly fled to the bed, desperately wiggling out of my uniform as I went. I was undressing in front of Mr. Markey. I was a little slut. I wanted to undress in front of him, I wanted to be completely naked, I wanted him to explore my body again and I wanted the cock I’d just tasted to press into my pussy and bring me the relief I desperately needed after his fingers had teased me and left me unsatisfied.

He’d thrown off his robe and was standing before the bed now, standing before me, a half-smile on his face. “You deserve this, Anya.”

“I know,” I whispered, unable to take my eyes off his pulsating red cock, still wet with my saliva.

“You sold yourself like a little slut, didn’t you?”

“I did,” I admitted, my ears burning with shame even as I licked my lips in desire.

“And now,” he asked as he twined my legs around his waist and began to push into me, “I have to do these terrible things to you, to punish you.”

“Yes!” I wailed, lifting my hips in supplication, no longer caring what I was agreeing to.

Mr. Markey began to fuck me then – there was no other word for it. Somehow my legs were up around his shoulders now, and then angle was almost too much for me. I wailed and thrashed beneath him, no longer knowing if I was urging him on or begging for a break, but he was merciless, forcing himself to the hilt inside me again and again, so deeply I could feel his balls slap against me with every thrust, sending an echoing sensation of naughty pleasure racing through me.

I’d never felt so violated, so desired. With every shuddering breath he told me what a slut I was, reminded me of how he wouldn’t be doing this if I’d stayed pure, and I agreed to all of it, begged him to degrade me further, to voice the shame I’d been feeling and expiate it with his cock, to drive it from me as he overwhelmed me with pleasure.

“Please!” I screamed again as he fucked me, harder and faster now, his thrust growing more manic, less careful. His eyes, fiercely locked on mine, were almost animal in their lust, and I didn’t know if I was shuddering now from what he did to me physically or what he was making me feel, a slut on her back with her legs in the air, begging for absolution, and he gave it to me, plunging his cock into me again and again until I could barely see, until my whole body shook with the building pleasure, threatening to overtake me –

If you were still a virgin, I wouldn’t be doing this –

He was driving into me again, his cock shuddering as he tried not to cum –

I learned… to need a man inside me –

I was shaking, crying, reaching desperately for the release I knew only he could give –

You should enjoy yourself –

And then we were cresting, crying out together, Mr. Markey buried to the hilt in me as his cock pulsed again and again, and then I was over the edge with dirty, carnal lust, the force of my orgasm shaking me against him –

I was filled with his cum –

Mr. Markey came in me, my brain repeated idiotically, it seemed so surreal –

I just came for Mr. Markey –

And there we hung, sweaty, satisfied, my legs still around his shoulders, as we stared at each other panting, riding the aftershocks of our terrible, shameful desire.


 Chapter Nine

I’d nearly forgotten that Mr. Markey had scheduled time with me in the morning, but he was waiting when I finished my first round of laundry. He steered me to the lobby and I went obediently, my pussy already dripping with desire as it had been ever since I made it home last night to drift off to feverish fantasies.

Catie gave me a sidelong look as we entered the lobby together, and I tried to give her a reassuring nod. Mr. Markey approached, asked her a few questions, and then we were on a small golf cart being taken away, and I processed what he’d said.

“Hot air balloon ride?”

His eyes twinkled with mischief – and maybe something else. “I have on good authority that it’s amazing.”

“Oh.” I felt a little let down, which was silly, I should have been excited for the tour which I’d never thought I’d be able to go on, but after last night, well, I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been hoping for a repeat.

Mr. Markey squeezed my hand. “Don’t worry, Anya. I’m sure you’ll enjoy the experience.”

~

It was amazing going up in the air, seeing the whole area spread before us. I watched the Paradise until I could barely identify it, the balloon carrying us away over the coastline, the operator politely turned away so we could enjoy the view without interruption. I was about to thank Mr. Markey for the opportunity, still trying to get over my disappointment, when I felt his hands on me.

Oh.

Before I realized what he was doing, he had my uniform half off, my heaving breasts barely contained by the bra I’d chosen for the day. Mr. Markey had an appreciative look on his face, but didn’t pause, even when I murmured a protest about the operator being able to see.

Mr. Markey stopped and looked me in the eye. “Anya,” he said firmly, “I think you proved last night that you’re a slut. Now I want to see your pert little breasts and I don’t think you care if another man sees them, too. Do you?”

I felt my pussy clench with unwilling desire. “No,” I whispered.

A few moments more left my clothing – all of it – puddled on the basket floor at my feet. The operator was still mostly turned away, but I caught him more than once sneaking looks at me. I blushed and moved my hands to cover myself, but Mr. Markey knocked them away.

“I want to explore every inch of that young body before this flight is over,” he told me. “And I think you want me to do that, don’t you?”

I ducked my head instead of answering, but he didn’t seem to mind.

It was like a mirror image of our shower together. Then, I’d been able to convince myself that Mr. Markey was acting as a family member would – he was being a pillar of the community, helping a lost lamb regain her dignity – but there was nothing familial about his hands now. Before, I’d told myself it was just cleanliness that made his fingers brush my nipples. Now, he pinched and pulled them, making me gasp. Then, his hands had slid over my breasts with detachment, I’d thought; now, he cupped and weighed them, and bent his head to pull me into his mouth.

I whimpered as his tongue encircled my nipple, teasing, somehow making me feel the sensation in places he hadn’t even touched yet. But he’d been serious when he said he wanted to explore all of me. Even as his mouth captured my breast, his hands were moving, caressing my back, down to my buttocks. He was pressing himself against me, nibbling my neck. He parted my lips with an expert finger and slid it along while his tongue teased at my ear. I was trembling, undone by his touch, and more and more it seemed the operator was staring at me, watching me be violated in his basket, enjoying every move I made that admitted what a little slut I was.

The hand between my legs had grown more insistent now, and I was panting, bucking against Mr. Markey’s hand as he worked me. He slid a finger into my wet pussy and pressed his thumb against my mound, tormenting me as I struggled to stay standing against his assault and the wind-shaken basket.

“You know,” Mr. Markey murmured conversationally to me, “you told me about how you lost your virginity. How you’ve enjoyed having a man in your mouth.”

I nodded, shivering at the sensation of his hot breath on my ear.

“Was that everything, Anya?” He pressed his thumb against me, and I whimpered.

“Yes?” I didn’t understand what he was asking me. I was distracted by his hands, seemingly everywhere, by the gentle thrust of his finger inside me.

His other fingers were busy between my lips now, stroking, getting slick with my desire. “You’ve given your mouth to men. You’ve let them fuck this tight little pussy.”

“Yes,” I mewled, pressing myself against his hand, still not understanding.

“But what about your other tight little hole?”

His fingers moved then, slick, and as I felt pressure somewhere new, I yelped and tried to break away. “No!”

“No, you haven’t?” Mr. Markey’s grip was implacable, his thumb still stroking my clit as his finger threatened my most private place. “Or no, you want me to stop?”

“I haven’t…” I whimpered. My hole was tight, but his finger was insistent, wet with my juices, and it was beginning to slip inside.

His breath was hot on my ear. “I told you that I wanted to explore every inch of you, Anya. And I meant it. You wanted to be a slut? This is what sluts get.”

I whimpered again, unable to think, the balloon operator’s eyes greedily devouring my chest as Mr. Markey forced his finger inside my ass.

The pressure was almost too much to bear. Like losing my virginity, it was more pain than pleasure, but I thought I felt the faintest echo of something else, a hint of what could be, before Mr. Markey withdrew.

I sighed in relief, thinking my ordeal was over, but he wasn’t done with me yet. He knelt, rummaging through the small bag he’d brought, and produced a tube of something. You couldn’t work at the Paradise for long without being able to recognize tubes of this kind, and know what they contained. Now my knees began to tremble in earnest, understanding that he’d planned this, that he really meant to claim my ass up here.

“Turn around,” Mr. Markey told me in a husky voice, “and hold on.”

I turned and gripped the safety rail tightly. There was the faint sound of a zipper, barely audible over the wind and my pounding heart, and then I imagined I could hear the fainter, slick sounds of him lubricating his cock, readying himself to violate my ass.

A hysterical laugh bubbled up in my throat as I wondered what the balloon operator was thinking.

And then it was too late for laughter or protests. I felt him part my cheeks, his slick cock sliding easily between them, his hand on my back forcing me to angle myself, and then…

Pressure, splitting me, like nothing I’d known before. My body screaming no, to stop, but then another, animal part of me, the part I’d awakened by starting work at the Paradise, whispering encouragement: wait, wait, try this, it will feel good. And it did, almost…

Deeper and deeper I felt the pressure, knowing Mr. Markey was further and further inside me. My fingernails dug into the safety railing, splintering the wood, and I took one long, shuddering breath after another, trying to relax. This, too, was something I’d seen at the Paradise… and I’d seen the faces creased in pleasure that accompanied it, the cries of desire, and I knew those weren’t feigned.

Little by little, Mr. Markey forced himself inside me. Finally he held, pulsing his cock ever so slightly, a counterpoint to the almost unbearable pressure of him deep within me. My body slowly adjusted, coming to terms: yes, there is a cock inside me. Filling my most intimate place.

And then he began to move.

I cried and begged and shuddered, holding to the safety railing for dear life. I forgot all about the balloon operator, the view, the spiraling thoughts of shame I’d been holding onto all week. There was only this: the wind on my bare skin, Mr. Markey’s hands on my shoulders, his cock plunged deep inside my ass and starting to move.

He claimed me then, in every way, and gradually his thrusts began to hurt less, then the pressure eased slightly, and then, rising in me… pleasure. A deeper, darker pleasure than I’d felt before, but there nonetheless, demanding this, demanding my violation.

One of Mr. Markey’s hands reached around my front and began to caress my mound with each thrust. I moaned unwillingly, but it was too late; my body had completely surrendered and now I was here, thousands of feet in the air, with a family friend fucking my ass as I began to beg.

He worked me, hand and cock, and inevitable pleasure overtook me, making me writhe beneath him like the slut I was, begging for something I didn’t even know anymore, begging for release, for –

For him to fuck me harder, to press my ass to its limit –

For his hand to draw another orgasm from me, coaxing me to shocked pleasure –

For my cries, loud enough to be heard over the roar of the wind, to reach the ears of the balloon operator –

For Mr. Markey, a man I’d known forever, to bury every inch of his cock inside my ass, to fuck me as he needed until he groaned and held, shuddering, his cock pulsing, his hand at my mound frozen –

And then my no-longer-virgin ass was filled with his seed as I was completely, thoroughly debauched… like the slut I was.


 Chapter Ten

“Goodbye, Mr. Markey.” I gave him a big hug in the front lobby. “Safe travel back home.”

His smile was not quite the kindly one I remembered from my childhood. This one was still kind, but held more to it – a recollection of our time together, a hint of the terrible lust that had bound us together. “You know, Anya, when I found you on the Paradise’s website and decided to come here, I couldn’t have imagined a better weekend.”

He hadn’t lost the ability to make me blush in shock and shame. “You mean… you knew?”

His eyes twinkled.

Before I could splutter about that any further, a familiar voice called, “Hey, Anya!”

It was Kai, striding across the lobby with a confident strut. He was wearing a shirt today, no doubt in a nod to the hotel’s propriety, but otherwise he was the same old Kai, except with a determined look on his face. He looked my companion up and down. “Say, you must be Mr. Markey. Anya’s told me a lot about you.”

Mr. Markey cast me an amused glance. “Did she?”

“You know,” Kai continued, a slight edge to his voice, “I have some friends just outside your town. Been meaning to drop by for a visit.”

Mr. Markey raised an eyebrow. “Well, certainly. It’s a lovely place.”

“So is this.” Kai shrugged. “Your wife must be very… relaxed to let you vacation here.”

Voice neutral, Mr. Markey shrugged. “She is.” Even I couldn’t tell if he meant it or not.

“Well.” Kai flashed a smile I knew wasn’t friendly. “You’re at the general store, right? Maybe I’ll look you two up next time I’m in town. Say hi, catch you both up on stories about the Paradise.”

There was no mistaking the threat in Kai’s words, though his tone stayed friendly. Mr. Markey raised his eyebrow again but didn’t comment.

Cheerfully, Kai waved to us both. “Gotta get back to the beach. Nice seeing you both!”

We watched him leave together, each thinking our own private thoughts.

Mr. Markey turned back to me with a sigh, his hand going to my shoulder. “I’m glad to see you have such… protective friends. It makes me feel better about you being here all on your own.”

He sounded sincere, and I smiled. “I’m lucky to have them.”

“Indeed.” His voice was a bit dry. “Well, I hope you’ll stop by next time you’re in town – though don’t feel the need to bring any such friends.”

I grinned in spite of myself. “I’ll be thinking of you, Mr. Markey.”

He bent and gave me a fatherly kiss on the forehead. “And I you, Anya. Forgive me if I hope next time you visit home, you haven’t yet found a beau.”

I heard the rough desire and offer in his voice, and shivered a little. But I didn’t have to promise anything. For the first time, I felt confident in who I was here – and that was thanks in large part to him.

“Goodbye, Mr. Markey,” I told him. “Thanks for everything.”

~
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