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Chapter 1

⚜

Discovery in Paradise

⚜

The tropical air pressed against us like a hot bath when we stepped off the shuttle. My sundress immediately glued itself to my skin-sweat gathering between my breasts, the fabric sticking to my toned stomach no matter how I tugged. The overnight flight from Chicago had left me jet-lagged and wired, my shoulders locked high, hands smoothing my dress like I could press the last three weeks flat.

Three weeks since David dumped me for being "too vanilla," his words delivered in our favorite coffee shop like a performance review. "You're beautiful, Chloe, but in bed... you're just too vanilla. I need someone more adventurous." The memory made my cheeks burn, though not entirely from embarrassment anymore. Part of me had started wondering if he was right, if something was missing in how I experienced desire.

"Stop thinking about that asshole," Riley said, reading my expression perfectly. Her auburn hair caught the sunlight streaming through the lobby's floor-to-ceiling windows, her hourglass figure drawing appreciative glances from passing staff. She had a couple inches on me, her curves bouncing slightly as she dragged her suitcase behind her. "This week is about forgetting him and having the time of our lives."

The receptionist, a stunning brunette with golden-brown skin and a bright smile, welcomed us warmly. "Ms. Bennett and Ms. Walsh! Welcome to Paradise Beach Resort. We have your ocean-view suite ready." She tapped on her computer, then reached beneath the desk. "As first-time guests, you qualify for our exclusive experience package. These special gold anklets grant access to our premium areas and experiences throughout the resort."

She placed two delicate gold chain anklets on the marble counter. Each one caught the light, a small golden palm tree charm dangling from the links.

"What kind of exclusive experiences?" I asked, picking up one of the anklets. The chain had weight, the charm tapping against my fingers like a pulse.

"We have a brief orientation video that explains everything," the receptionist said, gesturing to a door marked 'Private Orientation Suite.' "It only takes five minutes, and then you can decide if you'd like to participate. The anklets are completely optional, of course. Your luggage will be delivered to your suite while you watch."

Riley grabbed both anklets before I could respond. "Come on, Chloe. When in paradise..."

The orientation suite was smaller than expected-just two plush chairs facing a large screen, with soft amber lighting that made everything feel intimate. As soon as the door clicked shut behind us, the screen flickered to life.

"Welcome to Paradise Beach Resort's Golden Palm Experience," a sultry female voice narrated over images of the pristine beach and pools. "Our exclusive program offers adventurous guests unprecedented freedom and pleasure during their stay."

The scene shifted to show various areas of the resort marked with golden palm tree symbols-certain pools, beach cabanas, spa rooms, even a section of the dining area. The camera panned slowly, showing how seamlessly these zones integrated with the regular resort areas. You could walk from a normal pool to an adults-only designated zone in seconds, the only barrier being your choice to cross that threshold.

"When you wear your gold anklet in any area marked with our palm symbol, you signal your consent and availability for intimate encounters with other participants. Our staff and fellow guests understand that your anklet represents your enthusiastic participation in spontaneous sexual experiences."

The voice stayed hotel-smooth. The images didn't. Anklets winking in sunlight. Wet mouths. A woman bracing against a pool ledge while someone drove into her. Another scene showed a massage table in what must have been the spa's palm room, where a woman received much more than a standard massage, her back arching as multiple hands explored her oil-slicked body. Cotton rasped against my breasts; I clamped my thighs together but warmth bloomed anyway.

"Within designated zones, consent is signaled through your choice to wear the anklet and enter the area. Here, the anklet is the yes. Cross the palms, and hands find you. You guide them with how you move, how you moan."

The video became more explicit-showing couples and groups engaged in various acts, all wearing the distinctive gold anklets. A woman on her knees in a cabana, her lips wrapped around a stranger's cock while others watched. Another bent over a pool chair, crying out as someone took her from behind. The camera captured everything-the slick shine between spread thighs, bodies moving together, expressions of pure ecstasy.

My nipples drew into hard points that Riley definitely noticed. An empty pull tightened deep inside me, already growing wet just from watching. Three years with David had never made me feel this immediate, visceral response.

"Remember," the video concluded, showing happy, satisfied guests, "your anklet is your power. Wear it when you want to play, remove it when you need a break. The waterproof design means you never need to remove it-shower, swim, sleep-it's always your choice. Your pleasure and comfort are our highest priorities."

The screen went dark. I sat frozen, my thighs pressed together, trying to process what I'd just seen. My body had already decided-I was soaked, my clit throbbing with need I'd never experienced from just watching something.

"Holy shit," Riley breathed, her green eyes bright with excitement. "Chloe, this is exactly what you need. What we both need."

Before I could form a coherent response, she'd clipped her anklet around her ankle, the gold chain settling perfectly against her skin. Then she knelt in front of me, taking my left foot in her hands.

"Riley, wait-"

"Trust me," she said, her fingers warm against my ankle as she fastened the anklet. The clasp clicked-a small, final sound. Fear zipped through me, thin and sweet. "When was the last time you did something just for the pure pleasure of it? When did you last let yourself actually feel without overthinking everything?"

The chain settled against my skin with quiet weight. I could feel my pulse echoing in my clit, my panties already ruined. "I don't know if I can-"

"That's the point. You don't have to know. You just have to feel." Riley stood, pulling me up with her. "Come on. Let's explore."

The resort sprawled across pristine beachfront, with multiple pools connected by winding pathways lined with tropical flowers. Palm trees swayed in the ocean breeze, their fronds creating shifting patterns of shade across the white sand. The main building rose behind us, an elegant structure of white stone and glass that seemed to glow in the afternoon sun.

Regular guests lounged everywhere, but now I noticed the subtle differences. Some areas had discreet palm symbols on posts or carved into decorative stones. The people in those areas moved differently-more languid, more tactile, and everyone wore anklets that flashed with movement. A woman stretched on a lounge chair in one of these zones, her bikini top discarded beside her, while a man applied coconut oil to her breasts with slow, deliberate strokes. She wasn't hiding her soft gasps or the way her hips lifted slightly with each pass of his hands.

We grabbed drinks at the main pool bar-no palm symbols here, just regular vacation atmosphere. I set my mango daiquiri down after one sip, the sweetness clinging to my lip. My attention kept drifting to a pool area about fifty yards away, where gilt palm emblems decorated the entrance archway. The music there had a deeper bass, more sensual. Bodies moved closer together. A woman's throaty laugh carried over, satisfied and knowing.

"You keep staring," Riley observed, her own eyes bright with curiosity. "Should we check it out?"

My clit pulsed with each heartbeat. "Maybe just to look around?"

We stopped under the arch. Music pressed at my skin. I glanced at the charm winking at my ankle and stepped in first. The atmosphere shifted instantly-the bass thumped at the soles of my feet, vibrating through my body. Heads dipped to our ankles first, then traveled up. A couple in the pool pressed against the edge, the woman's breasts floating at water level while the man's hands worked beneath the surface, her soft keening barely audible over the music.

Goosebumps rose over my chest, clearly visible through my thin sundress. The wet fabric of my panties stuck to my swollen lips with each step. When I walked, my thighs brushed together, sending little sparks through my core.

"First time?"

I jumped at the voice. A man had appeared beside us-tall, bronzed, with the kind of muscled build that came from daily swimming or surfing. His dark eyes held mine with confident interest, though his gaze had definitely noted my hard nipples and the way I kept shifting my weight.

"I'm Marco," he said, his Spanish accent making my stomach drop in a bright pull. "I coordinate activities here at the resort. I noticed your anklets-welcome to the palm experience."

"I'm Chloe," I managed, my voice breathier than intended. "This is Riley."

"You're still wound tight from the flight," he said, his palm finding the small of my back. The touch lit a bright sting that melted low. "Would you like me to show you one of our premium cabanas? They offer more privacy for your first experience."

Riley's hand found mine, squeezing encouragingly. "That sounds perfect."

Marco guided us along the pool's edge to a secluded cabana draped with sheer white curtains. A palm symbol was carved into a wooden post at its entrance. Inside, plush daybeds and cushions in rich cream and gold created an intimate space, with a view of the ocean through the gossamer fabric. The sound of waves mixed with the distant music, creating an almost hypnotic atmosphere. A subtle scent of coconut and jasmine hung in the air.

"Premium cabana," he said, parting the gauze. "You can close it up, or let them catch glimpses."

"May I?" Marco asked, his hands hovering near my shoulders.

"Yes," I exhaled. "Please."

His strong hands began massaging my shoulders, working out tension with practiced skill. Each press of his fingers sent waves of relaxation and arousal through me. The palm symbol on the post seemed to pulse in my peripheral vision.

"So tense," he murmured, his breath damp against my ear. "Let me help."

His hands slid down my arms, then back up, brushing the sides of my breasts. The touch was deliberate, testing my response. I gasped at the contact, my back arching involuntarily, pressing into his palms. Behind us, I heard the soft splash of someone entering the pool, the normal sounds of the resort continuing just beyond our sheer sanctuary.

Riley had settled onto one of the daybeds, arranging herself for the best view. She'd hiked her sundress up around her waist and I could see she wasn't wearing panties-her fingers already glistening as she touched herself. The sight of my best friend so openly aroused, watching me with such hunger, sent another pulse of heat through my core. We'd been friends since freshman year, shared everything from breakup tears to drunken confessions, but never this. Never anything close to this.

"Look at you," Marco said, his hands now boldly cupping my breasts through my sundress, filling his palms. "Already shaking."

When his fingers found my nipples, rolling them through the fabric, I moaned loudly. The sound surprised me-I'd never been so vocal with David. But here, with this stranger's hands on me and my best friend touching herself while watching, my body responded without inhibition.

"Let's remove this," Marco suggested, tugging at my sundress. I lifted my arms; the hem skimmed my nipples-two sparks-and cool air kissed the wet heat between my thighs. Standing in just my soaked panties, my breasts bare to his gaze and anyone who might glance into the cabana, I should have felt exposed. Instead, I felt powerful, desired.

The curtain lifted; someone walking past slowed, their eyes dropping to my anklet before flicking to my bare breasts. Heat flushed my chest-and I pushed my hips forward, wanting more.

"Fuck, Chloe," Riley breathed, her fingers working faster. "Let him. I want to watch you come."

Marco's mouth found my neck, kissing and nibbling while his hands explored my breasts, weighing them, thumbs circling until I ached. Each touch sent jolts straight to my clit. When his hand slid down my stomach and into my panties, finding me completely drenched, he groaned against my skin.

"You're soaked," he said, his fingers sliding through my folds. "I could stay here all afternoon."

His expert fingers found my clit, circling with exactly the right pressure. My legs went loose; I had to grab his shoulders for support. I'd never been this aroused, this quickly. Every pulse dragged at emptiness, greedy to be filled.

"I want to taste you," Marco said, dropping to his knees in front of me. He pulled my panties down slowly, revealing my completely bare pussy, shining with arousal. "Perfect."

His tongue flattened and lifted-electric-my knees buckled against the daybed frame. He licked me once, slow, like he was tasting the idea of me, then settled in and didn't give me room to think. My hands tangled in his dark hair, holding him against me as my hips rocked forward.

"Oh god, don't stop," I panted, words spilling out without thought. David had rarely gone down on me, claiming he didn't enjoy it. But Marco ate me with greedy patience, his tongue alternating between my clit and plunging deep.

I caught sight of Riley, her sundress bunched around her waist, three fingers pumping into her pussy while she watched Marco devour me. The visual pushed me toward the edge.

When Marco slid two fingers inside me while sucking on my clit, I went off-knees soft, fist in his hair, a raw sound tearing from my throat. His tongue pushed me over. I screamed, not caring who might hear, my body convulsing with the intensity.

Marco didn't stop, his tongue and fingers working me through the orgasm and straight toward another. I'd never come multiple times before-David usually finished after I had one, if I managed to come at all. But Marco seemed determined to wring every drop of pleasure from my body.

"I need-" Riley gasped, and suddenly she was beside us, pulling Marco up for a kiss. I watched, dizzy with pleasure, as she tasted me on his lips, moaning into his mouth.

She guided his wrist to her pussy, a breathy "There-yes" as his fingers found her. We stood there in the cabana, both of us being pleasured by this gorgeous stranger, our moans harmonizing with the distant waves.

"Come for me," Marco commanded, his voice rough with arousal. His thumb found my clit while his fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot. "Both of you."

Riley came first, her body shuddering, her cries muffled against Marco's shoulder. The sight and sound of her orgasm triggered mine. This time felt even stronger, my pussy gripping his fingers so hard that he groaned. Wetness flooded down my thighs as I came, my whole body shaking.

We collapsed onto the daybed, breathing hard, our skin sheened with sweat in the tropical heat. My thighs trembled against the cushion; the curtain lifted and fell with the breeze. I could hear voices from the pool area, casual conversation mixing with splashing, the world continuing normally while my entire understanding of pleasure had just been rewritten.

Marco smiled, bringing his fingers to his mouth to taste us both. The gesture was so casually erotic, so matter-of-fact in its sensuality, that my pussy fluttered again despite my recent orgasms. "Welcome to Paradise Beach," he said with a wink. "I think you're going to love it here."

He stood gracefully, adjusting the obvious bulge in his swim shorts. "I'll leave you two to recover. There are special events throughout the week you won't want to miss. The schedule's in your room."

After he left, Riley and I lay there catching our breath. I tugged my sundress back on, wadding my wet panties into my beach bag-no point putting them back on. Riley smoothed her dress down and we slipped out onto the path.

"That was incredible," I finally said, my voice hoarse.

"And it's only day one," Riley said, her fingers trailing along my arm. "God, Chloe, watching you let go like that... I've never seen you so free."

As we made our way back to our room on unsteady legs, bodies still humming, I noticed we hadn't even considered removing our anklets. The chains winked in the late afternoon sun, and I felt a thrill knowing what they represented. We passed other guests heading to dinner, some with anklets, some without. Those with anklets exchanged knowing glances with us, small smiles that said they understood exactly what we'd been doing.

"That was..." I started, then trailed off, unable to find words.

"Just the beginning," Riley finished, her green eyes sparkling with promise.

Our suite was luxurious-a spacious living area with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean, two bedrooms with king-sized beds draped in white linens, and a bathroom bigger than my entire bedroom back in Chicago. Our luggage waited in the entryway, delivered as promised. But I barely noticed any of it. My mind kept replaying what had happened in the cabana, my body still tingling from Marco's touch.

"I'm going to shower," I announced, needing a moment to process everything.

"Take your time," Riley called back, already sprawled on the couch with the resort's activity guide. "I'm checking out the week's schedule. Oh my god, Chloe, you have to see this-there's something called 'sunrise yoga' in the palm garden. I wonder what positions they're really teaching."

In the bathroom, I stood under the hot spray, steam closing around me. Two circles of my fingers, a press-my legs went loose under the water. The anklet was a hot wink against my skin, waterproof as promised.

David had called me vanilla, too boring in bed. As I touched myself to another shuddering release, imagining what other experiences awaited me this week, I realized he'd been wrong. I wasn't vanilla. I was starving. I'd just never been anywhere they let me order what I wanted.

The charm gleamed against my wet skin, a promise of pleasures to come. Tomorrow I'd order loud.


Chapter 2

⚜

Public Pleasure

⚜

Iwoke to a wet, insistent ache between my thighs. The dream still clung-Marco's tongue working with devastating precision, that exact pressure that had made me scream yesterday. My legs pressed together under the sheets, finding slickness already gathering. The anklet warmed against my skin in the morning sun, its weight no longer foreign but reassuring, a constant reminder of yesterday's liberation.

Riley's door stood open. Her bed was empty, sheets tangled. I heard the shower running, her voice carrying-soft sounds that told me she was taking care of her own morning need. The sound sent another pulse through my center. Yesterday had changed something fundamental between us, a boundary crossed that we could never uncross. And I didn't want to.

I slipped out of bed, my naked body immediately responding to the air conditioning's cool kiss across my skin. My nipples drew tight, sensitive. Every movement felt heightened, like my nerve endings had been recalibrated overnight. I pulled on a white halter dress, the fabric thin enough that my dark nipples showed through, no underwear-at this point I knew they'd only get in the way.

"Morning, sunshine," Riley emerged from the bathroom, skin flushed, towel wrapped loosely. Water droplets still clung to her collarbone. "Ready for breakfast? I saw they have a golden palm dining area."

My stomach flipped-hunger mixing with anticipation. "Let me just-"

"No." She dropped the towel, completely comfortable with her nudity now, her full breasts swaying as she moved to her suitcase. "No overthinking today. We're going to that dining room, and we're going to let whatever happens, happen."

She pulled on a coral sundress that barely covered her ass, the fabric clinging to her curves when she moved. No panties for her either-I could tell by how the dress molded to her hips. We were both primed, ready, our bodies humming with need before we'd even left the room.

The golden palm dining area occupied a corner of the main restaurant, separated by carved wooden screens but still visible to regular diners. A low charge prickled across my skin as we stepped under the palms. Several tables held couples and small groups, all wearing anklets. A woman at the corner table had her dress pushed down to her waist while a man sucked her breasts. She ate leisurely, pausing only to tilt her head back and moan when he bit down.

We claimed a small table near the windows, setting down our beach bags. The breakfast buffet stretched along one wall-tropical fruits, pastries, made-to-order omelets. Normal vacation fare, except for how one woman getting an omelet had her skirt hiked up while the man behind her slowly fingered her, her soft whimpers mixing with the sizzle of eggs.

I loaded a plate with mango, pineapple, and French toast lacquered with syrup. My hands trembled slightly-not from fear but from anticipation. Eyes dipped to gold anklets, then rose with intent.

"First time at breakfast?"

The voice came from behind me just as I set my plate on our table. I turned to find a man about our age, maybe twenty-five, with sandy hair and broad shoulders tapering to a tight V, swimmer-cut obliques pointing like arrows beneath his low-slung trunks. His anklet winked as he shifted his weight.

"I'm Alex," he said, his eyes doing a slow sweep from my anklet up to my face, pausing at my breasts where my nipples pressed visibly against the thin fabric. "My brother and I are here for the week."

"Chloe," I managed, my voice already breathy. The way he looked at me-possessive, hungry-made my slit clench. "This is Riley."

"Nate!" Alex called over his shoulder. Another man approached, slightly taller, darker hair but the same athletic build. Nate's darker gaze was lazier, meaner-sweet; his forearms were roped with veins as he found Riley's waist without hesitation.

"You're both trouble," Alex said, his palm settling on my bare shoulder. The touch burned through me. "May I?"

He knew the anklet was a yes. I liked hearing it anyway. "Yes."

His hand pressed down on my shoulder-firm, insistent. My knees hit the tile before I fully processed the movement, my body responding to his authority instantly. My knees skated slightly on the smooth floor; Alex's hand in my hair steadied me, and I let the wobble turn into surrender. His swim trunks were suddenly at eye level, the outline of his erection obvious through the fabric.

"Good girl," he murmured, freeing his cock with one hand while the other stayed tangled in my hair. It sprang out, thick and already leaking precum. "Open."

I'd never sucked cock in public before. Cutlery paused mid-air around us; chairs inched to angle toward us. I felt eyes track from my anklet to where I knelt-heat raced up my spine and I pushed forward, giving them more. A couple at the next table had stopped their conversation to watch, the woman's hand disappearing under the tablecloth to her partner's lap.

Alex's cock pushed past my lips, the taste of salt and male musk flooding my senses. He was bigger than David had been, stretching my mouth wider. I had to focus on breathing through my nose as he pushed deeper, his hand tightening in my honey-blonde hair.

"Fuck, your mouth," he groaned, starting to thrust. "Take it deeper. Show them how you take it."

The clink of a spoon against porcelain stuttered nearby; someone's breath hitched. The room's hum turned into a current that ran straight through my mouth and down to my clit. I relaxed my throat, letting him push further until I gagged slightly. The sound made him groan, his cock twitching.

Behind us, I heard Riley's sharp intake of breath-Nate had pressed her against a pillar, his hand already under her dress, those veined forearms flexing as he worked her.

"Touch yourself," Alex commanded, his voice rough. "I want to feel you moan around my cock."

My hand slipped under my dress, finding myself completely soaked. My fingers slid through the wetness, circling my swollen bud. The first touch made me moan, the vibration traveling through his cock.

"That's it," he encouraged, fucking my mouth with steady strokes. "Get yourself close. I want you desperate when I bend you over that table."

The certainty in his voice sent another wave of heat through me. My fingers worked faster, my hips rocking as I sucked him. I could hear Riley's cries getting louder, Nate's grunts mixing with the ambient sounds of breakfast service.

Alex's thrusts became more urgent, his cock hitting the back of my throat with each stroke. "Good girl-messy little mouth."

His cock pulsed and I could feel how hard he was, how close he was. I was ready to swallow eagerly, my sex clenching on nothing as I tasted him. He kept me there, thumb at my jaw, cock pulsing, on the edge.

"Stand up," he ordered, pulling me to my feet. My knees wobbled, my fingers still wet from touching myself. "Hands on the table."

I braced myself against our breakfast table, the surface still tacky with syrup. Alex flipped my dress up, exposing my bare ass and dripping slit to anyone who cared to look. The exposure sent lightning through my nerves.

"Jesus, you're soaked," Alex said, running a finger through my folds. "You really loved sucking my cock, didn't you?"

"Yes," I gasped, pushing back against his hand. "Please-use me."

He was iron-hard. My first real fuck at the resort, and he lined up and pushed in-one smooth thrust. Plates clattered when he bottomed out. Then he moved. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back to meet each thrust.

"So fucking tight," he said, his pace punishing from the start. "Been thinking about this since I saw you walk in."

The table creaked with each impact, my breasts swaying beneath me. A sugar-glossed smear caught on my palms. Each thrust pushed me forward slightly, my nipples brushing the table through my thin dress.

I turned my head to see Riley bent over, Nate pounding into her from behind. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her moans getting higher, more desperate. Watching my best friend get fucked while I was being taken sent me spiraling toward the edge.

"Harder," I begged, not caring who heard. "Make them listen to me come."

Alex obliged, his thrusts becoming almost violent. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled our corner of the restaurant. My fingers found my clit again, rubbing in tight circles as he fucked me.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Come on my cock. Let everyone hear you."

The room telescoped to syrup, heat, and his grip. I broke open around him-loud, shameless-my cunt milking his cock like it finally had something to hold onto. My legs nearly gave out, only Alex's grip keeping me upright.

He fucked me through it, prolonging the waves of pleasure until I was gasping, oversensitive. Then he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he filled me with cum. The feeling of him emptying himself inside me sent aftershocks through my system.

"Save me a seat," he said with a grin, pulling out slowly. I felt his cum start to drip down my thigh, warm evidence of what we'd just done. He tucked himself back into his swim trunks and walked away casually.

Nate finished with Riley moments later, leaving her equally disheveled and satisfied.

We sank boneless into our chairs, breathing hard. My pussy throbbed, still fluttering occasionally from the intensity. Riley's face was flushed, her dress askew, Nate's cum visible on her inner thigh.

"Holy fuck," she breathed, reaching for her abandoned coffee. "That was-"

"Incredible," I finished, my voice hoarse from having my throat fucked. The French toast had gone cold, but I ate it anyway, the sweetness mixing with the lingering taste of Alex's cock.

Someone buttered toast while I wiped syrup off my palm. Around us, the golden palm dining area continued its morning rhythm. New people arrived, some immediately drawn into encounters, others eating while they watched. It felt surreal and intoxicating.

We finished our breakfast in companionable silence, our bodies still buzzing. Other guests nodded at us appreciatively-we'd put on quite a show. The exhibition of it, being watched while being used, had awakened something in me I hadn't known existed.

After breakfast, we wandered down to one of the regular pools to recover in the sun. My body felt liquid, every nerve still singing from the morning's intensity. We found loungers in a quiet corner, no golden palms here, just the sound of waves and distant laughter.

"I can't believe that just happened," I said, adjusting my dress. I could still feel Alex's cum inside me, a reminder with every movement.

"And we still have tomorrow," Riley said, eyes lit like wet glass. "God, watching you just take what you wanted... you're different, Chloe. Freer."

I was about to respond when a shadow fell across us.

"Ladies!"

We looked up to find a woman standing over us-tall, curved in all the right places, with long black hair pulled into an elegant twist. She wore a white resort uniform that did nothing to hide her impressive figure, her breasts straining against the fabric. A gold name tag read 'Dr. J. Torres - Wellness Director.'

"I'm Dr. Torres," she said, her voice carrying a slight accent I couldn't place. "I noticed you're both new to our program. How are you finding it so far?"

"Amazing," Riley said immediately, still slightly breathless.

"My thighs are still trembling," I added, shifting in my lounger. A laugh broke out of me that sounded like relief.

Dr. Torres smiled knowingly. "Wonderful. I wanted to personally invite you to a special wellness session this afternoon. We have a treatment room reserved in the spa's golden palm section. We'll wake everything up and work you everywhere at once."

"What kind of treatment?" I asked, though my core was already tightening at the possibilities.

"Full sensory awakening," she said, her dark eyes holding mine. "We have specialized therapists who ensure you discover your body's complete capacity for pleasure. Multiple therapists, actually, for comprehensive attention."

Multiple therapists. My breath caught. Riley's hand found mine, squeezing.

"What time?" Riley asked.

"I can take you now, if you're ready. The spa is on the third floor." Dr. Torres smiled again. "I think you'll find it quite... liberating."

We gathered our things and followed her, our bodies still sensitive from the morning's activities. The main spa reception was all white marble and soft lighting. But Dr. Torres led us down a separate hallway marked with golden palms, the atmosphere thickening with each step. The lighting became warmer, more intimate. A pulse ticked under the walls, vibrating through the floor.

Treatment room seven had a golden palm carved directly into the door. Dr. Torres opened it, revealing a space that smelled of frangipani and something muskier. Two massage tables sat side by side, covered in soft white sheets. Three men stood by the wall, all wearing white pants and nothing else, their muscled torsos gleaming with oil.

"This is Thomas, Miguel, and Ken," Dr. Torres introduced them. Thomas had surfer-gold hair and sun-kissed skin. Miguel was darker, with a citrus-musk cologne that made my mouth water. Ken's tattooed forearms promised heavy, deliberate pressure. All three were impressively built, each beautiful in their own way.

"Please, disrobe and lie face up on the tables," Dr. Torres instructed, her own robe now visible-flowing white and nearly transparent, her dark nipples clearly visible through the fabric.

At a glance from Dr. Torres, the men shed their white pants in one smooth motion, revealing their readiness. My hands trembled slightly as I pulled my dress over my head. Being naked in front of four strangers felt natural now, right. Riley stripped beside me, both of us completely bare except for our anklets.

The massage table was warm, the sheets soft against my skin. I lay back, hyperaware of how exposed I was-legs slightly parted, breasts rising and falling with each breath, my slit still swollen from the morning's use.

"We'll begin with awakening," Dr. Torres announced. She moved between the tables, pouring warm oil that made our skin gleam. "Focus on being opened-don't chase, receive."

The men moved in practiced synchronization. Thomas positioned himself at my head, his hands beginning to massage my shoulders with that surfer's strength. Miguel stood at my side, his precise hands working my arms and ribs. Ken moved to my feet, more tattooed arms flexing as he started with my calves.

A warm ribbon of oil spilled over my sternum and slid to my nipples; my skin went high-alert under their hands. Thomas's hands moved from my shoulders to my breasts, kneading them expertly, thumbs circling my nipples until they ached. Miguel traced patterns on my stomach, edging closer to where I needed him with each pass. Ken worked his way up my thighs, spreading them wider with that promised deliberate pressure.

"Breathe into it," Dr. Torres coached, her own hands now on Riley. "Let your body receive from all directions."

When Ken's fingers finally brushed my folds, I was dripping again. He spread me gently, exposing my clit to the cool air. At the same moment, Thomas pinched my nipples harder, and Miguel's mouth found the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder.

"Oh god," I moaned, my hips lifting off the table.

"Stay present," Dr. Torres commanded gently. "Let them work you."

Ken's mouth replaced his fingers, his tongue heavy and deliberate-broad strokes, then sharp flicks. Thomas continued playing with my breasts while Miguel kissed down my body, finding every sensitive spot. Three mouths on me at once, three sets of hands. The room shifted around me like a tide.

A new mouth cupped my clit; another cock nudged my lips. Then a thicker stretch at my entrance, a new hand rolling my nipples. Miguel had moved to my head, his cock pressing past my lips with that citrus-musk taste. Thomas was between my legs now, his thicker cock working into me with steady pressure. Ken's tattooed hands found my breasts, that heavy touch exactly what I needed.

I sucked Miguel eagerly, the angle allowing him to push deep into my throat. Below, Thomas had found a devastating rhythm, each thrust hitting perfectly. My first orgasm built quickly, my body tightening.

"That's it. Take us," Ken murmured in my ear. "Take all of us."

I came with Miguel's cock in my throat, my scream muffled but my body convulsing. Thomas didn't stop, working me through it and straight toward another. Beside me, Riley was crying out around her own mouthful, her body arching off the table. Our hands found each other across the gap between tables; we squeezed as cocks slid into us, our moans rising together like a single sound.

Every thrust seemed to find the echo of the last-mouth, hips, fingers-three rhythms braiding into one. They rotated positions smoothly, each bringing their own rhythm and pressure. Ken's thicker cock stretched me wider while Thomas fed me his sun-and-salt taste. Miguel's precise fingers found my clit, working it in tight circles while Ken drove deep.

The constant changing of sensations kept me on edge without letting me settle. Different sizes, different angles, different touches. I lost track of individual orgasms. Each wave stacked on the last until numbers stopped meaning anything.

"Final rotation," Dr. Torres announced. "Let's see you take your deepest pleasure."

The men shifted one more time. Thomas back at my head, his cock pressing deep into my throat. Miguel between my legs, angling his thrusts to hit that perfect spot inside. Ken's hands roamed everywhere, pinching nipples, rubbing my clit, spreading my ass cheeks to expose me completely.

"Perfect," Dr. Torres said. "Feel how your body welcomes all of it."

Some part of me watched, stunned, as I took it all eagerly-mouth stretched around Thomas, pussy gripping another cock, Ken's fingers teasing around my ass without penetrating. The word vanilla dissolved on my tongue, replaced by yes.

"Now," Dr. Torres commanded.

Thomas and Miguel came simultaneously. Thomas flooded my throat while Miguel filled my pussy with heat. The feeling of their cum, warm and copious, triggered my strongest orgasm yet. My entire body went rigid, then shook uncontrollably as wave after wave crashed through me.

They pulled out slowly, carefully. Cum leaked from me, warm evidence of my thorough use. My body felt liquid, boneless, like I might never move again.

"Beautiful," Dr. Torres said, helping me sit up. "You've done wonderfully. How do you feel?"

"Destroyed," I said honestly, my voice rough. "Wrung out and humming."

Riley was in a similar state, cum dripping as she tried to sit up. We looked at each other and started laughing-exhausted, satisfied laughter.

"This is just the beginning," Dr. Torres said, handing us warm towels. "Your bodies are capable of so much more. Tomorrow, you'll discover even greater heights."

We cleaned up slowly, our movements sluggish from satisfaction. The men had vanished, probably off to their next appointment. Dr. Torres helped us into robes, the soft fabric almost too much for our hypersensitive skin.

"The pool deck has loungers if you need to recover," she said, gesturing toward the door. "Take your time. Hydrate. Your bodies have been thoroughly awakened."

We made our way back to the pool area on unsteady legs, hypersensitive and satisfied. Every step reminded me of how thoroughly I'd been used-my pussy sore in the best way, my throat tender, my whole body humming with aftershocks.

The afternoon sun felt different on our skin as we collapsed onto pool loungers in a golden palm area, too exhausted to care who might approach. Other guests glanced at us knowingly-hair mussed, skin glowing, that unmistakable look of women who'd been thoroughly fucked.

"I can't believe that was real," Riley said, her voice drowsy.

"I know." I shifted, feeling the pleasant ache everywhere. "I've had more orgasms in two days than in the last three years."

"David was an idiot," she said firmly. "You're not vanilla. You're... I don't even know what to call what you are now."

"Free," I said, the truth of it settling into my bones. "I feel completely free."

We dozed in the afternoon sun, our bodies recovering. Through half-closed eyes, I watched other guests in nearby golden zones, some engaged in lazy afternoon encounters, others simply touching and being touched. The freedom to choose, to take what I wanted when I wanted it, felt revolutionary.

Eventually, as the sun started to sink lower, we made our way slowly back toward our suite, supporting each other on still-wobbly legs.

"Shower?" Riley suggested when we finally reached our room.

"Together?" The question came naturally now.

She smiled, taking my hand. "After everything else..."

The shower was huge, with multiple shower heads and a built-in bench. We stood under the warm spray together, the water washing away the sweat and cum from our skin. She soaped the underside of my breasts, careful with my sore nipples; I traced her hipbone and she leaned into my palm. We didn't push it-just soap and slow hands, an acknowledgment of how far we'd come together.

"We have one more full day," Riley said as we dried off, "and then our last morning before the flight."

"I know." The thought made my chest tight. "I don't want this week to end."

"Then we make tomorrow count," she said firmly. "Whatever it brings, we embrace it completely."

I nodded, already imagining the possibilities. Despite my exhaustion, heat gathered between my legs again. The palm charm winked at my ankle as I toweled off, sun-bright permission for anything I wanted.

Tomorrow would bring new heights. I intended to reach every one.


Chapter 3

⚜

Complete Liberation

⚜

Need jittered through my thighs before I even opened my eyes. My pussy pulsed with each heartbeat, already slick from dreams that had stalked me through the night-the weight of bodies pressing me down, stretching me open, using me until I dissolved into pure sensation. The anklet's palm charm tapped against my ankle as I shifted, its weight no longer foreign but essential, like a part of my body I'd been missing.

Riley's bed stood empty, sheets twisted. Through the bathroom door came the unmistakable sound of water hitting tile and her breathy moans. Yesterday had shattered something between us-not broken but opened, creating space for this new intimacy.

"Morning," I called, padding naked toward the bathroom.

"Get in here," she gasped. "I need your hands."

Steam billowed out as I stepped into the marble shower. Riley stood under the spray, one palm braced against the wall, the other working frantically between her legs. Water streamed over her curves-tracing the undersides of her soft breasts, pooling in the dip of her waist, highlighting the perfect round of her ass.

"Please," she whimpered when she saw me. "I can't get the angle right."

I pressed against her from behind without hesitation, the water immediately plastering my hair to my shoulders. My hands found her waist, steadying her as she rocked.

"Let me," I murmured, replacing her fingers with mine. She was slick beyond just water, her clit swollen and demanding under my touch.

"Harder," she commanded, pushing back against me. "I dreamed about the beach, about everyone watching while they took turns with us."

The image sent lightning straight to my core. I worked her faster, my other hand cupping her breast, rolling her nipple until it peaked hard. She broke apart with a sharp cry, her body shuddering, inner muscles clenching around nothing.

"Your turn," she said, spinning to face me.

"Save it," I said, my voice rough with want. "I want to be desperate today. I want to feel everything."

She kissed me then. "Our last full day."

"Then let's make it count."

We dressed for maximum impact. I chose a white bikini that barely qualified as clothing-triangles that just covered my nipples, the bottom strip so narrow it would shift aside with any movement. Riley wore only coral bikini bottoms under a sheer cover-up, the transparent fabric doing nothing to hide her dark nipples or the curves beneath.

The resort hummed with late-morning energy. In the golden palm pool area, a woman rode someone in the shallow end, water splashing with each bounce of her hips. Another knelt on a lounger while one man fed her his cock and another drove into her from behind, her moans carrying across the deck.

"Ladies!"

Dr. Torres approached in a white dress that clung to every curve-her impossibly large breasts straining the fabric, the skirt molding to her hips with each step. Her dark hair fell loose today, catching the ocean breeze.

"I'm so glad I found you," she said, her gaze lingering on the damp spot already darkening my white bikini bottom. "Today's Appreciation Hour is special-a celebration of complete surrender. I wanted to make sure you understood what to expect."

"What kind of celebration?" Riley asked, though her nipples had already hardened to points visible through the sheer fabric.

"Total liberation," Dr. Torres said, her voice dropping intimate. "Every boundary dissolved within consent. Every position, every combination, every hole, every desire fulfilled. It starts at the beach bar at three, then moves to the sand for the finale."

My pussy clenched hard. "Every combination?"

"Everything you've been craving," she confirmed, studying the way my thighs pressed together. "I can see you're both ready. Spend the morning building anticipation. Edge yourselves but don't come. You'll want to save every drop of pleasure for this afternoon."

She left us trembling. We found loungers in a regular zone, trying to calm down, but every splash, every distant cry of pleasure, sent fresh heat rolling through me. I rode the bikini's seam against my clit twice, bringing myself to the edge before forcing myself to stop-denial humming like a live wire under my skin.

"I can't stop thinking about it," Riley admitted, squirming in her lounger. "Being filled everywhere at once."

"I've never done that," I confessed quietly.

"You will today," she said with certainty. "And you'll love it. Your body was made for this, Chloe. Look how wet you are already."

She was right. The white fabric had gone translucent with my arousal, clinging to my swollen lips, outlining everything. Each shift made the narrow strip slide against my clit, sparks shooting through my core.

We barely managed lunch-fruit and ice water, restraint-while the golden palm dining area provided a soundtrack of ecstasy. I watched a woman bent over the buffet table, taking three men one after another while she tried to eat her salad, her face a mask of bliss.

By the time three o'clock arrived, my entire body vibrated with pent-up need. The main pool deck had transformed-the entire area marked with golden palms, cushions arranged on the sand beyond, bottles of oil gleaming in the sun. A crowd had gathered, well over fifty people, all understanding what was about to happen.

"Welcome to Appreciation Hour," Dr. Torres announced from a small platform. She'd stripped to just a golden sarong riding low on her hips, her full breasts bare and already gleaming with oil. "Today we celebrate absolute freedom, complete pleasure, total liberation. Those wearing anklets, prepare yourselves."

The speakers dropped a slow, heavy beat that thudded in my ribs. The crowd shifted-anklet wearers moving to the center while others formed an eager audience. I counted at least fifteen women with anklets, twice as many men closing in with intent.

Dr. Torres clapped once. "Oil them."

Bottles opened from every direction. Warm coconut oil poured over my shoulders, down my back, pooling between my breasts. Dozens of hands spread it-callused palms skimming my waist, thumbs pressing into the hinges of my hips, fingers tracing my ribs. Someone untied my bikini top; it fell away unnoticed. The bottom followed, leaving me naked except for the anklet, skin gleaming like I'd been dipped in honey.

My breasts were heavy and lifted in the sun, nipples glass-hard under the oil, hands shaped them like offerings. Beside me, hands slid Riley's sheer cover-up off her shoulders before tugging her bottoms down, leaving her equally bare and gleaming, multiple hands already exploring her curves.

"On your knees," Alex commanded behind me-I recognized his voice from breakfast yesterday, that same confident authority.

I dropped instantly, knees sliding slightly on the oil-slicked deck before finding purchase. But Alex wasn't alone. Nate flanked him, and an older man I hadn't seen before-silver at his temples, distinguished, with a thick cock that made my mouth water. I nodded without looking away from the circle forming around me, heat blooming at the base of my spine because I wanted them to watch me open.

"Show me that throat again," Alex said, already hard and ready.

I opened wide and he pushed in without ceremony, using my mouth with the same intensity as yesterday. When he pulled back, Nate took his place-clean salt on my tongue-then the silver-templed stranger, who bracketed my cheekbone with one hand while sliding deep. While I sucked him, my hands found the other two, stroking in rhythm with my mouth.

"She's ready," the older man murmured, pulling free. "Look at her-she's dripping for it."

Strong hands lifted me easily, oil-slicked skin sliding against their palms. They bent me forward on the cushions just beyond the deck. The sun beat down, making my lacquered skin shimmer. Someone lifted my hips from behind-I couldn't see who-and drove into my drenched heat with one smooth thrust.

"Still so fucking tight," Alex groaned from behind me, gripping my hips as he pounded into me.

I faced the crowd on all fours, utterly exposed-my breasts swaying with each thrust, everything on display. A woman in a straw hat was touching herself while watching me, her berry-stained lips parted. Beside her, a couple pressed hip to hip moved in time with Alex's rhythm.

"Open her up," Dr. Torres commanded, appearing with more oil. She poured it down my back, letting it pool at the base of my spine, then drip between my ass cheeks. "Let them see everything."

Dr. Torres's fingers found my untouched ass, circling with oil as Alex entered my pussy, making me gasp. I glimpsed Riley between two men across the deck-one feeding her his cock while another worked between her legs, her eyes rolled back in bliss.

"Have you had all your holes stuffed at once before?" she asked clearly.

"No," I panted, Alex still driving into me from behind.

"Perfect. You'll take them both now." Her finger pushed inside my ass, the stretch foreign but not unwelcome. She added a second finger, scissoring gently while Alex kept fucking my pussy. "Breathe into it-let yourself soften."

Alex pulled out and lay back on the cushions, pulling me on top of him face down, his cock sliding back into my pussy. The silver-templed man-I noticed his forearms dusted with salt and fine hair-positioned himself behind me, his precise grip spreading my ass cheeks wide. "She yields beautifully-watch her accept it."

When Dr. Torres withdrew her fingers, I felt his thick head pressing against my untried entrance. I met his eyes and whispered, "Yes. I want it there-now."

The blunt head pressed and my body gripped against it. Dr. Torres's fingers circled my clit-one, two, three-and on four I exhaled. He slid past the tight ring, a hot ache that tipped sweet when Alex lifted my hips and held me there.

"Breathe, open, take him," I coached myself as he worked deeper, inch by careful inch, until his hips pressed flush against my ass.

"Oh god," I moaned, overwhelmed by the sensation of being stretched past full. "It's so much."

"Perfect," Dr. Torres praised, her fingers still working my clit. "Now they're going to fuck you properly. Hold here-open for them."

They started moving-slowly at first, finding their rhythm. When Alex thrust up into my pussy, the older man pulled back from my ass. Then they switched. The friction was incredible, feeling them slide against each other through that thin barrier. My entire lower body became one source of pleasure, no distinction between the sensations.

"Harder," I heard myself beg. "Please, use me harder."

They obliged, their rhythm turning punishing. Sand pressed crescents into my knees, a rasp that made the sweet stretch brighter. The crowd cheered and someone shouted, "Look at her take it!"

My first orgasm rose fast and broke all at once-white noise in my ears, my grip slipping on Alex's oiled thighs. Both holes clenched around the cocks inside me, which only intensified the waves crashing through me.

"Don't stop," I gasped as they kept pounding through my climax. "Don't fucking stop."

Nate moved to my head, and I sucked him eagerly, needing to be filled everywhere. The position was overwhelming-mounted on Alex, the older man driving into my ass, Nate using my throat. My body answered instead of my mind-throat relaxing around the push, hips tilting for more, toes curling in the hot sand.

"Switch," a low female voice at my ear-jasmine and oil-murmured.

They rearranged me smoothly. Strong hands lifted me completely off the cushions-Alex and Nate gripping my thighs while the older man supported my back. Suspended between them, my feet barely touched the sand. The silver-templed man positioned himself in front of me, his thick cock sliding into my drenched pussy while Alex pressed against my ass from behind.

"Hold her steady," Alex commanded as he pushed into my stretched hole. The burn-to-sweetness was immediate now, my body welcoming the familiar stretch.

This position was devastating-completely held up and open, impaled on both cocks while they controlled every movement. The angle hit deeper than before, the cock in my pussy striking that perfect spot while the one in my ass made me feel impossibly full. Their hands gripped my thighs and waist, holding me suspended as they found their rhythm.

I broke apart within minutes, my entire body convulsing between them as I begged for another cock to find my mouth.

"She's insatiable," someone said admiringly. "Watch her take it."

They were right. Each orgasm only made me hungrier.

They set me down gently, my legs barely holding me as hands guided me into new positions. The cushions became my anchor as different men took turns, each bringing something new to my building need.

A sun-bleached surfer bent my hips and found the angle that made my toes curl; a stockier man with a lazy drawl thumbed my clit while holding me spread; a soft-spoken guest with a scar at his collarbone fed me his length while whispering 'that's it' until my throat fluttered around him, never empty for more than a breath.

I lost track of individual faces but not sensations-the sun-rough palms of one, the precise angle another found, the lazy drawl of "Deeper, gorgeous" from a third. Oil and cum glazed my skin; hands kept finding me in passing, like they couldn't help checking I was real.

At some point Riley ended up beside me on the cushions, both of us on hands and knees, being driven into from behind while we faced each other. Her expression was pure transcendence, eyes rolled back, mouth open in a continuous moan. Catching her blown-open eyes, I felt our sounds braid-two women deciding together to be taken utterly. We reached for each other's hands, fingers interlacing as we were pounded in unison.

"Together," she gasped, and I knew she was close.

"Yes," I moaned.

We shattered simultaneously, our cries harmonizing as our bodies shook. The men fucking us didn't pause, driving through one peak and straight toward another.

The sun hung lower now, painting everything golden. Dr. Torres appeared with water, making sure we hydrated between rounds. My body was thoroughly marked-cum cooling on my skin in the ocean breeze, face red from exhaustion.

"Last round," Dr. Torres called, palm raised. "Kneel. Hips high. On my count."

She guided us into a line-all the anklet wearers on our knees in the sand, asses raised. The men positioned themselves behind us. Alex's knuckles pressed into my hip as he took position behind me; the silver-templed man's thigh touched mine on the other side.

"Now," Dr. Torres commanded, her hand cutting the air.

They drove into us together. The collective moan that rose from our group was primal, pure pleasure given voice. I chose this-knees in warm sand, the gold at my ankle catching sun-and our unified cry rose like a promise.

They fucked us in unison, the rhythm like waves crashing on the beach. The crowd's cheers synced with their thrusts-rising and falling with our bodies' rhythm. Coconut oil and salt air mixed with warm musk-every inhale tasted like surrender. I existed in a state of continuous climax now, pleasure rolling through me in endless waves. Beyond the cushions, couples had started moving in time with our bodies, their gasps cresting when mine did, the deck becoming a mirror for my surrender. Beside me, Riley was sobbing with ecstasy, her body shaking uncontrollably.

"Fill them," Dr. Torres commanded.

I felt Alex pulse inside me, flooding me with one final load of heat. All down the line, the men were finishing, marking us with their release. The sensation-being claimed by the group, witnessed by the crowd-sent one last devastating orgasm through me.

When they pulled out, we folded into the sand, muscles trembling, lungs dragging air that tasted like salt and sun-warmed skin. The crowd erupted in actual applause. The sound landed on my skin like more hands-affirmation I didn't know I'd craved.

Despite being thoroughly used, covered in sand and cum, filled and refilled until I leaked with every movement, some part of me still wanted more. My pussy clenched on emptiness, missing the stretch already.

"How do you feel?" Dr. Torres asked, helping me sit up.

"Wrecked-sweetly," I said honestly, my voice destroyed from having my throat used so thoroughly. "Stripped out and brimming. Like a live wire in a human shape."

She smiled knowingly. "You've found yourself here, haven't you?"

I looked down at my body-marked by mouths and hands, sand stuck to the cum and oil coating my skin, thoroughly debauched in every possible way. The girl in my reflection smiled back from a bar window, unashamed.

"Yes," I said simply. "I have."

Riley crawled over, equally destroyed, and we held each other as the sun set. Around us, the beach began returning to normal-regular guests claiming loungers for sunset cocktails, the golden palm markers being removed from the bar area. But we stayed there in the sand, processing what we'd just experienced.

"That was..." Riley started.

"Perfect," I finished. "Absolutely perfect."

Eventually we managed to stand, knees rubber-like and catching. Other participants were rising too, some heading for the ocean to rinse off, others returning to the bar for drinks. The older gentleman passed by, trailing fingers along my hip.

"Thank you," he said simply, and I understood. We'd given them something-our complete surrender-and received something invaluable in return: the knowledge of our own deepest desires.

We waded into the ocean as the last light faded. The salt water stung pleasantly on our sensitive skin, the waves washing away the physical evidence of the afternoon, though the feeling remained-that sense of being utterly opened, thoroughly explored, entirely free.

"One more morning," Riley said as we floated in the warm water. "Then back to reality."

"No," I said firmly. "We're taking this with us. This knowledge, this freedom. I'm never going back to being ashamed of what I want."

She smiled, pulling me close in the water. "David has no idea what he gave up."

"His loss," I agreed, feeling the truth of it in my bones.

We stayed in the ocean until full dark, then made our way back to our suite. Walking tugged at fresh ache-my pussy and ass sore in the most satisfying way, every stride answered in my hips, my entire body humming with residual pleasure.

In the shower, we took turns washing each other with gentle hands, careful with our overwound skin. Riley shampooed my hair while I leaned against her, both of us too exhausted for anything but this tender care.

"I've never come that many times in my life," she said as we dried off. "I didn't know my body could do that."

"Neither did I." I studied myself in the mirror-bruises blooming on my hips, lips swollen from sucking so many cocks, skin glowing with deep satisfaction. "I look thoroughly debauched."

"You look perfect," Riley corrected.

We ordered room service-broth and melon on the balcony, pitchers sweating in the heat-and ate while watching the moon rise over the ocean. Other golden palm areas were active below us, the sounds of pleasure drifting up on the night breeze.

"I want to stay," Riley admitted. "Just... never leave."

"I know." I took her hand. "But we'll find ways to keep this alive back home. There have to be clubs, communities, something."

"You really have changed," she observed. "The Chloe who arrived here would never have said that."

She was right. That Chloe-uncertain, ashamed, limited by someone else's definition of her sexuality-was gone. In her place sat someone who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it.

We fell asleep early, bodies depleted from the day's marathon. But even in sleep, I dreamed of being filled, being used, being free. The anklet caught the moonlight through the windows, a golden reminder of everything I'd discovered.




⚜ ⚜ ⚜

Free Use University

⚜ ⚜ ⚜


Chapter 1

⚜

Arrival and Discovery

⚜

The California sun turned the rental car into an oven I couldn't think inside. Heat pressed against the windows as my parents dropped me off at Westbridge University, the glass towers rising like monuments to everything I didn't understand. Even the air smelled different here-salt from the distant ocean mixed with something green and growing, nothing like the dry sage and dust of home.

"Remember what we talked about, Madison," my mother said, unloading my suitcases with sharp, efficient movements. Her mouth was tight with worry lines that hadn't been there this morning. "These coastal universities have... different values. Stay focused on your studies."

My father's weathered hands settled on my shoulders, callused from twenty years of farm work. "You're a good girl, sweetheart. Don't let anyone pressure you into things that go against your faith. The world will try to change you, but remember who you are."

I nodded, my strawberry blonde hair catching the afternoon light. At nineteen, I'd never been more than fifty miles from our small Idaho town of three thousand people, where everyone knew everyone and secrets were impossible to keep. The cotton sundress clung to me in the heat-too closely over the curve of my 34C breasts and the flare of my hips for the modest girl my parents had raised me to be. Students walked past wearing crop tops that showed their toned stomachs and short skirts that barely covered their thighs, their confidence a foreign language I'd never learned to speak.

A girl laughed somewhere nearby, the sound bright and carefree in a way that made my stomach clench with longing. Back home, girls my age were already married or engaged, their futures mapped out in neat, predictable lines. Here, possibility seemed to shimmer in the very air.

After tearful goodbyes and promises to call every day, I watched my parents' rental car disappear into traffic, taking with it the last familiar thing in my world. I stood alone with my luggage in Henderson Hall's lobby, surrounded by sleek furniture and floor-to-ceiling windows that made everything feel exposed and modern. Cold air spilled from hidden vents, smelling faintly of citrus cleaner and something else-a hint of expensive perfume, maybe fabric softener, the scent of wealth and privilege.

Students lounged in clusters, their conversations washing over me in waves I couldn't quite process. A girl with purple streaks in her hair laughed about "aftercare protocols" like it was a homework assignment, and heat crawled up my neck. Another group discussed someone's "scene" from the weekend with the casual tone other people used to talk about movies. Their easy familiarity with concepts I didn't understand made me feel like I was eavesdropping on a foreign language.

"Madison Sinclair?"

I turned toward the warm voice, my heart jumping at the unexpected contact. A young Asian man approached with an easy confidence that immediately made me self-conscious. He was lean with a swimmer's broad shoulders and narrow waist, his polo shirt fitted just tight enough to hint at the toned muscle underneath. Dark hair fell across his forehead in a deliberately casual way, and when he smiled, it transformed his whole face.

"I'm Oliver Chen, your Resident Advisor. Welcome to Westbridge."

"Hi," I managed, suddenly hyperaware of every part of my body-my pulse fluttering in my throat, the way my dress had wrinkled from the long drive, how small I felt next to his casual authority.

"Let me help with those." He lifted my heavier bags like they weighed nothing, muscles shifting under his shirt in a way that made me look away quickly. "Tour on the way up. You're third floor-great view of the quad and the ocean on clear days."

We walked through spaces that were all glass and clean edges, so different from the worn wood and familiar clutter of home. Everything gleamed with newness and money. I noticed certain doors marked with small green symbols-tear-shaped, almost like stylized leaves, glowing softly with their own inner light.

"Those are wellness spaces," Oliver said when I asked, his voice dropping slightly as if sharing a secret. "We'll cover that at tonight's floor meeting. It's one of the things that makes Westbridge... unique. Special, really."

There was something in his tone that made my skin prickle with awareness, though I couldn't have said what.

My room was small but bright, with two beds separated by a narrow aisle and matching desks pushed against opposite walls. Large windows overlooked the central quad, where palm trees swayed in the coastal breeze and students sprawled on perfectly manicured grass. My roommate hadn't arrived yet, leaving me alone with the reality of my new life.

"Floor meeting at seven," Oliver said, setting down my bags with careful precision. "Mandatory for all residents-helps everyone get oriented." He paused at the door, one hand on the frame, his dark eyes holding mine a beat too long. There was something almost predatory in his gaze, though his smile remained warm. "Try to keep an open mind here, Madison. Westbridge has programs designed to help students explore their full potential. All of it."

Something low and tight unspooled inside me at his tone, a flutter of heat that started in my belly and spread outward. Then he was gone, leaving only the faint scent of his cologne-something clean and masculine that made me want to breathe deeper.

I unpacked slowly, trying to make the sterile space feel like home. My modest dresses and conservative blouses looked like museum pieces hanging in the sleek closet, relics from a different world. The jeans I'd thought were form-fitting back home seemed laughably baggy compared to what I'd seen other girls wearing. My Bible and a sun-faded family photo of our last church picnic seemed out of place on the glossy white desk, tiny reminders of the girl I'd been just this morning.

Through the thin walls, I could hear other students arriving-rolling suitcases, cheerful greetings, the easy laughter of people who belonged in places like this. Their confidence felt like another language I'd need to learn, along with everything else.

At seven sharp, I made my way to the main lounge, a spacious room with floor-to-ceiling windows and furniture arranged in casual groupings. About twenty students had gathered, settling into chairs and onto couches with the easy familiarity of people who understood their place in the world. I found an empty chair near the back, hyperaware of how out of place I felt in my conservative sundress among all the designer clothes and casual sophistication.

The room went quiet when Oliver stepped forward, and I noticed how naturally he commanded attention. There was something magnetic about him, a quiet authority that made everyone else seem younger by comparison.

"Welcome to Henderson Hall. Let's start with the basics-quiet hours are ten PM to eight AM on weekdays, midnight to nine on weekends. Guest policies and academic support resources are in your orientation packets." He covered the usual dormitory rules with practiced efficiency, but I could sense the room's energy shifting as he spoke, building toward something. "But Westbridge offers unique programs you won't find anywhere else. Our Student Wellness Initiative helps manage academic stress through... personalized support." As he spoke, several girls stood up throughout the room-maybe six or seven of them, all beautiful in different ways but sharing an unmistakable confidence. Each wore a distinctive green bracelet on her right wrist, the jade bands catching the soft lounge lighting like jewelry made from captured starlight. The same shade as those mysterious door symbols.

One of them caught my attention immediately. She was stunning-about 5'6" with an athletic build that spoke of hours in the gym or on running trails. Her fitted tank top showcased toned arms and the gentle curve of perky breasts that pressed against the thin fabric with each breath. Yoga shorts hugged her hips and showed off legs that seemed to go on forever. Long dark hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders, framing a face lit with the kind of complete confidence I'd only seen in magazines.

She moved with fluid grace toward my chair, those green eyes finding mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. When she reached me, she leaned down close enough that her hair brushed my shoulder, her lips almost touching my ear.

"I'm Isabelle Grant-everyone calls me Izzy," she whispered, her warm breath sending shivers down my neck. "I'm your orientation buddy this week." The intimate proximity made heat flood my cheeks so fast I felt dizzy, her subtle perfume mixing with the clean scent of her skin.

"The wellness program operates in designated areas throughout the residence halls," Oliver continued, his tone matter-of-fact as he gestured toward the standing girls. "Participants wearing the identification bracelets are available when you need physical release or help letting go of tension. Think of it as... holistic stress management."

The casual way he said "physical release" made something flutter deep in my stomach. Around the room, other students nodded as if this was perfectly normal, but I felt like I'd stumbled into some alternate reality where the rules I'd grown up with simply didn't apply.

A male student raised his hand. "Are there specific hours?"

"Twenty-four seven," Oliver replied. "Bracelets indicate availability, and the jade symbols mark appropriate spaces. Just be respectful and follow basic courtesies."

My mind reeled. What kind of stress relief needed special rooms? Why did Izzy look so confident, almost proud?

Oliver's gaze found mine. "Dr. Nina Summers runs orientation sessions if you want to learn more-either as someone receiving support or providing it."

Students began filing out, chatting about meal plans and class schedules. I sat frozen, trying to process everything. Izzy approached, the sway of her hips making me look away, then back, heat stinging my cheeks.

"Hey Madison." She settled beside me, close enough that I caught a hint of clean sweat mixed with something floral. "This is a lot to take in. Want to grab coffee?"

I nodded, unable to find my voice. Walking to the building's café, I noticed how attention followed her-guys' gazes tracking her like iron to a magnet, her easy stride broadcasting complete confidence.

"So," she said once we had steaming cups between us, the rich scent of coffee mixing with her subtle perfume, "questions? I know conservative backgrounds can make all this seem pretty overwhelming."

"I don't know where to start." My voice came out barely above a whisper, and I had to clear my throat to continue. "This wellness program... what does it actually involve? I mean, what do you actually do?"

Izzy leaned back in her chair, the movement making her tank top pull tight across her chest, outlining the gentle curves beneath. "It's hands-on help. Sometimes that means massage to work out physical tension. Sometimes more intimate touch. Depends what someone needs to get out of their head and back into their body."

My coffee cup rattled against the saucer as my hand trembled. "More intimate?"

"Physical intimacy," she said with the same casual tone she might use to discuss the weather. "Blowjobs, sex, whatever helps someone release tension and feel better. The human body has needs, and sometimes the best way to clear your mind is to take care of those needs first."

"You mean... you actually have sex? With strangers?"

"With fellow students who need support," she corrected gently. "And they're not strangers for long. Intimacy builds connection pretty quickly." Her expression stayed patient, understanding. "I know it sounds wild if you didn't grow up around programs like this, but it works. Physical release is incredibly effective for managing academic pressure, social anxiety, homesickness-all the things that can derail students in their first year."

"But isn't that..." I glanced around the café and dropped my voice to barely above a whisper, "prostitution?"

She laughed, a warm sound that held no judgment. "Not at all. We volunteer because we genuinely enjoy helping people-and because we're naturally inclined toward physical intimacy and connection. Plus there are substantial benefits. Full scholarships, guaranteed housing, priority registration for all classes, access to exclusive study spaces and mentorship programs. It's competitive to get accepted as a participant."

Leaning forward across the small table, she fixed those green eyes on mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. "Can I ask you something personal? Have you ever had an orgasm? Like, really experienced what your body is capable of?"

Fire flooded my face so fast I felt lightheaded. "I... that's not... we don't..."

"Hey, nothing wrong with that," she said gently, reaching across to briefly touch my hand. Her fingers were warm and soft. "But you're going to discover things about yourself here that you never knew existed. Your body has needs, Madison. Powerful, beautiful needs that have probably been building up inside you for years with nowhere to go."

As if summoned by her words, awareness crashed over me like a wave. The sensitive peaks of my breasts had tightened against my bra, creating an almost painful pressure. Warmth spread between my thighs, and I could feel moisture gathering in places that had never responded this way to mere words. I pressed my knees together under the table, but that only intensified the growing ache.

"The program's completely voluntary on both sides," Izzy continued, either unaware of my physical response or polite enough not to mention it. "But if you ever want to explore what you're capable of feeling, what heights of pleasure your body can reach, we're here for that too. That's what we're trained for."

"You mean I could... participate? Like you do?"

"Eventually, maybe. Most freshmen start as users rather than participants. It takes time to build the confidence and skills to really satisfy someone else's deepest needs."

The word 'satisfy' sent a sharp, electric clench through my core that made me gasp softly. I'd never felt such an immediate, powerful response to language before. It was like my body was waking up to possibilities I'd never imagined.

We talked for another hour after that-about campus life, her own journey into the program, the supportive community that had developed around participants and users alike. She told me about study sessions that turned into stress relief, about the special rooms designed for comfort and privacy, about the careful screening process that ensured everyone's safety and satisfaction. By the time we parted ways, my head spun with information and possibilities, while a low, constant buzz of arousal hummed under my skin like electricity waiting to be released.

Back in my room, I opened my orientation packet and found the section I'd skipped: "Student Wellness Initiative Benefits."

The list was impressive. Full participants received substantial scholarships, guaranteed housing, priority class registration, exclusive study spaces, and mentorship opportunities. Even casual users could access stress management resources.

At the bottom sat a QR code with neat, professional text: "Scan to register your interest in program participation - confidential intake process begins within 24 hours."

Everything about this program contradicted everything I'd been taught. Sex was sacred, meant for marriage between one man and one woman. Physical pleasure was selfish, potentially sinful, something to be resisted rather than pursued. My body was supposed to be a temple, kept pure and untouched, not offered as a tool for other people's stress relief.

But sitting there in the growing darkness of my sterile dorm room, surrounded by the unfamiliar sounds of a world I didn't understand, I couldn't ignore what was happening inside me. The sensitive peaks of my breasts pressed tight and aching against my modest bra, and a restless, hungry thrum had settled between my thighs that no amount of shifting or pressing my legs together could ease. Just thinking about Izzy's confident words-being touched by experienced hands, learning to touch others, finally experiencing the heights of pleasure my body seemed to crave-made my breathing turn shallow and my skin flush with heat.

For the first time in my life, my body felt like it was waking up, and the sensations were overwhelming.

As evening deepened into full darkness, sounds drifted from elsewhere in the building. Muffled voices, bursts of laughter, and something else that made my pulse skip-soft, rhythmic moaning from somewhere down the hall.

I tried to ignore it, to focus on arranging my toiletries in the small bathroom I'd share with my still-absent roommate. But the sounds grew clearer, more distinct, and my skin began to prickle with awareness I couldn't push away.

Finally, I crept to my door and opened it just a crack. The corridor was dimly lit by emergency lighting, most doors closed and silent. But at the far end, warm golden light spilled from behind hazed glass-one of those rooms marked with the jade teardrop symbol.

The sounds were unmistakable now. A woman's breathless voice, rising and falling in a rhythm that spoke of intense pleasure, punctuated by deeper male groans of satisfaction. Someone was having sex right there in the dormitory, as casually as if they were watching Netflix or doing homework.

I should have closed my door and minded my own business. Instead, I found myself padding down the hallway in bare feet, my heart hammering as I was pulled by something I couldn't name or resist. The cool tile sent shivers up my legs, and I became hyperaware of how my thin T-shirt and sleep shorts felt against my sensitized skin.

Through the veiled glass, I could make out two bodies moving together in soft focus-the curve of a woman's arched back, the breadth of masculine shoulders, limbs intertwined in ways that spoke of complete abandon.

"Yes, oh god, yes! Right there, don't stop!" The woman's voice was raw with need, completely unashamed in her desperation for more.

Her obvious pleasure sent shockwaves through my system. My chest had gone tight and tender, my nipples pressing against my shirt in ways that made me want to touch them. Between my legs, wetness bloomed like nothing I'd ever experienced, and heat coiled behind my navel as I found myself rocking subtly against nothing, desperate for any kind of friction or relief.

The wet percussion of bodies joining mixed with the rhythmic creak of furniture, and I breathed in time with her increasingly frantic cries, as if I were somehow part of what was happening beyond that glass barrier.

When she finally climaxed-her voice breaking into sharp, uncontrolled cries of release that echoed off the hallway walls-a spike of sensation shot through my core so intense I had to press my hand against the wall to keep from collapsing. I'd never experienced anything so overwhelming just from listening, my body responding as if those cries of pleasure were coming from my own throat.

As the sounds gradually quieted to soft murmurs and whispered words I couldn't make out, I realized I was standing in a public hallway in nothing but a T-shirt and shorts, practically panting with arousal. Mortified by my own voyeuristic urges, I hurried back to my room on shaking legs.

But the damage was done. A slow, insistent ache had pooled low in my belly, spreading outward until every nerve in my body seemed to crackle with needs I'd never acknowledged or understood. I sat on the edge of my narrow bed, trembling with more than just the air conditioning, trying to form the familiar words of a prayer that might quiet these new hungers.

Instead, all I could think about was what it would feel like to be that woman behind the glass-to experience pleasure so intense and overwhelming that it drove you to cry out without shame, to abandon yourself completely to physical sensation. The very thought made the ache between my legs pulse stronger, and I pressed the heels of my hands against my eyes as if I could somehow push away the images flooding my mind.

But they kept coming: Izzy's confident smile, Oliver's knowing gaze, the shadows moving behind that veiled glass, the jade bracelets catching light like promises of forbidden knowledge.

I tried texting my best friend Sarah back home, needing some connection to the world I understood.

Made it to campus safely! Dorm is nice, roommate hasn't arrived yet. Everything is so different here.

Her response came quickly: Different how? Are there lots of party girls and wild stuff like your parents were worried about?

I stared at the message, my fingers hovering over the keypad. How could I possibly explain what I'd learned tonight? How could I tell her about wellness programs where students had sex as casually as studying? How could I describe the way my body was responding to ideas I'd never even imagined?

Just... more liberal attitudes about things. Still figuring it all out.

Well don't let anyone pressure you into anything weird! You know right from wrong. Your parents raised you better than that.

Did I know right from wrong? Sitting in that sterile room with heat coiling through my belly and moisture gathering between my thighs, I wasn't sure I knew anything anymore. The girl who'd left Idaho this morning had seemed so certain about the world and her place in it. This new version of me felt like a stranger-one capable of desires I'd never acknowledged before.

I pulled out the orientation packet again, fixed on that QR code. My phone felt heavy as I held it just above the printed square, the camera app open and ready. The code seemed to pulse in the lamplight, waiting.

My thumb hovered over the screen, trembling slightly. All I had to do was tap to scan, and then...

Program participant would mean wearing Izzy's confident smile and jade bracelet. Program user would mean... receiving those services. Either way, it would mean crossing a line I could never uncross.

This was all happening too fast-life-altering decisions based on physical responses I didn't understand, driven by needs I'd spent nineteen years being taught to suppress and deny.

With hands that shook, I set my phone carefully on my nightstand beside the open packet. The QR code stared back at me like an invitation I wasn't ready to accept. Going through my nighttime routine-brushing my teeth with mechanical precision, slipping into the modest cotton pajamas that suddenly felt confining against my sensitized skin-that restless thrum continued humming under my flesh like a current I couldn't switch off.

Even the simple act of pulling the pajama top over my head sent sparks of sensation across my chest, and I found myself moving more carefully, hyperaware of every brush of fabric against skin that had never felt so alive before.

Lying in bed, I couldn't stop thinking about the sounds, the indistinct silhouettes, Izzy's description of satisfying others' needs. My hands found my stomach, then drifted higher, brushing the tender peaks of my breasts through thin cotton.

Electricity shot straight to my core. I'd never touched myself like this-had been taught it was wrong, selfish, sinful. But lying in the darkness with fire spreading through me, those teachings felt distant and irrelevant.

My hands slipped beneath the elastic waistband of my pajama pants with a determination that surprised me. I was slick with arousal-wetter than I'd ever been in my life-and when my trembling fingers finally found that small bundle of nerves hidden between my folds for the first time, I gasped aloud at the razor-sharp intensity of sensation that shot through me.

I thought about the woman beyond the veiled glass, the way her voice had broken with pure ecstasy as she begged for more. I thought about Izzy's confident curves and the hungry way attention had followed her every movement, the pride in her voice when she talked about satisfying others' needs. I thought about Oliver's steady, knowing gaze, the way his mere presence had made heat crawl up my throat and settle behind my ribs like a living thing.

I learned my own rhythm slowly, tentatively, my breath syncing to the little electric shocks building low in my belly. Each pass of my fingers sent sensations sharper than the last coursing through me, and I discovered sensitive spots I'd never known existed. Pressure coiled tighter and tighter, my whole body drawing toward some precipice I'd never imagined possible.

When release finally tore through me-hot, stuttering waves of pleasure that seemed to originate from my very core and radiate outward until even my fingertips tingled-I bit down on my pillow to muffle the cry that wanted to escape. The intensity left me boneless and stunned, my body still shivering with aftershocks as I tried to process what had just happened.

Lying there in the aftermath, I understood that something fundamental had changed. The sheltered, repressed girl who'd arrived at Westbridge that morning was gone, replaced by someone new-someone capable of transcendent physical pleasure, someone whose body held depths of sensation and need I'd never suspected.

As languid afterglow settled into my muscles and my breathing slowly returned to normal, I found myself thinking about tomorrow's wellness program orientation session. Maybe it was time to learn what I was truly capable of feeling. Maybe it was time to explore the hungers my body had been hiding from me for nineteen years.

The orientation packet lay beside me on the nightstand, that QR code waiting in the lamplight like a door I wasn't ready to walk through. But for the first time since arriving at Westbridge, I felt like I might actually be ready to make one.

I drifted toward sleep with my body still humming with satisfaction, and in my dreams, a jade bracelet circled my wrist, catching the light as I moved. In those dreams, I wore it with complete pride, and the girl I'd been this morning felt like a distant memory of someone else's life entirely.


Chapter 2

⚜

Education and First Participation

⚜

Iwoke the next morning to California sunlight and unfamiliar sounds. My body felt hyperaware, as if last night's self-discovery had awakened nerve endings I'd never known existed. The memories flooded back immediately: the sounds of unashamed pleasure, my own desperate need, the transcendent waves of sensation when I'd finally given in.

Rolling over, I found my orientation schedule. The Student Wellness Initiative presentation was at 10 AM in Campbell Academic Building. As I showered and dressed in a modest sundress that suddenly felt confining, I couldn't deny the anticipation building inside me. My body craved more of those overwhelming sensations.

Conference Room 215 held about twenty students in a casual semicircle. I chose a seat near the back, hyperaware of how out of place I felt.

"Good morning, everyone."

The voice drew my attention to the front of the room, where an elegant woman in her late twenties had entered through a side door. Dr. Nina Summers commanded immediate attention-tall and poised in a perfectly fitted navy blazer and pencil skirt that suggested rather than revealed the curves beneath. Her dark hair was pulled back in a sleek chignon, and when she smiled, it transformed her entire face from professional to genuinely warm.

"I'm Dr. Summers, and I coordinate our Student Wellness Initiative. For those new to Westbridge, today's session will help you understand how our program works and what participation might offer you."

She moved with fluid grace to a small podium, her heels clicking against the polished floor. Everything about her presence suggested competence and authority, but there was something else underneath-a subtle sensuality that made me sit forward in my chair without realizing it.

"The wellness program addresses academic stress through guided physical intimacy," she began. "Studies show regular sexual release reduces cortisol, improves sleep, and enhances cognitive function. Participants report higher GPAs and reduced anxiety."

My pulse quickened. The clinical language couldn't disguise what she meant-students having sex to manage stress. My body responded with electric awareness.

"Participation takes several forms," Dr. Summers continued, advancing to the next slide. "Students may receive wellness services when they need stress relief, provide services to help their peers, or both. All interactions occur in designated spaces with clear protocols for safety and consent."

She paused, her gaze sweeping the room with professional calm. "I know this challenges traditional perspectives on sexuality and intimacy. Many students arrive from backgrounds where physical pleasure is considered shameful or dangerous. Our program helps you separate religious or cultural guilt from natural human needs."

Her words landed hard, striking home with uncomfortable accuracy. She could have been talking directly to me, describing the exact conflict tearing through my mind-the collision between everything I'd been taught and the powerful hunger my body had discovered.

"Any questions so far?" Dr. Summers asked.

A girl near the front raised her hand. "What are the actual... activities involved?"

"Excellent question. Services range from therapeutic massage to full sexual intercourse, depending on what provides the most effective stress relief. Participants learn techniques for maximizing pleasure and release-both their own and their partners'. The goal is always complete physical satisfaction."

Heat flooded my cheeks at her matter-of-fact tone. She discussed orgasms and sexual techniques with the same professional demeanor other professors used to talk about Shakespeare or calculus.

She covered safety protocols and the app-based scheduling system. Everything was designed for convenience and discretion.

"Now," she said, setting down her notes with a subtle smile, "I find demonstrations are more effective than abstract descriptions. Let me show you exactly what wellness sessions involve."

My breath caught as she stepped around the podium, her movements suddenly less academic and more deliberately sensual. She perched on the edge of the conference table at the front of the room, her skirt riding up slightly to reveal toned thighs in sheer stockings.

"Dominic? Would you join me?"

A door at the side of the room opened, and a young man entered with easy confidence. I recognized him immediately from Izzy's description-6'2" with a rugby player's muscular build, dark hair, and the kind of natural charisma that drew attention like gravity. He wore jeans and a fitted t-shirt that showcased his athletic physique, and when he smiled, it was pure sexual magnetism.

"This is Dominic Torres, one of our experienced peer counselors," Dr. Summers said as he approached. "He's going to demonstrate how a typical stress relief session begins."

My heart hammered as I realized what was about to happen. This wasn't theoretical. Dominic moved directly in front of Dr. Summers, their intimate proximity sending heat through my core.

"Physical tension requires targeted touch," Dr. Summers said as Dominic's hands massaged her shoulders. I watched her body respond-arched back, deeper breathing. When his fingers slipped inside her blazer, the demonstration turned intimate.

"Stimulation must address primary pleasure centers," Dr. Summers said breathily as Dominic's hands caressed her breasts through her blouse. Her nipples hardened visibly, and she sighed. The clinical pretense dissolved-this was raw sensuality.

"Oral stimulation," Dr. Summers said, her voice now noticeably huskier, "is particularly effective for accessing deep states of relaxation."

Dominic dropped to his knees in front of her with fluid grace, his large hands sliding up her stocking-clad thighs to push her pencil skirt higher. The movement revealed the lace tops of her stockings and glimpses of matching underwear that was far more provocative than her professional exterior had suggested.

In a university conference room, I was about to witness oral sex as a demonstration. Dominic removed her panties, revealing dark hair between her thighs. Her legs parted naturally.

"The key," she said, though her voice was becoming increasingly unsteady, "is sustained attention to areas of highest sensitivity..."

Her words dissolved into a soft gasp as Dominic's mouth found her most intimate places. I couldn't see exactly what he was doing from my position, but I could see her hands gripping the edge of the conference table, her head falling back as waves of pleasure visibly coursed through her body.

The sounds she made were soft but unmistakable-gentle moans and whispered encouragement that grew more urgent as Dominic's skilled tongue worked. Her professional composure crumbled completely as she gave herself over to the sensations, her hips rocking against his mouth in an ancient rhythm.

"Oh," she breathed, her voice breaking with need. "Yes, right there..."

I held my breath, transfixed. My nipples ached against my bra, moisture gathering between my legs. Around the room, some students watched clinically while others were clearly aroused. A few discretely touched themselves.

Dr. Summers' breathing grew ragged as Dominic's ministrations intensified. Her legs had fallen completely open, and I could see the muscles of her thighs trembling as tension coiled tighter in her core. Her hands twisted in his dark hair, holding him against her as soft cries of pleasure escaped her lips.

"The goal," she managed to say between gasps, "is complete physical release... letting go of all accumulated tension..."

Her words trailed into incoherent moans as Dominic found a rhythm that made her arch against the table, every line of her body drawn tight with approaching climax. The sounds she made grew more desperate, more needy, until she was openly begging for more.

"Please," she whispered, her professional mask completely stripped away to reveal pure, desperate hunger. "Don't stop, I'm so close..."

When her orgasm crashed over her, she cried out sharply, body convulsing with intense waves of pleasure. She collapsed back, boneless and satisfied. The room applauded politely, as if we'd witnessed a lecture rather than oral sex. The casualness made my head spin.

"Thank you, Dominic," Dr. Summers said, straightening her skirt despite flushed cheeks and tousled hair. "Effective stress relief requires complete surrender." Dominic sat casually as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. My hands shook as I processed the raw sexuality I'd witnessed.

Dr. Summers discussed program benefits-scholarships, priority registration, housing. But I barely heard, consumed with intense arousal, wetness soaking my panties. The image of her surrendering to Dominic's tongue played on repeat-head thrown back in ecstasy, legs spread in abandon.

"Questions?" Dr. Summers asked as her presentation concluded.

A girl near me raised her hand. "How do you know if you're ready to participate?"

"Your body will tell you," came the immediate response. "Sexual desire is a natural physiological response to wellness programming. If watching today's demonstration aroused you, that's a healthy sign that your body recognizes its own needs."

My stomach dropped, heat rushing fast and mean. She knew. They all knew. The arousal burning through my system must be written across my face in letters visible from space.

"Remember," Dr. Summers concluded, "sexuality isn't shameful. It's a fundamental aspect of human health that our society has unnecessarily stigmatized. The wellness program helps you reclaim that natural part of yourself in a safe, supportive environment."

Students began filing out, chatting casually about schedules and weekend plans as if they hadn't just watched live oral sex. I remained frozen in my chair, legs pressed tightly together to try to contain the desperate ache throbbing between my thighs.

"Madison?"

I looked up to find Izzy beside my chair, her green eyes bright with understanding. She looked incredible in yoga pants that showcased every curve of her toned legs and a fitted crop top that revealed a strip of tanned stomach I couldn't stop staring at.

"How are you doing?" she asked gently, settling into the chair beside me. "That was pretty intense for your first demonstration."

"I..." My voice came out as barely more than a whisper. "I can't stop thinking about it. The way she looked when she... when he made her..."

"Come?" Izzy supplied with a knowing smile. "Yeah, Dr. Summers always does amazing demonstrations. Dominic's got serious skills."

The casual way she discussed it made my head spin all over again. "Does it always affect people like this? I feel like I'm burning up inside."

"That's completely normal," she assured me, reaching over to briefly touch my hand. Her fingers were cool against my overheated skin. "Your body is recognizing what it needs. The question is what you want to do about it."

I stared down at my hands, trying to organize thoughts that kept scattering like leaves in a windstorm. "I was taught desires were sinful. But watching her let go completely..."

"There's nothing sinful about pleasure," Izzy said. "Your body is designed for it."

Standing on unsteady legs, I felt my arousal-wet panties clinging to sensitized flesh, sparks of friction with every step. The need was impossible to ignore.

"The QR code in my packet..."

"First step toward exploring what your body wants," Izzy finished. "Registration is confidential."

"Think about it," she said at Henderson Hall. "Your body knows what it wants."

Back in my room, the QR code seemed to pulse in the afternoon light. My body had decided for me. The ache between my legs made sitting still agony, every movement sending desperate need through my core.

I grabbed my phone and scanned the code. After thirty seconds of hesitation, I pressed "Begin Application." The form requested basic information-nothing invasive.

"Areas of Interest" had checkboxes for receiving and providing services. Receiving meant experiencing what Dr. Summers had-earth-shattering climax. Providing meant being like Izzy, wearing the jade bracelet confidently. I checked both boxes.

I tapped submit. A confirmation appeared: "Your application has been approved. Please visit the Program Office in Campbell Building Room 102 to receive your participant materials."

Something fundamental had shifted. Yesterday's girl would never have filled out that form. But she'd never experienced this overwhelming arousal or witnessed Dr. Summers' transcendent pleasure.

Without letting myself think, I walked back to Campbell Building. Room 102 was just down the hall from where the demonstration had taken place. A kind receptionist handed me a small jade bracelet and orientation packet.

"Congratulations," she said warmly. "The bracelet indicates your availability to provide wellness services. Wear it on your right wrist when you're open to helping other students."

Back in my room, I stared at the jade bracelet lying on my desk. Such a small thing to represent such a massive change. My hands shook as I picked it up, the cool stone warming quickly against my skin. The clasp was simple-a gentle click as it secured around my right wrist.

I held up my hand, turning my wrist to catch the light. The bracelet seemed to pulse with meaning, marking me as someone available, someone willing. The conservative girl from Idaho would have been horrified. But that girl felt like a stranger now.

The afternoon's orientation activities felt distant compared to the constant awareness humming under my skin. The jade bracelet felt warm and significant around my wrist, a constant reminder of what I'd committed to.

At dinner, I followed signs to the designated wellness program section-a quieter area of the dining hall with softer lighting and more intimate table arrangements. Several other students with jade bracelets sat scattered throughout the space, their easy confidence both inspiring and intimidating.

I picked at my salad, hyperaware of the bracelet catching the light each time I lifted my fork. Arousal continued to pulse through me, refusing to diminish despite the hours since the demonstration.

"Madison?"

I looked up to find Oliver approaching with his own dinner tray, his warm smile making my pulse skip in ways I was still learning to recognize. He looked different in casual clothes-jeans and a fitted henley that showcased his swimmer's build, his dark hair slightly disheveled as if he'd been running his hands through it.

"Mind if I join you?"

I nodded as he sat across from me, and immediately his gaze fell to my right wrist. His expression shifted-not surprise, but a deeper interest that made heat flood my cheeks.

"I see you've made a decision," he said, his voice taking on that same intimate tone I remembered from yesterday. "How was your first day? Dr. Summers gives great demonstrations."

Heat flooded my cheeks so fast I felt dizzy. "It was... educational," I managed, the word feeling inadequate to describe watching oral sex performed as a casual teaching aid.

"First time seeing anything like that?" His tone was gentle, understanding, without any judgment that might have sent me fleeing.

"Yes," I whispered. "Where I come from, we don't... people don't..."

"Talk about sex like it's natural and healthy?" he supplied with a slight smile. "Yeah, I figured. Conservative background?"

I nodded, suddenly fascinated by my untouched salad. "Very. My parents would have heart attacks if they knew what I saw today."

"How did it make you feel? How did your body respond to watching Dr. Summers receive pleasure?"

The question slammed into me. My body had responded with the most intense arousal of my life. Even now, the memory made my core clench with desperate hunger.

"I..." I started, then stopped, unable to find words for sensations I barely understood.

"Arousal is healthy," Oliver said. "I noticed you yesterday-your body language showed interest before your mind caught up. Dilated pupils, flushed skin, pressed thighs. Classic arousal signs."

The clinical way he discussed my responses was oddly reassuring. No judgment, just observation.

"I applied," I said suddenly. "This afternoon, after the demonstration."

Something shifted in his expression-subtle intensification, dark eyes holding mine, leaning forward.

"For services?" he asked. "Or participation?"

"Both," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the ambient noise of the dining hall.

"Madison." The way he said my name sent shivers down my spine, intimate and warm like a caress. "That's a big step. How are you feeling about it now?"

"Terrified," I admitted. "But I can't stop thinking about how Dr. Summers looked when she came. Complete abandon."

Images played through my mind-her head thrown back in ecstasy, desperate pleasure echoing off the walls.

"I was watching you during that demonstration," Oliver said quietly. "Your breathing, how you pressed your legs together, the flush spreading down your throat."

His words sent a sharp spike of need through my core. No one had ever acknowledged my sexual responses as desirable rather than shameful.

"The bracelet means you're available," he said, his voice dropping lower. "Available to help other students with their stress relief."

I nodded, not trusting my voice as heat built between my legs.

"I've had a stressful day," he continued, his dark eyes holding mine. "And you look like you're ready to learn what the program really involves."

Without waiting for my response, he stood and moved to my side of the table. His hand settled gently but firmly on my shoulder, applying just enough pressure to guide me down from my chair.

"Kneel for me, Madison," he said softly.

The dining hall didn't disappear-I was hyperaware of the other students in the wellness section, some watching with casual interest, others focused on their own interactions. But none of that mattered as my body responded to his command with liquid heat.

My knees hit the soft carpet beneath the table, bringing me to eye level with his belt buckle. His other hand moved to the back of my head, fingers threading gently through my hair.

"This is how the program works," he murmured, his thumb stroking along my jaw. "When you wear the bracelet, you're available to help other students manage their stress. And right now, I really need some relief."

My heart hammered as I processed what was happening. This wasn't a private, romantic encounter-this was my first official act as a wellness program participant. The reality both terrified and thrilled me.

"Have you ever done this before?" he asked gently, his hand moving to his belt buckle.

"No," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the ambient dining hall noise.

"Good," he said with satisfaction. "I'll teach you exactly what I need."

The sound of his belt coming undone made my core clench with anticipation. When he freed himself from his jeans, I was faced with my first close look at an erect penis-thick and intimidating, but somehow fascinating.

"Just breathe," Oliver instructed, guiding my head forward with gentle pressure. "Start slow. Use your tongue to explore."

The first contact made both of us groan. He was warm and firm against my tongue, with a musky taste that was surprisingly appealing. I experimented with different movements, paying attention to which ones made him sigh with pleasure.

"That's it," he encouraged. "You're a natural. Now try taking more of me."

I opened my mouth wider, letting him slide deeper. The weight on my tongue was substantial, and I had to concentrate on breathing through my nose as he filled my mouth more completely.

"Touch yourself," he said roughly. "I want you to feel good while you're taking care of me."

His command sent liquid heat straight to my core. My hand slipped between my legs, finding myself slick with arousal. The dual sensation-servicing him while pleasure myself-was incredibly erotic.

"Such a good girl," Oliver groaned as I found a rhythm. "You were made for this."

I took him deeper, fighting my gag reflex as he hit the back of my throat. Instead of pulling away, I held him there for a moment, surprised by how much I wanted to please him, to prove I could handle whatever he needed.

"Christ, Madison," he gasped. "You're going to make me come."

The knowledge thrilled me. My fingers worked frantically against my clit as I increased my efforts, hollowing my cheeks and using my tongue in ways that made him grip my hair tighter.

When he finally climaxed, I was ready for it. The warm, salty fluid flooded my mouth, and I swallowed eagerly, surprised by how much I craved every drop. The act sent me over the edge too, my body shuddering with a smaller but intense orgasm.

"Perfect," Oliver said as I slowly released him, his breathing heavy. "Absolutely perfect for your first time."

He helped me to my feet, and I noticed a few other students in the wellness section watching with approving smiles. The casual acceptance made me feel proud rather than embarrassed.

"How do you feel?" he asked as we settled back at the table.

"Different," I admitted. "Like I've crossed some invisible line and there's no going back."

"That's exactly right," Oliver said with satisfaction. "You're officially part of the program now. And from what I just experienced, you're going to be very popular."

"So what happens now?" I asked, still catching my breath.

"Now you wear the bracelet whenever you're available," he explained. "Other students will approach you when they need stress relief. You'll learn different techniques, different ways to help. The program has training sessions if you want to develop specific skills."

I nodded, the weight of the jade bracelet feeling more significant now. Twenty-four hours ago, I'd been a virgin who'd never even given a blowjob. Now I'd provided my first wellness service and discovered I actually craved the experience.

"How do you feel?" Oliver asked again.

"Like someone turned on lights in rooms I didn't know existed," I said honestly. "But also... hungry for more. Is that normal?"

"Completely normal," he assured me. "You've discovered something your body has been craving. The program is about embracing those desires instead of being ashamed of them."

Looking at my reflection in the dining hall's windows, I looked different-flushed, with swollen lips and bright eyes. The conservative girl from Idaho was gone, replaced by someone who could kneel in public and eagerly swallow a man's pleasure.

Walking back to my room, I was hyperaware of every sensation-the taste still lingering in my mouth, the satisfied ache in my jaw, the way the jade bracelet caught the light with each movement.

In my mirror, I could see evidence of what had happened-swollen lips, bright eyes, the glow of someone who'd discovered something incredible about herself.

Lying in bed, I replayed every moment-the weight on my tongue, Oliver's encouragement, the surprising thrill of swallowing his release, the way my own pleasure had built while I serviced him. My body hummed with satisfaction, but underneath was hunger for more experiences.

Tomorrow, other students might approach me. I would learn new techniques, new ways to provide relief. The thought both terrified and thrilled me.

As sleep claimed me, I touched the jade bracelet on my wrist. I was officially part of the program now-no longer just Madison from Idaho, but a provider of wellness services, someone who could bring others pleasure.

In my dreams, I wore the bracelet with pride, and the conservative girl from my past felt like a distant memory of someone else's life entirely.


Chapter 3

⚜

Complete Awakening

⚜

Iwoke on my third morning at Westbridge already burning with need. Before I was even fully conscious, my hand had drifted between my legs, finding myself slick from dreams of jade bracelets and surrendering to pleasure. The girl from Idaho felt like someone else's memory-a distant, faded photograph of someone I used to be.

The morning light streaming through my dorm window seemed different now, brighter somehow, as if the world itself had shifted overnight. Even the familiar sounds of campus waking up-footsteps in the hallway, water running in distant showers, the low murmur of voices-felt charged with possibility.

In the shower, I couldn't resist. With hot water cascading over my sensitized skin, I braced against the tile wall and let the other hand explore the wetness that had bloomed overnight. My fingers found that tight spot I'd discovered two nights ago, and I worked myself into a frenzy thinking about yesterday's demonstration-Dr. Summers' complete abandon, Dominic's skilled tongue bringing her to climax, the way I'd eagerly swallowed Oliver's release in the dining hall.

The first orgasm hit me like lightning, making my knees buckle as shockwaves crashed through my belly. But instead of satisfaction, it only stoked my hunger. I came again, harder, my cries bouncing off the shower walls as I imagined more hands on my body, more mouths exploring every inch of me.

By the time I emerged from the bathroom, the green stone warm around my wrist, I carried a steady heat under my skin. Every movement sent little aftershocks through me, and knowing other students might approach me today made my pulse quicken with anticipation.

At breakfast, I claimed a table in the wellness section without hesitation, positioned where I could watch the entrance. My fitted sundress-the same modest style I'd worn my whole life-now felt deliberately provocative as it hugged my curves and emphasized the swell of my breasts. I'd left my hair loose, strawberry blonde catching the morning light.

"Madison?"

I looked up to find Oliver approaching with his breakfast tray, but he wasn't alone. Izzy walked beside him, stunning in yoga pants that hugged her athletic legs and a cropped tank that revealed the toned muscles of her stomach. Her bracelet winked as she moved.

"Good morning," I said, my voice already breathless at their combined presence. "How did you sleep?"

"Like the dead," Izzy laughed, settling across from me while Oliver took the chair to my left. "But I woke up thinking about our conversation yesterday. About you discovering what your body needs."

Heat rushed to my face as I remembered admitting my inexperience, the way Izzy had talked about female pleasure with such confidence. Now, watching her lean back with complete self-assurance, I found myself staring at the gentle curves beneath her thin top.

"I've been thinking about it too," I admitted quietly. "About... exploration."

Oliver's hand found my knee beneath the table, his thumb stroking small circles. "You've made incredible progress. Yesterday was just the beginning."

"Speaking of which," Izzy said, her green eyes bright with mischief, "Oliver and I were wondering if you might be interested in something more... educational. Ready for something new?"

My breath caught. "Ready for something new?"

"Male and female perspectives," Oliver explained, his hand sliding higher up my thigh. "You've learned to give pleasure to a man. But you haven't experienced what it feels like to receive from someone who really knows what they're doing."

"Or how it feels to touch another woman," Izzy added softly. "To learn what feels good by exploring someone else's body."

The suggestion sent hot liquid straight through my core. I'd been so focused on my attraction to men that I hadn't fully acknowledged how I'd been looking at Izzy-the way my eyes lingered on her curves, the flutter of arousal when she leaned close enough for me to smell her perfume.

"I don't know if I'm ready," I whispered.

"Your body says otherwise," Oliver said gently, his thumb brushing my inner thigh. I was acutely aware of how wet I'd become just from their proximity. "And we'd go slow. Guide you through everything."

"There's a private room in the wellness center," Izzy said. "Soundproof, comfortable. Perfect for learning."

The thought of being alone with both of them made my entire body flush. My nipples pressed tight against my bra, and slickness gathered between my legs.

"Okay," I said, surprising myself with how decisive I sounded. "Yes. I want to learn."

Oliver's smile was warm and intent. "Finish your breakfast first. You're going to need your energy."

The meal passed in a haze. Every casual touch from Oliver sent sparks through me, and Izzy's knowing looks had me shifting in my seat, desperate for friction.

When we finally stood to leave, my legs felt unsteady. The wellness center was just a short walk, but every step heightened my awareness-the way my panties stuck to me, the sensitivity of my breasts as they moved with each stride.

The private room was softly lit with thick carpet and a large sectional sofa covered in plush cushions. The door latched with a clean click.

"How do you want to start?" Oliver asked.

"With this," Izzy said, stepping close. Her hands found my waist, pulling me against her until we were pressed together from chest to thigh. "Madison, look at me."

I tilted my face up, heart hammering as she leaned down. Her lips were soft and warm, moving against mine with gentle insistence until I opened for her.

Kissing another woman was different-softer, more intuitive, as if she knew exactly what would make me melt. When her tongue touched mine, I moaned into her mouth, hands fisting in her tank top.

"Beautiful," Oliver said from behind me. "You can see how much she wants this."

Izzy's hands slipped under my dress, fingers tracing my waist before moving higher to cup my breasts through my bra. The sensation was electric-different from my own touch or Oliver's masculine hands. She knew exactly where to press, how much pressure to apply, until I was gasping against her mouth.

"Your turn," she whispered, pulling back just enough to speak. "Touch me, Madison."

My hands shook as they found the hem of her crop top, sliding underneath to explore the warm silk of her skin. Her stomach was firm with muscle, and when my fingers brushed the underside of her breasts, she arched into my touch with a soft sigh.

"She's not wearing a bra," I marveled, palms finally cupping her.

"Too restrictive," Izzy laughed. "Touch my nipples. Make me feel good."

The first brush of my thumbs over her hardened peaks made her gasp and press closer. I was fascinated by her responses-how her breathing quickened, how she grew harder under my touch, the little sounds of pleasure when I rolled them between my fingers.

"That's it," Oliver said, his voice rough. "Learn what she likes."

I felt him moving behind me, then his hands were on my shoulders, slowly sliding the straps of my sundress down. The fabric pooled at my waist, my upper body now in just my white cotton bra.

"So beautiful," Izzy murmured, her fingers tracing the lace edge. "But this needs to come off too."

The clasp opened under her skilled touch, and my bra joined my dress at my waist. Oliver's sharp intake of breath made me look down-my breasts flushed and swollen, nipples tight with arousal.

"Perfect," Oliver said, his hands sliding around to cup the full weight of my breasts.

The dual sensation-Izzy's soft hands exploring my stomach while Oliver's masculine touch claimed my breasts-was overwhelming. When he rolled my nipples between his fingers while Izzy's mouth found my throat, I cried out and nearly collapsed between them.

"Couch," Izzy said firmly. "We need more space."

They guided me to the sectional, and I found myself lying back against the soft cushions with both of them kneeling beside me. Izzy eased my dress over my hips while Oliver hooked his fingers in my panties, leaving me naked except for my bracelet.

"So wet already," Oliver observed, his gaze moving between my legs. "Look how ready she is."

Instead of embarrassment, it sent fresh heat through me. Being examined like this was incredibly arousing.

"Let me show you what real skill looks like," Izzy said, settling between my legs with easy, deliberate grace. "This is what your body was made for."

The first touch of her tongue to my clit made me arch off the couch with a sharp cry. She knew exactly where to lick, how much pressure to apply, how to use the tip to drive me wild. Within moments I was gasping and writhing beneath her attention.

"Look at her," Oliver said, hands continuing to explore my breasts. "She's right there."

Izzy's mouth was relentless-alternating between broad strokes and precise attention to my clit that had me climbing toward release with desperate speed. When she slipped two fingers inside, curling them to hit some magical spot, I shattered.

The orgasm was unlike anything I'd experienced-electricity that seemed to originate from my very core and radiate outward until my entire body convulsed. I heard myself crying out, back arching as I pushed against Izzy's mouth.

"That's it," Oliver encouraged. "Let go completely."

Before I could recover, Izzy shifted her approach-tongue working my clit in soft circles while her fingers pumped steadily inside. The combination sent me over the edge again almost immediately, this time even more intense.

"Please," I gasped as she showed no signs of stopping. "I can't... it's too much..."

"Yes, you can," she said against my heated flesh. "One more."

The third orgasm built slowly, deep coiling tension that encompassed my entire body. When it broke, I felt like I was flying apart-every nerve firing at once in a crescendo that left me boneless and gasping.

"Beautiful," Oliver said with satisfaction. "Now you know what you're capable of."

As I lay panting, Izzy moved up to lie beside me, her face glistening with my arousal. "How was that?" she asked with a knowing smile.

"I never knew it could feel like that," I managed.

"Your turn to learn," she said, then looked at Oliver. "Both of us."

Oliver moved to sit against the arm of the couch, already stroking his thick, veined shaft. "Come here, both of you. Madison, it's time you learned to share."

My pulse spiked as Izzy helped me to my knees beside her in front of Oliver. His cock was hard and heavy in his hand, the broad head slick with arousal.

"Watch me first," Izzy said, leaning forward to take him in her mouth. I watched, transfixed, as she worked him with skilled tongue and lips, her hand working what she couldn't take.

"Your turn," she said, pulling away. "Follow my lead."

I leaned forward, tentatively running my tongue along his length. He groaned, his hand finding my hair.

"That's it," Izzy encouraged. "Now we'll do it together."

What followed was unlike anything I could have imagined. Izzy and I worked in tandem-our tongues meeting around him, taking turns, learning from each other. When she guided me to take him deeper, I fought my gag reflex and held him there, earning desperate sounds of pleasure.

"Good girl," Oliver gasped. "Both of you. Christ, that's incredible."

We continued until he was trembling with need, then Izzy pulled me away. "Save some for later," she said with a wicked smile.

"Madison," Oliver said roughly, his hands reaching for me. "I need to be inside you."

As he positioned himself between my legs, Izzy moved to straddle my face in reverse, her slick heat just above my mouth.

"Now you learn to give and receive at the same time," she said.

Oliver pressed into me slowly-the stretch shocking, then my body softened around him. The relief made me exhale his name. When he was fully seated, filling me completely, Izzy lowered herself to my mouth.

"Flatten your tongue," she instructed. "Good. Now suck and flick... yes, just like that."

I felt her quiver against my mouth as I learned her rhythm, while Oliver began to move inside me with slow, deliberate strokes. The dual sensations were overwhelming-giving pleasure while receiving it, every thrust pushing my mouth tighter against Izzy's heat.

"Oh god," Izzy gasped. "That's it-find that spot-there. Don't stop."

I felt her building toward climax just as my own orgasm approached from Oliver's steady rhythm. When Izzy cried out and pulsed against my mouth, the vibrations of her pleasure triggered my own release, clenching around Oliver as waves rolled through me.

"Fuck," Oliver groaned, his movements becoming more urgent. "I'm going to come."

"Inside me," I managed to say between licks of Izzy's still-trembling flesh. "I want to feel it."

When he finally climaxed with a deep groan, I felt every pulse as heat bloomed deep and slow inside me. As he slid out, warmth spilled down my lips, and Izzy immediately moved to catch it with her mouth, moaning as she tasted both of us before kissing me so I could taste it too.

We lay tangled together afterward, sweaty and satisfied. But we weren't done.

"There's someone else who wants to meet you," Oliver said with a smile.

A soft knock at the door made me tense, but Oliver was already getting up to answer it. A young man entered-about my age, with shoulder-length dark hair and an artistic look to him.

"Madison, this is Sam," Oliver said. "He's in your psychology program. Sam, this is Madison."

Sam's eyes took in the scene-three naked bodies on the couch, the scent of sex heavy in the air-and smiled. "I can see I missed the introduction," he said, already pulling off his shirt.

"Not at all," Izzy said, stretching languidly. "We're just getting started."

What happened next pushed me to heights I hadn't known existed. While Izzy positioned herself beneath me, Sam took Oliver's place, his cock sliding into me from behind while I buried my face between Izzy's legs.

"That's it," Sam said, his hands gripping my hips as he set a steady rhythm. "Lick her while I fuck you."

I lost myself in the sensation-my tongue working Izzy's clit while Sam filled me again and again, each thrust pushing me deeper against her heat. The taste of another woman was intoxicating-salty-sweet and uniquely feminine, so different from anything I'd experienced before. Sam's rhythm was different too, more artistic and deliberate than Oliver's athletic precision, each stroke designed to build rather than overwhelm.

The sounds of pleasure surrounding me created a symphony I never wanted to end-Izzy's soft gasps and encouragements, Sam's deep groans of satisfaction, Oliver's quiet words of praise from where he watched nearby. It was sensory overload in the best possible way.

When Izzy came again against my mouth, her thighs trembling around my head, I felt Sam swell inside me and knew he was close. His final thrusts were desperate, urgent, and when he emptied himself inside me with a strangled groan, it triggered one more orgasm that left me sobbing with pleasure.

We collapsed together-four bodies intertwined, breathing hard in the aftermath. I felt completely used in the most wonderful way, my body humming with satisfaction I'd never imagined possible.

"How do you feel?" Sam asked, his hand stroking my hair.

"Complete," I said honestly. "Like I've found exactly what I was looking for."

"Good," Izzy said with satisfaction. "Because this is just the beginning."

By the time we finally dressed and prepared to leave, I felt like an entirely different person. Every step reminded me of what had happened-the lingering sensitivity, the taste still on my tongue, the warm ache deep inside from being so thoroughly filled.

"Same time tomorrow?" Izzy asked as we walked back toward campus.

"Definitely," I said without hesitation.

Alone in my room that evening, I looked at myself in the mirror and saw someone new-flushed skin, bright eyes, the subtle glow of someone who'd discovered transcendent pleasure. The bracelet on my wrist caught the lamplight.

I picked up my phone to text Sarah back home, but found myself staring at the blank screen. How could I possibly explain the transformation I'd undergone?

Finally, I typed: Finding myself here at university. Everything is different, but I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be.

Her response came quickly: That sounds wonderful! I'm so glad you're settling in and finding your place.

If only she knew, I thought with a secret smile. My "place" involved surrender to pleasure in ways I'd never imagined. The girl she'd known in Idaho was gone.

Lying in bed, I replayed every moment-Sam inside me from behind while I tasted Izzy, the way Oliver and I had shared his pleasure, the complete abandon I'd found. My body hummed with satisfied exhaustion, but underneath was hunger for more.

Tomorrow would bring new opportunities, new students who might need stress relief, new ways to explore what had been awakened inside me.

I turned my wrist. The jade flashed green in the lamplight-small, heavy, and exactly where it belonged.




⚜ ⚜ ⚜

Free Use Spring Break
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Chapter 1

⚜

Arrival and Awakening

⚜

The Cabo sun slammed into me when we stepped out of the airport, instant heat that made me gasp. Lucas grabbed our bags with easy strength, his white linen shirt clinging to his back in the humidity. The drive in his rented convertible took twenty minutes of pure tension-ocean breeze whipping my hair, his cologne mixing with salt air, my sundress riding up my thighs. By the time we reached his villa-white walls and infinity pools overlooking the ocean-my whole body thrummed with awareness.

As Lucas punched in the gate code, I saw them by the pool: a stunning blonde lounging topless on a daybed, her breasts perfect and sun-kissed, talking to a Japanese-American guy doing laps.

"That's Sienna and Kai," Lucas said, parking. "Javier and Brandon are probably inside."

Sienna waved languidly, completely unbothered by her toplessness, and I noticed something glinting on her wrist-a platinum bracelet that caught the light.

Inside, the villa was all open spaces and ocean views, cool marble under my sandals after the heat outside. The main living area flowed seamlessly onto terraces, every surface designed for lounging and pleasure. Lucas led me through where two more men were mixing drinks at the bar-Javier with his photographer's eye already assessing me like I was a subject to be captured, Brandon with his quarterback build making the space feel smaller, more charged.

"Gentlemen, this is Zara," Lucas announced. "Tyler Montgomery's sister."

"The economics major," Javier said with a slight accent, offering his hand. "Lucas mentioned you were brilliant."

"The dancer," Brandon added, his gaze traveling down my body in a way that should have bothered me but instead made a slow ache unfurl below my navel.

"Ex-dancer," I corrected, though my body still showed the years of ballet training.

Lucas touched my lower back, guiding me down the hall. "Let me show you your room. There's just one rule here at the villa."

He stopped at a door, producing a small box from his pocket. Inside lay a platinum bracelet, identical to Sienna's, delicate but substantial.

"If you choose to wear this," he said, his voice dropping lower, "you're agreeing to be available. Sexually. To anyone here, anywhere on villa grounds." He paused, his fingers brushing mine as he set the box on my dresser. "The platinum also means you're okay being filmed on villa property-photos, videos. Everything stays private within our group. No pressure. Your choice entirely."

The touch sent electricity shooting up my arm. I stared at the bracelet, my mouth suddenly dry.

"Sienna-"

"Loves the arrangement," he finished. "As I said, your choice. Dinner's at seven on the terrace."

He left me alone with my racing heart and the bracelet gleaming against the dark wood. I unpacked mechanically, my hands shaking as I hung sundresses in the closet, trying to process what I'd just agreed to consider. The sound of laughter drifted from the pool, Sienna's voice bright and carefree.

I changed into a yellow sundress and stepped onto my room's balcony, needing air that wasn't thick with Lucas's cologne. The fabric was thin, almost sheer in the late afternoon light, and I'd deliberately not put on a bra, my nipples already sensitive from constant arousal. The view was spectacular-ocean stretching endlessly, the pool below perfectly blue, the sound of waves mixing with distant laughter. That's when I saw them.

Sienna was on her knees by the pool's edge, the concrete surely rough against her skin, though she showed no discomfort. Kai stood before her, his swim trunks discarded on the tile, his cock thick and glistening with her saliva in the golden light. Her platinum bracelet caught the sun as her head moved rhythmically, taking him deep with practiced ease that made my breath catch. His hand tangled in her blonde hair, not forcing, just guiding, his fingers tightening when she did something particularly good.

I should have looked away. Should have stepped back into my room. Instead, I pressed against the balcony rail, the metal cool against my feverish skin, my thighs clenching involuntarily as I watched. The yellow fabric of my dress fluttered in the breeze, brushing against my hardened nipples and sending sparks through my body.

"Wider," Kai instructed quietly, and Sienna adjusted her knees, spreading them further apart on the pool deck. The position made her back arch, pushing her ass out, and I could see her hand working urgently between her legs, her fingers glistening with her own wetness.

Kai's quiet groans carried on the breeze, mixing with the wet, obscene sounds of Sienna's mouth working him. She pulled back to lick along his length, her tongue flat against the underside, tracing the prominent vein there. Her free hand pumped what her mouth had left slick, twisting at the head while she sucked just the tip, her cheeks hollowing with the suction.

"That's perfect," Kai murmured, his usually composed voice rough with pleasure. "Just like that. Take it deeper."

She obeyed immediately, relaxing her throat and sliding down until her nose pressed against his pelvis. I could see her throat working, swallowing around him, and my own throat constricted in sympathy. My nipples peaked into aching points against the thin fabric, and slick heat gathered between my thighs, soaking through my panties until moisture coated my inner thighs.

Sienna pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock, before diving back down. This time she moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his length, and Kai's hips jerked forward involuntarily. She took it eagerly, her hand between her legs moving faster, two fingers disappearing inside herself while her thumb worked her clit.

The sight made me clench around emptiness, aching with need I'd never felt before. My hand drifted to my breast, squeezing through the fabric, then slid under my dress without conscious thought. My panties were already soaked through.

"Oh god," I whimpered, rubbing desperately through the wet cotton, pressing hard against my swollen clit. The fabric provided just enough friction to drive me higher as I watched.

"Fuck, I'm close," Kai warned, his grip tightening in her hair. "Going to come down your throat."

Sienna only took him deeper in response, her throat working as she swallowed around him, her moans getting higher. Her fingers moved urgently between her legs, her whole body trembling.

My orgasm hit suddenly-my first time coming while watching others. I bit my lip hard to muffle my cry as pleasure crashed through me, my pussy spasming against my fingers, legs trembling uncontrollably against the balcony rail.

Through the haze, I watched Kai come in Sienna's mouth, her own climax hitting as she swallowed. She didn't pull away until he was completely spent, then sat back on her heels with a satisfied smile.

"Delicious," she said clearly, her voice carrying up. "I love how you taste after swimming."

With aftershocks still rippling through me, I watched them dive into the pool to cool off, both laughing like what happened was perfectly normal. Because here, with those platinum bracelets, it was.

I stumbled back into my room, legs shaking from my climax. My panties were soaked through, clinging uncomfortably, but my pussy still throbbed for more. The bracelet on the dresser caught my eye, platinum gleaming against dark wood.

Dinner was torture. I'd changed into dry panties and a different sundress-this one coral-colored and just as thin-but could already feel fresh wetness gathering as I sat across from Lucas on the terrace. The table was laden with fresh seafood and tropical fruit, but I could barely taste anything. Every time his eyes met mine over the candlelight, I thought about Sienna on her knees by the pool, imagined myself in her place with Lucas's cock heavy on my tongue, his hands in my hair.

"You're quiet," he observed, refilling my wine glass.

"Just taking it all in," I managed, hyperaware of the thin fabric rasping over my peaked nipples.

Sienna caught my eye and winked, her bracelet warm at her wrist. She looked perfectly composed, not like someone who'd been enthusiastically sucking cock two hours ago.

After dinner, she pulled me aside while the men discussed tomorrow's plans, their deep voices a rumbling backdrop to our conversation. The terrace was lit by strings of lights, the men's voices a low rumble behind us.

"The bracelet's still in your room," she said, not a question. Her green eyes held mine steadily, reading everything I was trying to hide.

I nodded, my cheeks burning, aware of every physical tell-the fabric catching on my stiff peaks, the slickness between my thighs.

"I saw you watching earlier." Her smile was knowing but not unkind. "From your balcony. The way you gripped the railing, the way your hand went to your breast. Your body already knows what it wants, doesn't it? The way you're squirming in your seat, how you keep pressing your thighs together, how you can't stop looking at Lucas's hands and imagining them on you."

"I've never-" I started, then stopped, my voice catching. Never what? Never been part of something like this? Never felt this desperately aroused? Never wanted something so badly it scared me?

"Come with me," she said, taking my hand.

She led me back to my room, the men's voices fading behind us. Inside, she walked straight to the dresser and picked up the bracelet, then guided my hand to it, pressing my fingers against the cool platinum.

"You'll love how easy your body makes this," she whispered, holding my hand against the metal. "Tomorrow, if you're wearing it, you'll understand what it means to let go. To be taken without thinking."

The bracelet warmed under our joined touch. "No decisions, no guilt, just pure pleasure," she murmured. "Your body already knows what it wants."

She released my hand, leaving me clutching the bracelet, trembling. My pussy clenched rhythmically, so wet I could feel it on my inner thighs.

After Sienna left, I stepped into the bathroom and stood under the shower's spray, the water lukewarm against my burning skin. I tried to cool the fire burning through me, but it was useless. The water sliding over my breasts only made me more aware of how sensitive my nipples were, how the slightest touch sent sparks straight to my core. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Kai's cock disappearing into Sienna's throat, heard her moans of pleasure, imagined Lucas watching me the same way-his blue eyes dark with desire as I took him deep.

I turned off the shower with unsteady hands, not even properly drying off before stumbling to the bed. The ocean breeze through the open window made me shiver, droplets of water still clinging to my skin, rolling down between my breasts. The sheets felt cool against my overheated body, but I didn't care about comfort. I needed release, needed it with a desperation that frightened and thrilled me in equal measure. My whole body felt electric, every nerve ending alive and screaming for touch.

I lay on the bed naked, still damp from the shower, my skin prickling with goosebumps. The bracelet was clutched in one hand, the metal cool against my palm, while my other hand drifted between my legs, finding myself soaked with more than just shower water. My arousal was thick and slippery, coating my inner thighs, my pussy swollen and aching.

I'd touched myself before, quick and guilty in my dorm shower with the water running to mask any sounds, but never like this. Never with this desperate, consuming need that made my whole body shake. Never while imagining such filthy, specific scenarios. My fingers circled my clit experimentally, and my hips jerked off the bed at the intensity, a broken moan escaping my lips.

"Oh god," I whispered to the empty room, increasing the pressure, circling faster.

The bracelet grew warm in my grip as I imagined Lucas standing in my doorway, watching me touch myself. In my fantasy, he'd just come to check on me, but stopped when he saw me spread out on the bed, my fingers working between my legs. His eyes would go dark with want as I spread my legs wider, deliberately showing him how wet I was, how my pussy glistened in the moonlight.

"Don't stop," fantasy-Lucas commanded, his voice rough. "Show me how you touch yourself when you think about me."

My fingers moved faster, slipping through my folds to gather more wetness before returning to my clit, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room. I used my other hand to spread myself open, imagining Lucas could see everything-my swollen clit, my dripping entrance, the way I gripped at emptiness.

In my fantasy, he stayed in the doorway, one hand gripping the frame while the other adjusted his obvious erection through his pants. Just watched with that controlled intensity while I worked myself higher, his presence making everything more intense.

"That's it," fantasy-Lucas murmured. "Show me how you come. I want to see you fall apart."

I slid two fingers inside myself, gasping at the stretch. My pussy was so wet they slid in easily, but I was tight from arousal, clenching around them immediately. I pumped slowly at first, feeling every ridge and soft spot inside, my palm grinding against my clit with each thrust. The bracelet's metal grew warmer in my other hand as I imagined wearing it tomorrow, imagined Lucas seeing it on my wrist and knowing exactly what it meant-that anyone could touch me, use me, take their pleasure from my body.

The thought of him watching while someone else touched me made my pussy flood with fresh wetness. I could picture it perfectly-Kai's precise control as he edged me over and over, never quite letting me come. Javier's creative direction as he positioned my body for his camera, spreading me open for the perfect shot before filling me with his cock. Brandon's quarterback strength pinning me down, his weight pressing me into the mattress while he fucked me with deep, powerful strokes.

I added a third finger, the stretch burning deliciously as I fucked myself properly now. My other hand released the bracelet to find my breast, rolling my nipple between my fingers, pinching just hard enough to make me gasp. The sensations layered-the fullness of three fingers pumping in and out, the pressure on my clit, the spark of pain-pleasure from my nipple.

"Lucas," I moaned, not caring if anyone heard through the thin walls. "Please, I need-"

The image shifted-me on my knees like Sienna, but it was Lucas standing over me. His cock would be perfect, thick and long, the head flushed and leaking. I'd look up at him through my lashes as I took him in my mouth for the first time, learning his taste, the weight of him on my tongue. The others would be watching, maybe stroking themselves, waiting their turn.

"Such a good girl," fantasy-Lucas praised as I took him deeper, fighting my gag reflex. "You were made for this, weren't you? Made to be used, to give pleasure."

My fingers moved faster, harder, my pussy making wet sounds with each thrust. I curled them, finding that spot inside that made my vision blur, and pressed hard. My other hand abandoned my breast to rub my clit in tight, fast circles, the dual stimulation overwhelming.

I imagined tomorrow-wearing the bracelet at breakfast, Lucas's eyes darkening when he saw it. Him standing from the table, walking over, sliding his hand up my thigh without asking. Finding me wet and ready, always ready now. Bending me over the table while everyone watched, while they continued eating their breakfast like it was normal.

"Lucas, Lucas, I'm going to-"

My orgasm hit like a lightning strike, white-hot pleasure exploding from my core. My back arched completely off the bed, my pussy clamping down on my fingers so hard it almost hurt. I cried out, louder than I'd ever been, my voice breaking as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

But it didn't stop. My fingers kept moving, riding out the first orgasm straight into a second. This one was deeper, making my whole body convulse, my legs shaking uncontrollably. Wetness gushed from me, soaking my hand and the sheets beneath me. I sobbed with the intensity of it, tears leaking from my eyes as pleasure bordered on too much.

When I finally collapsed, aftershocks still rippling through me, I could barely breathe. My pussy was still clenching rhythmically around my fingers, oversensitive but still hungry. I slowly withdrew them, whimpering at the loss, at how empty I felt.

I brought my wet fingers to my lips, tasting myself properly for the first time-tangy and intimate, purely me. I sucked them clean, imagining it was Lucas's cock I was tasting, that he'd just finished inside me and I was cleaning him with my mouth.

The bracelet was still clutched in my other hand, the metal now warm from my grip, heavy with promise.

I held it up to the moonlight streaming through the window, studying how the platinum caught the light. The delicate links seemed to pulse with their own energy, as if the metal itself knew what it represented. Sienna had promised the morning would show me everything.

My thumb found the clasp, and I felt it click open with a soft snick. The sound seemed to echo in the quiet room, final and irreversible. My heart pounded as I brought it to my wrist, feeling the cool metal against my pulse point where my blood ran hot and fast.

Another click as the clasp closed.

The weight of it was perfect-substantial enough to feel but not heavy, a constant reminder of what I'd just agreed to. I turned my wrist, watching the moonlight dance across the platinum, knowing that tomorrow everything would change. When I wore this at breakfast, Lucas would see it. They'd all see it and know exactly what it meant-that I was available, that anyone could touch me, use me, take their pleasure from my body. My pussy gave an anticipatory clench at the thought, already eager for whatever came next.

I fell asleep with it on, my body still thrumming with satisfaction and possibility, fingers still slightly sticky with my arousal. The ocean breeze cooled my naked skin as I drifted off. In my dreams, Lucas stood in my doorway watching me sleep, his smile dark with promise as morning light caught the platinum, his hand already reaching for me.


Chapter 2

⚜

Daybed Initiation

⚜

Iwoke to sunlight streaming through the windows and the weight of platinum around my wrist. For a moment, I thought last night had been a dream-watching Sienna with Kai, coming apart on my own fingers while I watched them, deliberately clasping the bracelet. Then I lifted my arm, and morning light caught the metal, warm from being against my skin all night.

My pussy clenched at the memory, already slick despite having just woken up. The sheets beneath me still carried my scent. By breakfast, everyone would know what I'd chosen.

I stood on shaky legs, catching my reflection in the mirror. My hair was wild from sleep, lips still slightly swollen from how hard I'd bitten them during my orgasms. The bracelet gleamed against my wrist, impossible to miss. I touched it, feeling its weight, remembering Lucas's words about what it meant.

I slipped on my tiny yellow bikini-the one I'd bought on impulse in Boston and never had the courage to wear in public. The triangles barely covered my nipples, showing the full curves of my breasts from the sides. The bottoms were more suggestion than coverage, the string sides meaning any movement might expose me completely. My ass cheeks were entirely bare, the fabric disappearing between them. But that was the point now, wasn't it? I was available. The thought made my nipples harden visibly through the thin material, and fresh wetness gathered between my thighs.

The breakfast spread on the terrace looked like something from a resort magazine-fresh fruit, pastries, coffee that smelled like heaven. But all conversation stopped when I walked out.

Sienna noticed first, her eyes going straight to my wrist. "There," she said, satisfaction in her voice. "Perfect."

Lucas's gaze found the bracelet next, and something shifted in his expression-his blue eyes darkening, jaw tightening slightly. The look made my nipples harden against the thin bikini fabric.

"Good morning, Zara," he said, voice lower than usual. "Sleep well?"

"Yes," I managed, hyperaware of how little I was wearing, how every eye had tracked to the platinum on my wrist.

Javier set down his camera-he seemed to always have it nearby-and without asking, placed his hand on my knee, gently pushing it wider as I sat. "Better angle for the morning light," he said casually, as if adjusting my body was perfectly normal now.

Sienna smiled approvingly. "You look ready."

I reached for orange juice with trembling fingers, feeling the weight of their attention, the way the morning sun warmed my exposed skin. Every nerve was hypersensitive, aware of the slightest breeze, the way my bikini shifted when I moved.

After breakfast, I tried to relax on one of the daybeds by the pool, but my body hummed with anticipation. The sun-warmed fabric pressed against my bare back where my bikini string didn't cover, slightly rough, making me hyperaware of my skin. Lucas was swimming laps, his strong strokes cutting through the water, muscles flexing with each movement. Every time he turned at the wall, his eyes found me, dark with promise. Kai read in the shade, but I caught him watching over his book. Brandon and Sienna had disappeared somewhere in the villa.

The waiting was torture-knowing something would happen but not when or how. My pussy stayed wet, the bikini bottoms growing damp. Every time someone moved, I tensed, wondering if this was the moment. The camera sat on the table nearby, lens cap off, waiting. The pool filter hummed. A bird called from a palm tree. My skin prickled with sweat and need.

I shifted on the daybed, trying to find a comfortable position, but every movement made the bikini fabric rub against my sensitive nipples. Heat pooled along my spine, sweat beading under the knot of my top.

"Let me capture you in this light."

Javier stood over me, blocking the sun, camera already raised to his eye. The lens clicked before I could respond. He didn't wait for permission-the bracelet gleaming on my wrist was all the permission he needed now.

"On your back," he directed, hands already adjusting my position. "Arch more-yes, like that."

The daybed fabric was warm against my skin, slightly rough texture pressing into my back. His lens clicked steadily as he moved around me, capturing angles.

"Spread your legs slightly." His hand guided my thigh, fingers lingering on the sensitive inner skin. "Perfect."

The camera clicked again. Then his free hand trailed up my stomach, barely grazing the underside of my breast. My breath caught.

"So beautiful," he murmured, setting the camera carefully on the nearby table where it could still capture us. "And so responsive already. Look how your nipples show through the bikini."

He was right-they were hard points, clearly visible through the thin yellow fabric. His fingers traced one through the material, making me arch into his touch.

His mouth found my neck, kissing and sucking while his fingers traced the edge of my bikini bottom. The combination of his warm mouth and the sun on my skin made me dizzy. I could smell his cologne mixed with sunscreen and chlorine from the pool.

"Everyone's watching," he whispered against my throat. "Lucas stopped swimming. Kai's not even pretending to read anymore."

I gasped, hips lifting involuntarily, seeking friction. The thought of them watching, of this being normal and expected, made my pussy clench.

"That's it," he encouraged, sliding his hand inside the fabric, fingers immediately finding how wet I was. "Fuck, you're absolutely soaked. Did you touch yourself this morning thinking about this?"

"Yes," I admitted, voice breaking. "I couldn't stop thinking about... about being available."

His fingers found my clit, circling with practiced precision. "And now you are. Here, in the full sunlight, by the pool, where anyone can see and anyone can join." The reality of it made me wetter, my hips rocking against his hand.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

"I know what you need." He pulled my bikini bottoms aside, exposing me completely. "I want to taste how the sun salted you."

His mouth replaced his fingers, and the first touch of his tongue against my clit made me cry out. He started with his tongue flat, licking a long stripe from my entrance to my clit before starting slow, deliberate circles that had me gripping the daybed cushion.

"Tastes like coconut," he murmured against me. "From your sunscreen. Mixed with how fucking wet you are."

Hard light glared off the water, heating my skin until I felt like I might combust. I could hear the others moving around-water splashing as Lucas moved to the pool edge for a better view, pages rustling as Kai abandoned his book, quiet footsteps on the pool deck-but no one seemed surprised or bothered by what was happening.

Sienna appeared in my peripheral vision, kneeling beside the daybed. She was topless as usual by the pool, her bracelet warm at her wrist. "Relax into it, honey. Let him make you feel good. You chose this-pleasure whenever, however."

She took my hand, squeezing gently as Javier's tongue worked magic, alternating between broad strokes that had me gasping and focused attention on my clit that made my thighs shake. Without warning, two fingers slid inside me, curling to hit that perfect spot that made my back arch completely off the daybed.

"Oh god, oh fuck," I moaned, unable to stay quiet. The combination of his tongue and fingers was overwhelming. My hips rocked against his face, chasing the building pleasure, not caring that I was probably suffocating him.

The camera shutter sounded-he must have set it to automatic, capturing everything. The rhythmic clicks synced with the pulses of pleasure as he worked me higher. Click as his tongue circled my clit. Click as his fingers pumped in and out. Click as my back arched and my mouth fell open.

Lucas had moved to the shallow end, standing waist-deep in water, his swim trunks doing nothing to hide his erection. His dark eyes never left us, watching every movement, every reaction. The weight of his gaze made everything more intense, knowing he was seeing me like this, spread open and desperate in the bright sunlight.

"She's close," Javier said, pulling back slightly. "Brandon, come here."

Brandon emerged from the villa, already hard in his swim trunks. At Javier's gesture, he moved to my head.

"Open for him," Javier instructed, returning his mouth to my pussy.

Brandon's cock was thick and already leaking pre-come. I opened my mouth, and he slid in slowly, letting me adjust to the size. The dual sensation-Javier's tongue on my clit, Brandon's cock in my mouth-was overwhelming.

"Good girl," Brandon groaned, hand tangling in my hair. "Take it deeper."

I tried to focus on breathing through my nose as he pushed further into my throat, but Javier's fingers inside me made it hard to concentrate on anything. My first public orgasm was building fast, no way to stop it.

"Don't hold back," Sienna encouraged, now closer. "Let everyone hear you."

When I came, I screamed around Brandon's cock, my whole body convulsing. My hips bucked uncontrollably against Javier's face, thighs trembling, toes curling so hard they cramped. The camera kept clicking, documenting every moment of my loss of control.

But they weren't done with me.

"On your hands and knees," Javier directed, his hands guiding me into position on the daybed.

My limbs shook as I moved, still trembling from the orgasm. The new position put me on full display-ass up, pussy still dripping from my orgasm and Javier's saliva. Hard noon glare baked my shoulder blades, and I could feel eyes on me from every direction.

Javier moved to my head while Brandon positioned himself behind me. Sienna knelt beside us, her fingers gently sliding into my mouth.

"Taste how sweet you are," she murmured, her fingers coated with my wetness. I sucked them clean, then Javier replaced them with his cock, the head glistening with pre-come.

Behind me, Sienna's hands spread me open for Brandon. "Let me in," Brandon said, pressing against my entrance. The stretch was intense-my first penetration in public, sting-slick as he pushed in slowly. He was thick, filling me completely, and the angle had him hitting deep.

Brandon's forearm wrapped around my hips, pinning me as he set a rhythm of deep, propulsive strokes. Each thrust pushed me further onto Javier's cock in my mouth. My jaw ached, drool running down my chin, but I didn't want them to stop.

"She takes it so well," Kai said from where he watched.

The shutter ticked steadily from where Javier had set it to auto. He pulled out of my mouth briefly. "Arch more," he said, his hand pressing my lower back to adjust the angle. The change made Brandon hit even deeper, and I moaned as Javier slid back between my lips.

Brandon's shadow fell across my back, providing brief relief from the sun as his quarterback strength drove into me. My thighs fluttered with each impact, the specific stretch-and-release rhythm making my whole body shake.

Javier pulled out of my mouth, grabbing the camera to capture us from different angles. "Perfect," he murmured, the shutter clicking rapidly as Brandon's pace increased.

"Fuck, she's clenching so hard," Brandon grunted from behind me. "Not going to last."

Javier's hand found my clit, rubbing tight circles while Brandon pounded into me with his quarterback strength. The dual stimulation was too much.

"Come for us," Javier commanded. "Let everyone see you fall apart."

My second orgasm hit even harder than the first. I screamed into the daybed cushion, body shaking uncontrollably as Brandon continued fucking me through it. My thighs gave out, but Brandon's grip kept me up, using me while I spasmed around him.

"Inside her," Javier said, camera capturing everything. "Fill her up."

Brandon came with a roar, cock pulsing deep inside me. I felt every twitch, every hot spurt, my pussy still clenching rhythmically around him. Javier captured it all-my face as I came apart, the way my body trembled, Brandon's expression as he emptied himself into me.

When Brandon pulled out, I collapsed onto the daybed, legs shaking too hard to support me. Cum leaked from my pussy onto the fabric, but I was too overwhelmed to care.

Javier leaned down, kissing me softly, letting me taste the mixture of our flavors on his tongue. His hand cupped my face gently, thumb stroking my cheek. "Beautiful," he murmured against my lips. "Absolutely perfect. The photos are going to be incredible."

Sienna helped me to the pool edge, my legs barely functioning. Each step was unsteady, cum still leaking down my inner thighs, my pussy tender and swollen from use. The cool water was a shock against my overheated skin, making me gasp as it hit my sensitive flesh.

"You did so good," she said, smoothing my hair back from my sweaty face. Her touch was gentle, almost maternal. "How do you feel?"

"Like I'm floating," I managed, still trembling with aftershocks that rippled through me in waves. "Like my body isn't quite mine anymore."

She smiled knowingly. "That's the bracelet working. Your body knows what it wants now."

Lucas swam over from where he'd been watching, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. Water dripped from his hair, his chest muscles defined in the afternoon light. "Tonight," was all he said, but his hand brushed my thigh under the water, fingers trailing up almost to where Brandon's cum was still seeping out of me. The touch felt like a brand, a claim.

"Mine first," he added so quietly only I could hear, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. "Remember that."

I floated in the pool until my body calmed down, the cool water soothing my heated skin while I processed what had just happened. I'd been fucked in public by Brandon while sucking Javier, their hands all over me, the camera documenting everything while others watched like it was casual entertainment. My first public penetration, my first time being shared between two men. And I'd loved every overwhelming second of it.

Later, still sensitive and dazed from being thoroughly fucked, I stumbled into the outdoor shower area to rinse off the chlorine and cum. My legs were unsteady, pussy still occasionally clenching from aftershocks. The tiles were cool against my bare feet, water lukewarm as it cascaded over my marked skin-I could see the beginnings of bruises on my hips from where they'd gripped me.

"Don't turn around."

Kai's voice, calm and controlled as always. I froze, water running down my back, as he stepped into the shower behind me. His body pressed against mine, already naked, his hard cock pressing against my ass as he pinned me against the tile wall.

"Still dripping," he observed, his hand sliding around to cup my pussy, fingers immediately finding my swollen, sensitive clit. "Brandon's cum is still leaking out of you. And you're still so swollen, so sensitive. Perfect for what I have planned."

His fingers began slow, precise circles around my clit, not quite touching it directly, just teasing the hood. Even that indirect contact made my hips jerk forward, trying to increase the pressure.

"I watched you take them both," he said conversationally, like he wasn't driving me insane with his fingers. "Watched you scream when you came. Watched Brandon fill you up. But you're not done for the day, are you?"

"No," I gasped, pressing back against him. "The bracelet means-"

"You know what wearing it means," he finished. "Always ready. Show me how desperate you really are."

His fingers moved directly onto my clit now, working expertly with measured strokes that had me climbing fast. My pussy clenched, empty and aching to be filled again. I was so close, right on the edge, when he stopped.

"Count with me," he instructed, his breath hot against my ear. "Three... two... one... stop."

I whimpered as he pulled his hand away completely, leaving me hanging at the brink. My clit throbbed angrily, pussy clenching on nothing, so close I could feel the orgasm hovering just out of reach.

"Good girl. Again."

His fingers returned, building me back up with methodical precision. This time he slid two fingers inside me while his thumb worked my clit, finding that spot that made me see stars. The dual stimulation had me racing toward orgasm even faster than before.

"Kai, please, I'm going to-"

"Three... two... one... stop."

The second denial was worse. My whole body shook against the tile wall, pussy clenching desperately around nothing as he withdrew his fingers. I could taste the orgasm, feel it right there, but he wouldn't let me have it. The water running over my skin felt like too much sensation and not enough, every droplet making my hypersensitive body react.

"Please," I begged, not caring how desperate I sounded. "I need to come. I need it so badly."

"One more time." His free hand slid down my ass, finger circling my rim while he reached for the soap dispenser. "Then you can wait until tonight."

The third build-up was pure torture. He drizzled soap down my back, letting it run between my ass cheeks, making everything slick and smooth. One finger pressed just barely into my ass-a promise of things to come-while his other hand worked my clit with devastating precision.

"You're going to take it there tonight," he told me calmly as I writhed against him. "Lucas wants to watch you take your first cock in your ass. But first, you need to be desperate enough to beg for it."

The combination of his words, his finger barely breaching my ass, and his relentless attention to my clit had me racing toward what I knew would be an earth-shattering orgasm.

"Three... two... one..."

He stopped completely, stepping back and leaving me collapsed against the wall. My clit pulsed angrily, pussy dripping with arousal and residual cum, ass clenching around nothing. Every nerve in my body screamed for release.

"Tonight," he said. Behind me came the wet slide of his fist on his cock, though he didn't let himself finish. "Lucas has plans for you. You'll need to be this desperate for him."

He left me there, shaking and unsatisfied, my body one exposed nerve of need. The shower water did nothing to cool the fire he'd stoked and refused to extinguish. I could barely stand, had to brace myself against the wall as aftershocks of almost-orgasms rippled through me.

I stayed under the spray until I could walk without my legs visibly shaking, but my clit continued to throb with every movement, every breath. The promise of tonight-of finally getting relief, of Lucas's plans, of potentially being taken in my ass for the first time-made my already sensitive body ache with anticipation. The sun was starting to set, casting golden light across the villa, and I knew the longest night of my life was about to begin.


Chapter 3

⚜

Complete Surrender

⚜

The sun was setting when Lucas found me on his balcony. I'd been standing there since leaving the shower, Kai's denial still pulsing through me, my clit an angry throb that wouldn't quit. The bracelet caught the golden light as I gripped the railing.

"I've waited so long for this," he said, pulling me back against his chest.

His hands slid around my waist, and I could feel his erection pressing against my ass through his linen pants. My whole body responded instantly-nipples peaking, slick heat pooling between my thighs, that desperate ache Kai had stoked flaring higher.

"Two years," he murmured against my neck. "Two years of watching you, watching you look at me like you wanted to be devoured." His teeth scraped my throat. "And now you're here, wearing my bracelet, dripping wet and aching for me."

"Lucas," I whimpered, pressing back against him.

He spun me around and finally kissed me properly-the kiss I'd imagined a thousand times. His mouth claimed mine with controlled hunger, tongue sliding against mine, tasting me thoroughly while his hands gripped my hips. I whimpered against his lips, going boneless in his arms.

"Inside," he commanded when we broke apart, then lifted me effortlessly and carried me to his bed.

The master suite was huge, dominated by a king bed facing floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the darkening ocean like a painting. The space smelled of him-cedar and clean linen and something uniquely Lucas that made my head swim. He laid me out on the white sheets, still in my tiny bikini, the fabric barely covering anything after a day of being touched and used. The soft lycra was cool against my fevered skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from my core. He stood at the foot of the bed and just looked at me for a moment, taking in every inch-the way my chest rose and fell with quick breaths, how my thighs pressed together seeking friction, the visible wetness already darkening the yellow fabric between my legs. The hunger in his eyes made me squirm, made me want to spread myself open for him right then.

"I'm going to worship every inch of you," he said, voice low and controlled. "And you're going to tell me every filthy fantasy you've ever had about me."

He started at my ankles, kissing up the inside of my calf with maddening slowness. His tongue traced patterns behind my knee that made me shiver, finding nerve endings I didn't know existed. His hands were everywhere-stroking my other leg, trailing up my sides, teasing but never quite touching where I needed him most.

"You've been wet all day," he observed, fingers skimming the inside of my thigh. "Since Kai left you desperate in the shower. Since Brandon filled you this afternoon. But you're wetter now, aren't you?"

"Yes," I whimpered.

By the time he reached my inner thigh, I was panting, hips lifting off the bed seeking contact. He held me down with one hand on my hip, his strength casual but absolute.

"Confess," he commanded, teeth grazing the sensitive skin where my thigh met my hip. "When did you realize you wanted me?"

"Eighteen. My birthday party. You-fuck-you gave me that necklace and when you clasped it, your fingers brushed my neck and I had to excuse myself to the bathroom because I was so turned on."

His fingers hooked the fabric, pulling it aside but not touching me yet. I could feel his breath on my exposed pussy, making me squeeze against empty air.

"What happened next?" His voice was dark, commanding.

"I touched myself," I admitted, face burning. "Came in less than a minute thinking about your hands on me."

He rewarded me with one slow lick up my slit, barely grazing my clit. I nearly came just from that, three hours of denial making me hypersensitive. My back arched completely off the bed, a broken moan escaping.

"More," he demanded, blowing cool air over my wet flesh. "Tell me what you fantasized about."

"Freshman year. You came to visit Tyler and-fuck-you wore that gray henley and I couldn't stop staring at your arms. The way your forearms flexed when you opened a beer bottle."

Another slow lick, this time circling my entrance but avoiding my clit. I was dripping, could feel it running down to the sheets.

"I imagined you finding me in my dorm shower," I confessed, hips lifting frantically. "Imagined you pushing me against the tile and fucking me while Tyler was in the next room. Making me be quiet while you used me."

Two fingers slid inside me suddenly, curling expertly to hit that spot that made me see stars. I cried out, my inner muscles gripping him immediately.

"Keep going," he murmured, pumping his fingers slowly, devastatingly, while his thumb ghosted over my clit without quite making contact.

"Spring break sophomore year," I panted, my hips lifting frantically as his fingers worked inside me. "You posted those beach photos-fuck-you were shirtless with water dripping down your abs and I spent the entire week masturbating to them. Three times a day at least. Imagined you finding me on that same beach, pushing me down into the sand, not caring who saw. Imagined the sun on our skin while you fucked me with waves crashing around us."

"And last year?" He added a third finger, stretching me deliciously, the burn making me tighten around him, still avoiding my clit with maddening precision.

"Last year at Tyler's graduation. You wore that charcoal suit and I couldn't stop staring at how it fit your shoulders. I wanted-god, I wanted you to follow me to the coat closet. Wanted you to bend me over with my dress hiked up, your hand over my mouth to keep me quiet. Wanted you to fuck me during the party with everyone right outside, filling me with cum then sending me back out to mingle with it dripping down my thighs."

"Say it," he commanded suddenly, thumb finally finding my clit while his fingers stayed buried deep. His other hand wrapped loosely around my throat, not squeezing, just holding, possessive. "Say what you really wanted all those years."

"I wanted you to own me," I gasped, the admission torn from my throat. "Wanted to belong to you completely. Wanted you to be my first everything."

"That's it," he murmured, and the praise combined with his fingers made my pussy contract rhythmically. "You're mine first, remember that. No matter who else touches you tonight, you belong to me first."

He brought me to the edge with ruthless control-three fingers pumping steadily while his thumb worked my clit in tight circles. Just as my orgasm started to crest, he pulled away completely.

"No," I sobbed. "Don't stop, I need-"

"Not yet," he said calmly, watching me writhe. "Again."

He built me up again, this time with his mouth. His tongue was talented, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention that had me gripping the sheets. He sucked my clit into his mouth and I screamed, so close, right there-

He withdrew completely again.

"Lucas," I begged, tears streaming down my face. "I can't take it. Kai already-I've been on edge for hours-"

"One more," he said, flipping me onto my stomach. "Hands and knees."

I obeyed shakily, presenting myself to him. He slid his fingers back inside me from behind, his other hand reaching around to play with my clit. The angle was different, deeper, and when he crooked his fingers just right I nearly collapsed.

"You're going to come on my cock," he said, working me higher and higher. "In front of everyone. They're going to watch you fall apart for me first, before anyone else touches you. Understand?"

"Yes," I sobbed, right on the precipice. "Yes, I understand, I'm yours, I need you-"

He denied me for the third time and I actually screamed in frustration, my whole body shaking with denied release. My pussy throbbed around nothing, so empty, so needy. Every nerve was on fire.

"I can't hold on," I begged. "I need to come. I'm going to break."

"You'll come when I'm inside you," he said, pulling me up. "But first, you're going to tell them all that you're mine."

He led me to the main living area, his hand possessive on my lower back, fingers occasionally dipping lower to tease. My legs were unsteady, pussy dripping down my thighs, the denied orgasms making every step torture.

The space had been transformed completely. Cushions and pillows covered the floor in rich fabrics, creating a nest of comfort. Bottles of massage oil gleamed on side tables-I could smell bergamot and sandalwood already. The ocean breeze flowed through open doors, carrying the sound of waves and cooling my overheated skin.

Everyone was waiting. Kai stood near the windows, his swimmer's build outlined by moonlight. Javier adjusted his camera on its tripod, multiple lenses laid out nearby. Brandon lounged on cushions, stroking himself lazily. And Sienna-beautiful Sienna in just her bracelet-smiled at me with knowing eyes.

"She's shaking already," Sienna observed, moving closer. Her fingers traced my collarbone, making me shiver. "How many times did you edge her, Lucas?"

"Three times properly," Lucas replied, his hand tightening on my hip. "Plus whatever Kai did to her earlier."

"Six edges then," Kai said precisely. "She's ready."

"Tell them," Lucas commanded, positioning me in the center of the room where everyone could see. "Tell them what you are."

My voice shook with need as I spoke. "I'm his first. I'm Lucas's first, before anything else. Before anyone touches me, I belong to him."

"And after?" Sienna prompted, her hand sliding down to cup my breast, thumb brushing my nipple.

"After I belong to everyone," I gasped. "The bracelet means I'm available. But Lucas first. Always Lucas first."

"Excellent," Lucas said, settling onto the cushions and pulling me down to straddle him. Sienna's deft fingers untied my bikini strings with practiced ease, tossing the yellow scraps aside. "Now show them how much you need this."

I could see his cock, thick and hard, and my pussy pulsed with anticipation. After hours of denial, I needed him inside me more than I needed air. I positioned myself over him, one hand on his chest for balance, the other guiding him to my entrance.

"Go slow," he commanded. "Let them watch you take me."

I sank down gradually, inch by inch, and the stretch after hours of denial made me cry out. He was ideal-thick enough to stretch me, long enough to fill me completely. My pussy was so wet he slid in easily despite his size, but I was so swollen and sensitive that every inch felt enormous.

"Look at her face," Javier said, the camera already clicking. "She's already close just from that."

He was right. Just having Lucas inside me, filling the emptiness that had been torturing me for hours, nearly pushed me over. I had to stay still, breathing hard, fighting not to come immediately.

"Yes," Lucas murmured, hands on my hips holding me in place. "Take all of me. Let them see how you look taking every inch."

When I was fully seated, his cock buried to the hilt, I couldn't help but grind down, seeking friction on my clit. Lucas immediately stilled me.

"Not yet," he said. "Brandon's been patient."

Brandon moved to kneel by my head, his cock already leaking pre-cum. Sienna's fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me, positioning me at the ideal angle.

"Open up, sweetheart," she cooed. "Show them how well you can multitask."

I opened eagerly, desperate for sensation, for anything to distract from the need to move on Lucas's cock. Brandon slid into my mouth slowly, letting me adjust to his thickness. He tasted like chlorine and salt and skin.

"Now you can move," Lucas said, and began thrusting up into me with slow, deep strokes.

The dual sensation was incredible. Every thrust from Lucas pushed me forward onto Brandon's cock, creating a rhythm that had me moaning continuously. The camera shutter provided a backbeat, Javier moving around us to capture every angle.

"She's stunning," Javier murmured. "Look how she takes them both."

"Not just taking," Lucas corrected, his thrusts getting harder. "She's choosing this. Show them, baby. Show them how you ride me."

I began moving more actively, rolling my hips on the downstroke, clenching around him on the up. Brandon's hand replaced Sienna's in my hair, guiding the rhythm as I took him deeper. Every nerve was on fire, oversensitive from the day's teasing.

"She's ready," Lucas announced after several minutes. "Kai, prepare her."

Kai's hands spread the oil with methodical precision, the liquid warm from being near candles, working it down between my ass cheeks with slow, deliberate strokes. Each pass of his fingers made me shiver, made my pussy pulse around Lucas's cock. I tensed, remembering his promise in the shower about preparing me for this, the way he'd teased but not entered, but Lucas held me steady with hands that knew exactly how to calm and control me.

"Relax for him," Lucas commanded, his grip possessive on my hips, fingers pressing into the bruises from earlier. "You can take it. You were made for this. Made to be filled completely."

Kai's finger circled my rim, spreading oil in patient circles, each pass making the muscle relax incrementally, pressing gently but insistently. The bergamot scent filled my nose, mixing with the musk of sex and sweat, and I felt my body responding against my will, sphincter fluttering under his touch, trying to draw him in. When one finger finally slipped inside, I gasped at the intrusion-not painful but intense, a fullness I'd never experienced while already stretched around Lucas.

"She's so tight," Kai observed clinically, working his finger deeper. "Going to need to go slow."

He added more oil, then a second finger, scissoring gently to stretch me. The burn was intense but not unpleasant, especially with Lucas's cock filling my pussy, creating pressure from both sides.

"Look at her taking it," someone said-maybe Javier from behind the camera.

Sienna fed me her fingers, slick with her own arousal, then Brandon fucked my mouth steadily. The sensory overload was incredible-filled at both ends, Kai preparing my ass, Lucas deep in my pussy.

"Now," Lucas said, and I felt the blunt head of Kai's cock pressing against my entrance.

The first push made me pull off Brandon's cock to gasp. The stretch was intense, burning as my body struggled to accommodate him. But Lucas held me steady, murmuring encouragement.

"That's it, take him," Lucas said. "Good girl, you're doing so well."

Inch by inch, Kai worked his way inside, until I was completely filled. I could feel them both through the thin barrier, Lucas's cock in my pussy and Kai's in my ass, stretching me beyond anything I'd imagined.

"Fuck," I moaned, the word torn from my throat. "Stretched so much. Can't take more."

They moved in counterpoint, Lucas driving up as Kai withdrew, then switching, so I was never empty. The sensation was overwhelming, pleasure and pressure and stretch all mixing until I couldn't tell where one ended and another began.

Brandon guided my mouth back to his cock while Sienna kissed my neck, her strawberry lip gloss leaving sticky-sweet traces on my skin, her hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples. The shutter kept its rhythm, Javier circling to capture every angle.

"She's incredible," Javier said. "Look how she takes it all."

"Perfect," Lucas growled, his thrusts getting harder. "Made to be used like this."

"She's clenching so tight," Kai reported, his measured pace never faltering. "Both holes gripping tightly."

Their words washed over me as my body was used by everyone. I wasn't thinking anymore, just feeling-the stretch of being double penetrated, Brandon heavy on my tongue, Sienna's mouth on my neck, hands everywhere.

My orgasm built slowly, starting deep in my belly and spreading outward. Lucas must have felt it because his thumb found my clit, rubbing in tight circles.

"Come for us," he commanded. "Show everyone how good it feels to be completely filled."

The orgasm destroyed me. I screamed around Brandon's cock as my whole body convulsed, pussy and ass gripping rhythmically around the two cocks inside me. It went on and on, waves of pleasure that made my vision white out.

"Fuck, I'm coming," Brandon groaned, and I swallowed eagerly as he filled my mouth.

Lucas followed immediately, grinding up into me as he came, the feeling of his hot cum triggering another orgasm that made me sob with overwhelming intensity. Kai lasted a few more strokes before he too came, flooding my ass with heat.

For a moment we all stayed frozen, bodies intertwined, breathing hard. Then slowly, carefully, they pulled out of me. Cum leaked from both holes, dripping onto the cushions, but I was too destroyed to care.

Lucas gathered me against his chest, lifting me effortlessly despite my trembling limbs, carrying me to his outdoor shower. My legs wrapped weakly around his waist, cum leaking steadily from both holes, leaving a trail across the tile. The water was warm, expertly calibrated to soothe without shocking my oversensitive skin. His hands were gentle as he washed me, working coconut-scented soap across my marked skin, but possessive too-lingering on the fingerprint bruises they'd left on my hips, tracing the bite marks on my shoulders, pressing gently on my still-swollen pussy lips to watch me shudder. Every touch sent ripples through me, made my well-used body pulse with memory.

"You come back to me," he murmured against my neck as water cascaded over us, his words branding me deeper than any mark. "No matter who else touches you, fills you, uses you-you return to me first."

I could only nod, speech beyond me, aftershocks still rippling through me in waves that made my knees buckle. He held me up, one arm around my waist, the other hand tangled in my wet hair. My body felt used in the most delicious way-sore and stretched and marked, satisfied yet somehow still hungry for more, already anticipating tomorrow. The bracelet caught the moonlight filtering through the palm fronds as he kissed me deeply, his tongue claiming my mouth the way he'd claimed everything else, tasting Brandon and Kai on my lips and not caring.

"This is just the beginning," he promised, thumb stroking over the platinum links. "Three more days in paradise."

My pussy throbbed at the thought, already anticipating what those days would bring. As we stood there in the moonlight, my body still humming with satisfaction, I knew I'd never be the same. The girl who'd arrived yesterday-nervous and inexperienced-was gone. In her place was someone who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it.

The bracelet would stay on for the rest of the trip. My body was available, ready, always eager for whatever came next. And Lucas would be there through it all, orchestrating, watching, taking me first before sharing me with the others.

I was his. I was theirs. And I'd never been happier.
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The Night Before
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The silk sheets clung to my sweat-dampened skin as Marcus rolled off me, his breathing still heavy from our third round of the evening. My thighs trembled, pussy still pulsing from the intensity of my last orgasm. Two months without a villa maid, and I'd never been this sexually charged in years. Every business meeting, every casual visit from Marcus's associates had fallen to me alone, and my body had responded by craving more, always more.

"Tomorrow's interview better work out," I murmured, stretching languidly. My breasts, still flushed pink from Marcus's attention, rose and fell with each breath. At forty, my body had maintained its curves-full breasts that still drew eyes, an ass that Marcus loved to grab, and legs that looked perfect in the designer heels I favored. But handling all the entertainment duties alone was pushing even my considerable stamina.

Marcus traced a finger down my spine, making me shiver. "The hospitality girl? Lexi Matthews?"

"That's the one." I sat up, letting the sheet pool around my waist. "Twenty-one, good references from the Bellagio, though they let her go in downsizing. Pretty thing from her photo-chestnut hair, great tits, exactly the type our guests appreciate."

"You sound hopeful."

"I need the help, Marcus." I swung my legs over the bed's edge, standing naked in the moonlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The Vegas strip glittered below our Sky Villa, a kingdom of lights where we reigned supreme. "And I need..." I paused, considering how to phrase it. "I need the dynamic a girl brings. The softness to balance all the testosterone."

Marcus chuckled, his eyes roaming my body appreciatively. "You've been handling the testosterone just fine."

"Too fine," I admitted, feeling heat pool between my legs again at the memory of last week's poker game, where I'd serviced all four players under the table while they played. "I'm hornier than I've been in years. It's like my body's in overdrive."

The suite's doorbell chimed, interrupting our conversation. Marcus frowned, checking his phone. "It's past eleven. Who-"

The screen by the door flickered to life, showing Daniel Mckenzie's scowling face. My stomach dropped. Mckenzie was one of the Macau consortium investors, and from his expression, something had gone terribly wrong with the deal.

"Shit," Marcus muttered, already pulling on his robe. "The Macau deal must have fallen through."

I didn't bother covering myself, knowing how this would go. Mckenzie had been to the villa before; he knew the rules. And an angry Mckenzie would need immediate placating.

The elevator opened directly into our suite, and Mckenzie stormed in, his face red with rage. His eyes immediately found me, naked by the windows, and some of the tension in his shoulders shifted to a different kind of energy.

"Daniel," Marcus said carefully. "I wasn't expecting-"

"Your fucking partners in Macau tried to cut me out!" Mckenzie's voice was sharp with fury. "Twenty million investment and they're restructuring without me?"

I moved forward, my bare feet silent on the marble floor. Mckenzie's eyes tracked the sway of my breasts, the curve of my hips. I'd learned long ago that sometimes the best negotiation happened without words.

"Daniel," I said softly, reaching him and placing a hand on his chest. "You look tense."

His breathing was harsh, anger and arousal warring in his expression. I sank gracefully to my knees, the cold marble making my nipples harden further. My fingers found his belt buckle with practiced ease.

"Eliza," he growled, but his hand was already tangling in my blonde hair.

I freed his cock, already half-hard and growing. Without a word, I took him into my mouth, using every technique I'd perfected over twenty years of marriage to Marcus and two months of handling every guest alone. My tongue swirled around the head before I took him deeper, relaxing my throat to accommodate his impressive length.

"Fuck," Mckenzie groaned, his grip tightening. The anger was still there, needing an outlet, and I was ready to provide it.

He thrust forward roughly, and I moaned around his cock, the vibration making him curse. My pussy was already wet again, responding to being used like this. I loved it-loved being the solution to their problems, the soft warmth that dissolved their sharp edges.

Mckenzie's thrusts became more aggressive, fucking my mouth with the frustration of his failed deal. Tears gathered at the corners of my eyes, but I kept my throat relaxed, taking everything he gave. My hand slipped between my legs, finding my clit swollen and sensitive.

"That's it," Marcus said from somewhere behind me. "Use her. She's been handling everything alone lately-she can take it."

Mckenzie yanked my head back, his cock slipping from my lips with a wet pop. "Stand up," he commanded.

I rose fluidly, my legs slightly shaky from arousal. Mckenzie spun me around, bending me over the back of the leather sofa. I spread my legs automatically, presenting my dripping pussy.

"Look how wet she is," Mckenzie said with dark satisfaction. "Getting off on being our stress relief?"

"Yes," I gasped as he thrust into me without warning, filling me completely. "Oh god, yes."

He set a punishing pace immediately, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. Each thrust drove me against the sofa, my breasts swaying with the force of it. The anger in his movements gradually transformed into pure lust as my body welcomed him, my inner walls clenching around his cock.

"She's incredible," Mckenzie grunted to Marcus. "How do you ever get any work done?"

"It's been a challenge," Marcus admitted, and I heard him moving closer. "Especially without our maid. Eliza's been handling everything."

Marcus's hand found my hair, turning my head to face him. His robe had fallen open, his cock hard and ready. I opened my mouth eagerly, moaning as he pushed inside. Being filled from both ends sent waves of pleasure through me, my body singing with the intensity of it.

They found a rhythm, Mckenzie pounding into my pussy while Marcus fucked my mouth. I was just a warm body between them, a vessel for their pleasure, and the thought made me clench around Mckenzie's cock.

"Fuck, she's coming," Mckenzie announced, feeling my orgasm building.

I screamed around Marcus's cock as the climax crashed over me, my whole body shaking. But they didn't stop, didn't slow, using me through the waves of pleasure until I was trembling and oversensitive.

Mckenzie pulled out suddenly, and before I could catch my breath, I felt his cock pressing against my ass. "This too?" he asked Marcus.

"Everything," Marcus confirmed. "She loves it all."

Mckenzie pushed inside my ass slowly but steadily, the stretch making me whimper. It had been a few days since anyone had taken me there, and the burn of it mixed with pleasure as he bottomed out.

"So fucking tight," Mckenzie groaned, starting to move.

Marcus had slid underneath me and moved his thick cock to my pussy now, filling me there while Mckenzie took my ass. I was completely stuffed, stretched to my limits, and my body responded with another building orgasm.

They fucked me like that for what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, switching positions occasionally-me on top of Marcus while Mckenzie fucked my ass, on my hands and knees between them, pressed against the window overlooking the Strip while they took turns with my holes.

My legs gave out after my fourth orgasm, and they moved me to the bed. Mckenzie was still angry, still needing to dominate, and he held my legs spread wide while pounding into me, watching my breasts bounce with each thrust.

"This is what was missing from the Macau deal," he said, his rhythm becoming erratic. "They don't understand hospitality like you do."

Marcus laughed, stroking his cock while watching Mckenzie use me. "That's why The Pinnacle is special. We provide everything our guests need."

Mckenzie came with a roar, filling my pussy with hot spurts of cum. He pulled out immediately, and Marcus took his place, fucking Mckenzie's cum deeper into me. The wet sounds of it, the feeling of being so thoroughly used, triggered another climax that left me sobbing with pleasure.

But as Marcus came, adding his load to Mckenzie's, I felt their energy shift. They were both breathing hard, satisfied for the moment, and I could sense their minds turning back to business.

"Let's go discuss the revised terms," Marcus said, pulling out of me and reaching for his robe. "Give me fifteen minutes to show you the updated projections."

Mckenzie nodded, his anger finally spent, replaced by the calculating look of a businessman. "Your wife certainly knows how to put things in perspective," he said, giving my ass a final squeeze before standing.

They left me sprawled on the bed, cum leaking from my well-used pussy, my body still humming with arousal despite the thorough fucking I'd just received. The sound of their voices faded as they moved to Marcus's office down the hall.

I curled up on the silk sheets, my body aching in the most delicious ways. The scent of sex surrounded me, and I could feel their cum slowly dripping out of me. Despite being thoroughly satisfied, that familiar hunger was already stirring again, my pussy clenching around nothing.

I must have dozed off, because I was awakened by the sound of the door opening. Through heavy-lidded eyes, I saw Marcus and Mckenzie returning, both looking pleased. Whatever they'd discussed had gone well.

"Look at her," Mckenzie said softly, his voice filled with renewed lust. "Still ready for more."

I stretched languidly, arching my back to display my naked body for them. My nipples hardened under their gazes, and I felt my pussy growing wet again despite the soreness.

"The deal's back on," Marcus announced, settling onto the bed beside me. "But Mckenzie wants to celebrate properly."

Mckenzie's cock was already hardening as he approached. "Round two," he said with a predatory smile. "And this time, I want to take my time."

This time he was rougher, pulling my hair, slapping my ass, making me take his cock deeper into my throat than was comfortable. And I loved it-loved the edge of pain that heightened every sensation, loved being exactly what he needed in this moment.

"You need help," Mckenzie observed during a brief break, watching me pant and tremble on the bed, cum leaking from both my holes. "This is too much for one woman."

"Interview tomorrow," I managed to say, my voice hoarse from having my throat fucked. "Young girl, hospitality background."

"She better be good," Mckenzie said, his cock already hardening again. "Because I'm thinking of becoming a more regular visitor."

The thought of having a maid to share this with, a soft feminine presence to help satisfy our guests, made my pussy clench with anticipation. But that was tomorrow. Tonight, I had to handle both men alone.

Mckenzie flipped me onto my stomach, pulling my hips up. "One more round," he declared. "I want to hear you scream."

He entered my ass again, this time with no preparation beyond the stretching from earlier. I did scream, the intensity of it overwhelming, but my hips pushed back against him, wanting more. Marcus moved in front of me, feeding me his cock to muffle my cries.

They used me thoroughly, switching between my holes whenever they wanted, coming on my face, my breasts, inside me. By the time they finally exhausted themselves, I was a trembling, cum-covered mess, my body aching in the most delicious ways.

As dawn light crept through the windows, I lay between them, both men sleeping heavily. My pussy throbbed, my ass was sore, my jaw ached, and yet I was still aroused. This endless hunger had been growing for weeks, my body's response to handling all the villa's duties alone.

Carefully, I extracted myself from between their bodies. Cum dripped down my thighs as I stood, and I had to grip the bedpost to steady myself. The mirror showed me what I looked like-hair a mess, makeup smeared, body marked with their use. I looked like exactly what I was: a well-fucked woman who needed backup.

In the shower, I let the hot water soothe my aching muscles while I thought about today's interview. Lexi Matthews. Twenty-one, blonde, naturally busty from her photos, with that fresh-faced innocence that our guests loved to corrupt. Her resume showed basic hospitality experience, nothing special, but that wasn't what I was looking for.

I needed someone naturally responsive, someone whose body would betray their arousal the way mine did. Someone who could handle multiple men, rough treatment, long sessions. Someone who wouldn't run after the first gangbang or flee when they realized their uniform fitting involved me fingering them to test their sensitivity.

The previous maids had all quit within weeks. Too intense, they'd said. Too demanding. Too much sex, not enough actual cleaning. But that was the point-the villa didn't need extensive cleaning. It needed a woman who could provide what I was providing now, someone to share the delicious burden of keeping Marcus's business associates satisfied.

I turned off the shower and began preparing for the interview, choosing my outfit carefully. A dress that showed my figure without being overtly sexual, professional but with hints of what lay beneath. I wanted Lexi to see me as both potential employer and something more, to sense the undercurrents of sexuality that defined life in the Sky Villa.

By the time I was dressed and ready, Marcus and Mckenzie were stirring. I brought them coffee, serving it naked beneath my robe, letting them each have a quick feel to start their day. Mckenzie's mood had completely transformed, and he was already talking about reconsidering Marcus's investment proposal.

"Your wife is a treasure," he told Marcus, pulling me onto his lap for a deep kiss. His hand slipped inside my robe to squeeze my breast. "If this new girl is half as good, I'll be here weekly."

"That's the plan," Marcus said, watching Mckenzie's fingers play with my nipple. "Eliza will train her personally."

The thought sent heat through me. Training Lexi, teaching her how to take cock in all her holes, showing her the exquisite pleasure of being used by multiple men, watching her discover the same endless arousal that had consumed me these past months...

"I should go prepare the villa," I said, standing despite Mckenzie's protesting hands. "Her interview is in two hours."

"Make sure she's right for us," Marcus said seriously. "We need someone who won't break."

I thought of the previous candidates, how they'd fled after experiencing the reality of the position. But something about Lexi's photo, the way she held herself with quiet confidence despite her youth, gave me hope.

"This girl has to be the one," I said, more to myself than them. "I can't keep doing this alone."

Though part of me, the part that was already growing wet again despite the marathon session last night, wondered if I really wanted to share. The past two months had awakened something primal in me, a hunger that no amount of sex seemed to satisfy. Maybe having Lexi here would help balance that need.

Or maybe it would only make it stronger, having a soft feminine body to play with between servicing our male guests. The thought of her mouth on my pussy while Marcus fucked her from behind, of teaching her to eat me out while Mckenzie used her ass, made my clit throb with anticipation.

I left the men to their coffee and went to prepare the villa's master suite for the interview, particularly the uniform fitting area where I'd test Lexi's responsiveness. My fingers traced over the measuring tape, imagining running it over her breasts, between her legs, watching her blush and squirm.

She had to be the one. My body couldn't take much more of this alone, even as it craved ever more. I needed help, needed someone to share the load, needed a pretty young thing to corrupt and train and use alongside me.

The doorbell chimed, earlier than expected. On the screen, I saw a young woman with long chestnut hair, nervously adjusting her skirt. Lexi Matthews, thirty minutes early, eager to make a good impression.

Perfect.

I smoothed my dress, checked my appearance one last time, and went to begin the interview that would change all our lives. My pussy was already wet with anticipation, knowing that if this worked out, tonight I'd have help handling whatever our guests demanded.

And if her interview went very well, perhaps I'd have her help me with my own needs too. The thought of her inexperienced tongue learning to please me while Marcus watched made me clench with need.

"This girl has to be the one," I whispered once more, then pressed the button to let her up.

The elevator began its ascent, bringing Lexi Matthews to the Sky Villa, to her interview, to the beginning of everything.

I smiled, already imagining how she'd look in the uniform, how her body would respond to my touch during the fitting, how she'd gasp when she realized what the position truly entailed.

Yes, this one would work out. I'd make sure of it.

Even if I had to seduce her myself.
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