
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE FREE USE HOTEL 


Seraphina’s secrets 


The ferry bumped against the dock, and I stepped onto Seraphina Island, the Mediterranean sun warm on my skin. The air smelled of salt and pine, a welcome change from the city smog I’d left behind. The hotel shuttle, a sleek black van, was waiting, and soon I was winding up a hill, glimpses of turquoise sea flashing between olive trees. The Seraphina hotel itself was even more impressive than the pictures online - a sprawling white building with terracotta roofs, perched on a cliff overlooking the water. “Wow,” I breathed, pressing my face to the window. This was definitely a step up from the budget motels I’d cleaned before. My friend, Chloe, had been so vague when she’d recommended this job. “Good pay,” she’d said, with a knowing wink, “and you’ll like the… atmosphere.” Atmosphere? What atmosphere could a housekeeping job have? Still, the pay was incredible, and I was ready for a change. 

Inside, the lobby was cool and airy, all marble and glass. A woman with sharp blonde hair and an even sharper suit, Jane, introduced herself as HR. The orientation was standard – health and safety, cleaning protocols, uniform guidelines. That’s when I got my first surprise. The uniform was… well, revealing. A short, fitted skirt, a blouse that plunged lower than anything I’d ever worn to work, and heels. Jane herself was wearing something similar, though in a darker colour, her breasts pushed up high. “It’s the Mediterranean climate,” she said, with a tight smile, when I raised an eyebrow. “And it’s the Seraphina style. We like our staff to look their best.” I shrugged. Okay, different strokes for different folks. Maybe island life was just more… relaxed. I slipped into the uniform in the staff changing room. Looking in the mirror, I had to admit, it wasn’t bad. My legs, toned from years of running track, looked great in the short skirt, and the blouse, pulled taut across my chest, revealed a generous amount of cleavage. I’d always been athletic, more muscle than curves, but this uniform definitely played up my figure, making the most of what I had. My red hair, usually tied back in a practical ponytail, felt almost scandalously loose around my shoulders. 

My first few hours were a blur of rooms, bathrooms, and fresh linen. The hotel was immaculate, and the guests were… interesting. Mostly older, wealthy men, judging by the Rolexes and tailored suits. And they definitely looked. Everywhere I went, I felt eyes on me. Not in a creepy way, exactly, but… assessing. Like they were taking me in, piece by piece. The male staff weren’t much different. The bellhops, the waiters, even the older maintenance guys – they all lingered a little too long, their gazes dropping to my legs or my chest. In the spa, with its steam and soft lighting, the air was thick with something… else. A woman in a barely-there bikini giggled with a masseuse, her hand lingering on his arm. At the bar, even in the early afternoon, there was a hushed, intimate murmur to the conversations, and the female bartenders were all in outfits even more revealing than mine. It was like a constant hum of unspoken desire. 

Later that afternoon, I was cleaning a suite overlooking the ocean when there was a knock at the door. It was one of the guests I’d seen earlier, a distinguished-looking man with silver hair and kind eyes. Mr. Henderson, his name was. He smiled at me, and I felt a warmth spread through my chest. He had a certain… presence. “Everything alright, Miss…?” he asked, his gaze lingering on my name tag. “Anya,” I supplied, feeling my cheeks flush. “Anya. Beautiful name,” he said, his eyes running over my body in a way that made my skin tingle. “You’re new here, aren’t you? I haven’t seen you around before.” “Just started today,” I confirmed, feeling a little breathless under his attention. “Well, welcome to Seraphina, Anya,” he said, stepping further into the room. “I hope you enjoy your stay.” He let the word hang in the air, loaded with meaning. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a thick wad of euros, peeling off a few notes and pressing them into my hand. “For you,” he murmured, his fingers brushing mine. “For being so… helpful.” His eyes held mine for a moment, a silent invitation passing between us. Then he turned and left, leaving me standing there, heart pounding, a generous tip clutched in my hand and a note folded neatly amongst the bills. “For later,” it read, simply. 


My Initiation 


That night, I was on the late shift, cleaning up after dinner service. The hotel was quieter now, the guests mostly retreated to their rooms. As I was heading back to the staff quarters, I heard voices coming from the stairwell. Curiosity piqued, I peeked around the corner. Marco, the bartender with the dark, knowing eyes, was there, pressed up against the wall, his trousers around his ankles. And in front of him, kneeling, was Jane. Her blonde hair was a mess, her skirt hitched up around her waist, and she was… she was giving him head, her mouth working him with a practiced ease. But it wasn’t just them. Another man, a bellhop I vaguely recognised, was standing behind Jane, his hand down his trousers, clearly waiting his turn. And Jane… Jane was making noises, moans and gasps that echoed in the stairwell. She looked up as I watched, her eyes locking with mine, and instead of shock or embarrassment, there was a flicker of… something else. Recognition? Welcome? Marco pulled out of her mouth, and Jane straightened up, smoothing down her skirt, a slow smile spreading across her face as she looked at me. Marco smirked, a knowing glint in his eyes. He knew I’d seen. He knew I understood. 


My breath hitched in my throat. I felt a sudden heat between my legs, a throbbing ache of arousal mixed with shock. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. I watched, mesmerized, as Jane leaned in and whispered something in Marco’s ear, then glanced back at me again, her smile widening. What was happening here? This wasn’t normal. But it was… exciting. Incredibly exciting. My heart hammered against my ribs, a mixture of fear and a thrill I hadn’t felt in years. I looked away , suddenly self-conscious, realizing that I’d been staring at their naked, glistening bodies, out in the open. Embarrassment flooded me. I turned and fled, my cheeks burning, my body humming with a strange, unfamiliar energy. I hurried back to my room, locked the door, and leaned against it, panting. My fingers, still trembling, went to the hem of my skirt, pulling it up, up, until my hand could slip beneath the thin fabric of my underwear. Just the slight pressure against my core sent a jolt of heat through me. I rubbed, slow circles at first, then faster, harder, the image of Jane's wet mouth burning behind my eyelids. God, it was wrong. It was so wrong. But the wrongness of it was also electrifying. I’d never seen anything like that before, so blatant, so casual. And the way Jane had looked at me, that knowing smile… It was like an invitation. A challenge. My own juices were flowing now, soaking my panties, and I moaned softly, the sound swallowed by the thick hotel walls. I wanted… I didn’t even know what I wanted. More of that? To be a part of it? The thought was both terrifying and utterly, undeniably thrilling. 

A soft knock on my door startled me, pulling me back from the edge of orgasm. My heart leaped again, this time with a different kind of fear. Who could it be? I froze, hand still tucked beneath my skirt, listening. Another knock, a little firmer this time. “Anya?” It was Marco’s voice. My breath hitched. Marco. Here? At my door? My head spun. What should I do? My body screamed yes, a wild, reckless yes that overrode any shred of sensible caution. Swallowing hard, I pulled my hand away, smoothed down my skirt as best I could, and went to the door. My fingers fumbled with the lock, and when the door finally swung open, there he was, leaning against the frame, arms crossed, that same knowing smirk playing on his lips. Behind him, I could see Jane, standing in the corridor, a little further back, her arms crossed too, watching. They were dressed now, Jane’s large chest straining against the tight fabric of her blouse. They’d come together. For me? 

“Hey, Anya,” Marco said, his voice low and husky, sending shivers down my spine. “Everything alright? You ran off pretty quick earlier.” He stepped closer, and I could smell him now, a musky, male scent that made my nipples tighten. Jane stepped forward too, her gaze intense, almost predatory. “We didn’t scare you, did we, Anya?” she purred, her voice smooth as velvet. Scare me? No. Arouse me? Absolutely. Terrify me? Maybe a little. But beneath the fear, there was a burning curiosity, a desperate need to know what came next. “No,” I managed to whisper, my voice barely audible. “I just… I wasn’t expecting…” Marco chuckled, a low rumble in his chest. “Expecting what, Anya? Honesty?” He reached out, his fingers brushing my cheek, sending another wave of heat through me. “This is Seraphina, sweetheart. We’re all honest here. About what we want.” His eyes dropped to my lips, then lower, to the swell of my breasts pushing against the thin fabric of my blouse. I felt naked under his gaze, exposed, vulnerable, and yet… powerful. Desired. 

“Come with us,” Jane said, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “We have something to show you.” She stepped forward and took my hand, her grip surprisingly strong, pulling me out into the corridor. Marco fell in step beside me, his hand resting lightly on my lower back, guiding me. I didn’t resist. I couldn’t. My legs felt like jelly, my mind a whirl of conflicting emotions, but my body was screaming yes, yes, yes. They led me down the hallway, past the darkened guest rooms, down the stairs, and towards the bar. The bar? It was closed now, the lights dimmed, casting long shadows across the empty tables. But behind the bar, I could see a soft glow, hear the faint murmur of voices. They led me behind the bar, through a small door I hadn’t noticed before, and into a different world. 

The bar was transformed. The harsh overhead lights were off, replaced by soft, amber lamps scattered around the room, casting a warm, intimate glow. The usual bar stools were gone, replaced by plush velvet cushions scattered on the floor. And there, in the center of it all, Jane removed her top, letting her breasts hang free. She knelt, topless, in front of Marco, who leaned back against the polished bar, looking utterly relaxed, utterly in control. Just like before. My breath caught in my throat. This was… deliberate. They’d brought me here to see this. To be a part of this. Jane looked up at me, her mouth wet, her eyes shining, and a slow, knowing smile spread across her face. “Welcome, Anya,” she purred, her voice low and husky. “We were waiting for you.” She gestured for me to come closer, her hand outstretched, beckoning me into their world. My feet moved as if on their own accord, drawn by an invisible force, pulling me closer to the scene unfolding before me. 

“Come here, sweetheart,” Jane murmured, her voice like honey, drawing me in. “You were curious earlier, weren’t you? In the stairwell.” She turned her full attention to me. Her breasts, large and full, swung slightly as she moved, the nipples already hard and erect. She was beautiful, brazenly sexual, and utterly captivating. “It’s okay, Anya,” she said, her voice soothing, reassuring. “We all share here. It’s just how things are at Seraphina. It’s our culture.” Culture. That word again. But now, looking at Jane, at Marco’s expectant gaze, I understood. This wasn’t just a job. It was something else entirely. Something… freer. Something hotter. Something forbidden. And I was already halfway there, wanting it, craving it. “Don’t be shy,” Jane continued, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “We saw you watching. We know you liked it.” She reached out and took my hand again, her fingers lacing with mine, her touch sending a shiver of anticipation down my spine. “Come closer. Watch.” 

Jane turned back to Marco, kneeling in front of him once more, pulled down the zip of his trousers, freeing his large, thick cock, already rock hard. She did it slowly, deliberately, her eyes meeting mine over Marco’s shaft, a silent invitation in their depths. “See?” she murmured, her voice muffled around his length. “Like this.” She demonstrated, feeding his full length into her mouth, her head bobbing rhythmically, her hands moving on his shaft, stroking, teasing. Marco leaned back against the bar, his eyes closed now, a low groan escaping his lips. “Watch how I use my hand here,” Jane said, still talking to me, even as she sucked him. “To keep him hard. To make him feel good.” She used her fingers to gently squeeze his shaft, her thumb tracing the underside, making him moan again, louder this time. “And watch how he reacts when I go deeper,” she continued, and then she did, taking more of him into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing, her throat working. Marco’s body tensed, his hands gripping the bar behind him, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “See?” Jane said, pulling back slightly, her mouth wet and glistening. “He likes that. He likes it deep.” 

She looked at me again, her eyes alight with challenge and invitation. “Why don’t you try now, Anya?” she asked, her voice soft but insistent. “You want to, don’t you?” Did I? God, yes. Every nerve ending in my body was screaming yes. But fear still lingered, a knot of anxiety in my stomach. This was so far outside my comfort zone, so unlike anything I’d ever done before. But the pull was too strong to resist. The desire, the curiosity, the sheer intoxicating thrill of it all… it was overwhelming. “Yes,” I whispered, the word barely escaping my lips, but it was enough. Jane smiled, a triumphant, knowing smile. “Good girl,” she murmured. She moved aside, still kneeling, and gestured for me to take her place. My legs felt shaky as I stepped forward, my heart hammering in my chest. Marco opened his eyes, his dark gaze locking with mine, burning into me, stripping me bare. He didn’t say anything, didn’t need to. His eyes said it all. He wanted me. He expected me. 

Jane reached out and gently took my hand, guiding me closer, positioning me in front of Marco. Her touch was surprisingly gentle, reassuring. “Just like this,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “Take him in your mouth. Slowly.” She placed my hand on his shaft, guiding my fingers around his thick, hard length. It was hot, pulsing, alive in my hand. My breath hitched again. This was real. This was actually happening. “Go on, Anya,” Jane urged, her voice soft but firm. “Don’t be shy.” I looked at Marco again, his eyes still locked on mine, and then, slowly, hesitantly, I lowered my head. The tip of his cock brushed against my lips, hot and slick. I licked it, just a tentative flick of my tongue, and Marco groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through me. That sound, his reaction, emboldened me. I opened my mouth wider, taking more of him in, the taste salty and musky, unfamiliar and yet instantly addictive. It was thicker than I’d imagined, filling my mouth, pressing against my throat. I gagged slightly, unused to the sensation, and Marco murmured with a chuckle, a low vibration in his chest “Easy, sweetheart,” he murmured, his hand reaching out to cup the back of my head, guiding me, controlling me. “Just relax. Let it happen.” 

Jane’s hands were on my hips now, steadying me, guiding me, showing me what to do. She adjusted my position, tilting my head, showing me how to take more of him, how to use my tongue, how to use my hands. “Use your hands, Anya,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Stroke him. Make him feel good.” I did as she said, my fingers wrapping around his shaft, stroking up and down, feeling the veins pulsing beneath my skin. Marco moaned again, louder this time, his hand tightening in my hair, pulling my head closer, deeper. My own arousal was building now, a hot, throbbing ache between my legs. The taste of him, the feel of him in my mouth, the power of pleasuring him, the acceptance and encouragement of Jane… it was all swirling together, intoxicating, overwhelming. I moved my head, mimicking Jane’s earlier movements, bobbing rhythmically, deeper and deeper, feeling him swell and harden even further in my mouth. Marco’s breathing became heavier, faster, his body tensing against me. Jane’s hands moved from my hips to my breasts, her fingers kneading and squeezing, sending jolts of pleasure through my blouse. “That’s it, Anya,” she purred, her voice thick with arousal. “You’re doing so good.” 

Marco’s groans were turning into pants now, his body shuddering with each thrust of my head. I could feel him getting closer, the tension building, building, building. Jane’s fingers pinched my nipples, sending sharp sparks of sensation through me, pushing me closer to the edge of my own orgasm. “Almost there, Marco,” Jane whispered, her voice urgent. “Come on, baby, come for Anya.” And then he did. His body went rigid, his back arching, and he let out a loud, guttural roar that echoed in the dimly lit bar. His cock pulsed in my mouth, thick jets of hot, sticky cum exploding onto my tongue, filling my mouth, coating my cheeks, some of it spraying onto Jane’s face and chest as she knelt beside me, her own face flushed, her eyes shining with triumph. I swallowed, gagging slightly at the sheer volume, but I didn’t pull away. I kept sucking, wanting to get every last drop, wanting to taste every part of him. Finally, he was done, his body relaxing, his breathing slowing. He pulled out of my mouth, his cock slick with my saliva and his cum, and looked down at me, his dark eyes intense, possessive. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice hoarse, his fingers brushing my cheek, smearing cum across my skin. Jane leaned in, her own face covered in his cum, and kissed me, a wet, open-mouthed kiss that tasted of him, of sex, of raw, primal desire. It should have felt wrong. It didn’t. It was exhilarating. It was… Seraphina. 


The Boss 


The taste of Marco still lingered on my tongue, a musky, metallic tang that was both disgusting and utterly arousing. As Jane pulled away from the kiss, her eyes bright and knowing, I knew everything had changed. The hotel wasn’t just different; it was a different world. And I was now, somehow, a part of it. Walking back to my room that night, the corridors seemed to hum with a new energy. Every glance from a male staff member, every lingering stare from a guest, felt different now. It wasn’t just observation; it was… recognition. They knew. They knew I was one of them now. Or at least, I could be. 


The next morning, the shift started like any other, but nothing felt the same. The uniform, which had seemed revealing before, now felt almost… normal, or perhaps not revealing enough. I caught my reflection in the mirrored elevators – the short skirt, the plunging blouse, my red hair loose around my shoulders. It wasn’t just a uniform; it was a signal. A signal of availability. And the way the men looked at me confirmed it. The bellhop who helped me with my cleaning trolley gave me a slow, appraising look, his eyes lingering on my legs. The waiter who brought me coffee in the staff canteen brushed his hand against my breast as he passed, a casual touch that sent a jolt of awareness through me. Even the older maintenance guy, who’d barely given me a second glance before, winked at me as he fixed a lightbulb, his gaze dropping to my skirt. 

It was like Jane had put out a memo. “Anya is playing.” And they were all responding. It was overwhelming, exhilarating, and a little terrifying. I found myself constantly checking my appearance, adjusting my skirt, pushing my breasts up a little higher in my blouse. I wanted to be seen. I wanted to be desired. The shyness I’d always felt, the awkwardness around men, seemed to be melting away, replaced by a burgeoning confidence, a sense of… power. The power of my own body, my own sexuality. 

It was constant. Everywhere I went, I was touched, noticed, desired. The waiters, the bartenders, the other housekeepers, even some of the older male guests who seemed to find reasons to be nearby. It was as if my personal space had dissolved, my body becoming part of the hotel's shared environment, available for fleeting encounters and unspoken invitations. And the surprising thing was, the initial embarrassment and fear within me began to soften. The constant awareness, the feeling of being seen, the sheer physicality of it all. It was becoming a new kind of normal. It was like shedding old constraints, letting go of expectations I hadn’t even been aware of holding. 

And then there was Julian. The Hotel Manager. I’d seen him around, of course, a tall, imposing figure with a quiet authority that permeated every room he entered. He hadn’t spoken to me directly yet, but I’d felt his piercing blue eyes on me, watching, assessing, especially after that first night. He was different from the others. There was a weight to his gaze, a possessiveness that went beyond simple lust. His touch was more subtle, more deliberate. A hand brushing my arm as he passed, lingering for a fraction of a second longer than necessary. A comment about my work, his voice low and husky, his eyes holding mine just a little too intensely. He was always impeccably dressed, his suits sharp, his shoes polished, radiating an air of control, of power. And I was drawn to it. Intrigued by it. Desperate for it. 

I found myself seeking him out, my eyes scanning the lobby, the restaurant, the bar, hoping to catch a glimpse of him. When he was near, my heart would race, my palms would sweat, my breath would catch in my throat. It wasn’t just lust; it was something more. Something like… a crush. A foolish, schoolgirl crush on the most powerful man in the hotel. And I knew, somehow, that he knew. He saw the way I looked at him, the way I flushed when he spoke to me, the way my body tensed when he came near. He was playing with me, teasing me, drawing me in, slowly, deliberately. And I was letting him. More than letting him. I was wanting him to. 

One afternoon, I was in the laundry room again, folding stacks of fresh white towels, the rhythmic hum of the machines a constant backdrop. The door swung open, and my heart leaped as I turned around. Julian walked in. He rarely came down to the staff areas. His presence here felt deliberate. He didn’t say anything, just stood there for a moment, watching me, his gaze sweeping over my body, lingering on my legs, my hips, my breasts, my face. The air in the small room suddenly felt thick, charged with unspoken tension. He moved closer, slowly, deliberately. My breath hitched. He stopped right in front of me. “Turn back around,” he ordered. I turned, relieved to hide my flushing cheeks from his intense gaze. He stood behind me, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his body, the faint scent of his cologne, expensive and intoxicating. His hands came to my waist, his fingers gripping my hips, pulling me back against him, his hard chest pressing into my back. I gasped, a mixture of surprise and arousal. My body instantly recognised him, the scent of him, the pressure of his body. My breath hitched in my throat, and a shiver ran down my spine. His grip on my hips wasn’t gentle; it was firm, possessive, claiming me in a way that made my knees weaken. I leaned back into him instinctively, my body molding against his, the heat of him seeping through the thin fabric of my uniform. 

“Keep folding,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, right in my ear, sending another tremor through me. The command, so unexpected, so abrupt, sent a jolt of pure thrill through me. Keep folding? Now? With him pressed against me like this? My fingers, which had been moving automatically through the soft cotton, stilled for a moment, then resumed their task, but now jerky, clumsy, my focus completely shattered. I could feel his hard length pressing against my backside, right through my skirt, a solid, insistent pressure that made my core clench. He shifted slightly, and I felt his hand slide under my skirt, the cool air on my bare thigh making me gasp again. My panties. He was going for my panties. A rush of heat flooded my cheeks, and my breath came in shallow pants. 

Without a word, without hesitation, his fingers hooked onto the elastic of my panties and tugged downwards. The nylon slid down my thighs, bunching at my ankles, leaving me completely bare beneath my skirt. The sudden exposure, the casual disregard for my underwear, was a shock, a thrill, a raw display of dominance that made my pulse race. I sucked in a sharp breath, my body tensing, but he just chuckled softly, a low rumble against my back. “Don’t stop working,” he repeated, his voice hardening slightly, the command laced with a thread of steel. 

My hands fumbled with the towels, folding them haphazardly, my movements clumsy and uncoordinated. It was impossible to concentrate, not with him so close, not with the knowledge of what he was doing, what he was about to do. My legs trembled, and I could feel the heat building between my thighs, a wet, throbbing ache of anticipation. And then, his fingers slipped between my legs, parting my folds, finding my wetness instantly. Two fingers, thick and sure, slid inside me, pushing deep, stretching me open with a slow, deliberate pressure. I gasped again, sharper this time, a sound that was half shock, half pure, unadulterated arousal. 

He started to move his fingers, a slow, rhythmic probing, pushing in and out. My breath hitched again, and a moan escaped my lips despite myself. The washing machines vibrated around us, a low, constant hum that seemed to resonate through my bones, adding a strange, almost dizzying layer to the sensations. I could barely focus on the towels anymore, my vision blurring at the edges, my legs starting to shake uncontrollably. Each thrust of his fingers sent a wave of heat through me, building the pressure, tightening the coil of need in my belly. 

He withdrew slowly, then found my most sensitive spot, my clit, and pressed down with firm, insistent pressure. “Good girl,” he murmured in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Doing your work.” The words, a mix of praise and command, sent another shiver of excitement through me. He was watching me, controlling me, even as he touched me. His free hand came around my waist, hiking up my skirt higher, exposing more of my backside, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin. He positioned himself even closer, pressing his hard cock more firmly against my buttocks, teasing my entrance, rubbing against me with slow, deliberate movements. “You’re getting distracted,” he said, his voice hardening now, laced with a hint of amusement, but I could feel the tension in his body, the barely suppressed desire. He was enjoying this, enjoying my losing focus, my losing control. I don’t think I have ever been so wet. “Just fuck me, please”, I managed to whisper. 

He pushed. Hard. His cock slammed into me from behind, penetrating me deeply, forcefully, stretching me open wider than I thought possible. A sharp cry ripped from my throat, a sound that was part pain, part shock, part pure, raw pleasure. The force of his entry pushed me forward, slamming my lower back against the vibrating metal of the washing machine. The vibrations jolted through my body, intensifying the sensations of his penetration. It was rough, but beneath the initial shock, a searing heat bloomed within me, a wild, untamed desire that overrode everything else. 

He started to fuck me, hard and fast, against the vibrating machine, his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place, driving into me with relentless force. The towels were forgotten, abandoned, scattered on the table. My hands flew out, gripping the cold metal edge of the washing machine for support, my knuckles white, my body bucking against his thrusts. Each thrust pushed my clit up close against the machine’s vibrating hum. Moans, no longer stifled, tore from my throat, raw, animalistic sounds of pure sensation. I pushed back against him rhythmically, my body instinctively seeking more of his length, desperate for the release, the oblivion. The vibrations of the machine amplified everything, a constant tremor running through my core, making every thrust, every impact, even more intense, more overwhelming. 

The pressure built rapidly, relentlessly, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. The dominance of him, the vibrations of the machine, it all combined, a perfect storm of sensation that pushed me closer and closer to the edge. My breath came in ragged gasps, my vision tunneling, the world narrowing down to just him, just this, just the searing, relentless pleasure. And then, it broke. A wave of pure, white-hot orgasm crashed over me, convulsing my body, clenching around his cock, pulling him deeper, deeper still. I cried out, a long, shuddering scream that echoed in the laundry room, my body shaking, trembling, completely out of control. My legs gave way as my whole body trembled, and Julian gripped me harder, holding me up, burying himself deep inside me as I convulsed. 

I could feel his cock start to tense and throb inside me as I came. I heard him grunt, a deep, guttural sound marking the beginning of his own release. He thrust deeply several times, plunging himself inside me, his own orgasm erupting, hot and thick and powerful. He held me tightly, his body rigid for a moment, shuddering with the force of his climax, triggering aftershocks in my own body. His breath was hot and ragged against my neck, his heart pounding against my back. 

After a long moment, he started to withdraw, slowly, deliberately, his thick cock sliding out of me, leaving me wet and dripping with his cum and my own juices. The sudden emptiness was almost painful, a stark contrast to the fullness of just moments before. He pulled down my skirt, somewhat carelessly, bunching the fabric around my thighs, but kept my panties in his hand, examining them briefly, a flicker of amusement in his eyes, before pocketing them. “You won’t need these today,” he stated, his voice still rough, still commanding, a matter-of-fact pronouncement that sent another thrill through me. 

He stepped back, allowing me to face him, his gaze lingering on the wetness between my legs, the trail of cum dripping down my thigh. His eyes were dark, intense, possessive, holding mine for a long, silent moment, a silent claim, a silent acknowledgment of what had just passed between us. Then, with a curt nod, a signal that the encounter was over, he turned and exited the laundry room without another word, leaving me standing there, breathless, trembling, my body still humming with the aftershocks of orgasm. I glanced down at the discarded pile of towels, then back at my wet leg, now marked, claimed, used. A slow smile spread across my lips. I picked up a towel and numbly continued folding, the rhythmic hum of the washing machines now a constant reminder of what had just happened, the sensation of being used and exposed now an undeniable, exhilarating part of my reality at the Seraphina. 


The Party 


Days blurred into weeks, and the Seraphina rhythm became my own. The constant touch, the casual encounters, the open acknowledgment of my body as something to be shared – it wasn’t just normal, it was… expected. And I had to admit, I thrived in it. The shy, awkward girl who had arrived on the ferry felt like a distant memory. Now, I moved with a different kind of confidence, a sensual awareness of my own body and the effect it had on the men around me. My uniform wasn’t just clothing; it was an invitation. And I was no longer afraid to extend it. In fact, I craved it. The fleeting touches, the stolen kisses, the quick fucks in storerooms and stairwells – they had become the spice of my day, a constant undercurrent of excitement that kept me on edge, always anticipating the next encounter. My own desires, once so confusing and suppressed, were now front and center. And what I wanted, more and more, was to please. To give pleasure. To be used. It was a strange kind of freedom, relinquishing control, offering myself up, knowing that my body was a source of enjoyment for others. And in their pleasure, I found my own. 


Tonight was the staff party, a legendary event by all accounts, held every few months to reward the team and entertain some of the hotel’s most valued, long-term guests. The atmosphere was already electric as I got ready in my room, the sounds of music and laughter drifting up from the gardens below. I’d chosen a dress even more daring than my uniform, a slinky black number that barely contained my breasts, the skirt short and slit high up my thigh. No panties, of course. Looking in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. My eyes were brighter, my skin flushed, my body leaner, more toned. All that ‘physical activity’, as Chloe might have euphemistically called it, was definitely paying off. 

The party was in full swing when I arrived, the gardens transformed into a hedonistic playground. Fairy lights twinkled in the trees, casting a soft, seductive glow over the scene. Music pulsed through the air, a mix of upbeat dance tracks and slower, more sensual rhythms. And everywhere I looked, people were touching, kissing, fucking. Staff and guests mingled freely, boundaries blurred, inhibitions shed. Couples were dancing intimately, hands slipping beneath skirts and shirts. Groups clustered in corners, sharing drinks, sharing bodies. In the shadows of the olive trees, figures moved in rhythmic unison, moans and gasps mingling with the music. It was a feast for the senses, a bacchanal of flesh and desire. 

My eyes scanned the crowd, searching. Mr. Henderson was here, as expected, holding court with a group of other men, glasses of expensive whiskey in hand. A thrill went through me as I saw him, a memory of his kind eyes, his suggestive note, the promise of ‘later’. He looked up, catching my gaze, and a slow smile spread across his face, a smile that held recognition, invitation, and something more… anticipation. He raised his glass to me in a silent toast, and I felt my cheeks flush, my heart quickening its beat. He beckoned me over with a subtle nod of his head, and I started to move towards him, drawn by an invisible pull. 

As I approached, I saw him detach himself from his group, stepping away slightly, making space for me. He watched me walk towards him, his gaze appreciative, possessive, lingering on my exposed skin, the sway of my hips, the swell of my breasts. When I reached him, he took my hand, his touch warm and firm, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “Anya,” he breathed, his tone soft and gravelly, “You look… exquisite.” His eyes held mine, and for a moment, the noise of the party faded away, and it was just us, a silent connection in the midst of the chaos. “May I…?” he gestured towards a quieter corner, a secluded alcove draped with jasmine vines, away from the main throng. I nodded, wordless, my throat suddenly dry. He led me away, his hand still holding mine, and I followed willingly, eagerly, into the shadows. 

Mr. Henderson turned to face me, his silver hair gleaming in the dappled moonlight filtering through the jasmine. The scent of the flowers, heavy and sweet, mingled with his expensive cologne, creating a heady, intoxicating aroma. His eyes lingered on the deep plunge of my dress, the swell of my breasts barely contained, then lower, to the slit in my skirt, the expanse of bare thigh. He placed his hands on my hips, with a firm, possessive grip that sent a shiver of anticipation through me. He pulled me closer, our bodies almost touching, the heat radiating from him palpable. His gaze was intense, locking onto mine, a silent communication passing between us. This wasn't just appreciation; it was a claim. 

He bent his head, and his lips met mine in a kiss that was nothing like the fleeting encounters I'd had with the other staff. This was deep, commanding, his tongue pushing past my lips, demanding entry, exploring my mouth with a practiced expertise that left me breathless. It was possessive, staking his territory, asserting his dominance. My hands, instinctively, went to his shoulders, gripping the fine fabric of his jacket, my body molding against his, seeking the contact, the heat. I moaned softly into his mouth, a sound of pure, unadulterated desire, and his grip on my hips tightened. 

Breaking the kiss, he pulled back slightly, his breath warm against my face. "You're electric, Anya," he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. "I've been waiting for this all evening. All week, in fact." He slid his hand up my thigh, the smooth fabric of my dress rustling against his palm. He reached the edge of the slit, his fingers slipping beneath, confirming what he already knew: I was wearing nothing underneath. A low chuckle rumbled in his chest. "As expected," he said, his voice laced with amusement and satisfaction. He guided me, gently but firmly, down to my knees, the soft grass cool against my bare skin. I knelt before him, willingly, eagerly, my heart hammering in my chest. 

He unzipped his trousers, the sound loud in the relative quiet of the alcove, and his erection sprang free, thick and hard, straining against the confines of his underwear. He adjusted himself, positioning his cock directly in front of my face, the head glistening in the moonlight. He didn't need to say anything. I knew what he wanted. And I wanted to give it to him. 

I reached out, my fingers wrapping around his shaft, the heat of him pulsing in my hand. It was thicker than Marco's, longer than Julian's, a solid, imposing presence. I licked my lips, my mouth watering, and leaned forward, taking the tip of his cock into my mouth. The taste was familiar now, musky and salty, but each man was different, a unique texture, a unique flavor. I sucked gently at first, teasing him, then opened wider, taking more of him in, my tongue swirling around the head, my lips pressing against the base. 

"Deeper," he commanded, his voice rough, his hands gripping my hair, not pulling, but guiding, controlling. I obeyed instantly, opening my throat, taking him deeper, deeper still, feeling him press against the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I didn't stop. I wanted to please him, to give him everything he wanted. I mirrored the techniques Jane had shown me, using my hand to stroke his shaft, my thumb to tease the underside, my other hand to cup his balls, feeling their weight, their heat. I varied the pressure, the rhythm, listening to his breathing, feeling the tremors in his body, he groaned, a low resonant sound that vibrated through me, fueling my own arousal. My own juices were flowing freely now, soaking my thighs, making the grass beneath me damp. The sounds of the party, the music, the laughter, seemed distant, muffled, the only reality was this intense, intimate connection, the sensation of him filling my mouth. I deepthroated him again and again, pushing myself, wanting to take all of him, to swallow him whole. He guided my head with his hands, controlling the depth, the pace, ensuring I took him deep, pleasuring him intensely. His groans grew louder, more ragged, his body tensing against me. 

Suddenly, I felt a presence behind me. Another man. I didn't need to look to know. The air had shifted, thickened, the scent of another aroused male adding to the mix. I glanced back, briefly, and saw Marco standing at the edge of the alcove, watching us, his eyes fixed on my mouth working on Mr. Henderson's cock. He was visibly aroused, his trousers straining against his own erection. Mr. Henderson, his eyes still closed, his body taut with pleasure, noticed him too. Without stopping me, without missing a beat, he gestured with his free hand, a subtle flick of his wrist, inviting Marco to join us. 

Marco stepped into the alcove, his eyes never leaving me. He unzipped his trousers, his own cock springing free, thick and hard - the same cock I'd been fantasising about since my first day at the Seraphina, when I'd caught glimpses of his bulge through his uniform trousers, and then later guided into my mouth under Jane's tutelage. I stood up off my knees, then bent over to give him a good view of me - hoping he would take me right there, slide his thick cock deep inside me. He positioned himself behind me, pressing his erection against my exposed backside, right between my buttocks, the head nudging at my entrance, teasing me. The sensation, the unexpected pressure, sent a jolt of shock and arousal through me. I reached out and grabbed Mr. Henderson's cock, leaning forwards until I could retake it in my mouth, moaning onto it, my body tensing, my muscles clenching. Mr. Henderson chuckled, a low rumble in his chest, and held my head between his hands while I took him, his surprising strength holding me balanced between the two of them. He was enjoying this, the spectacle, the shared use of me. 

Marco started to grind against me, slow, deliberate movements, pressing his hard cock against my bare skin, teasing my entrance, building the tension. I could feel his heat, his hardness, his desire. My own arousal escalated, fueled by the dual stimulation, the voyeurism, the knowledge that I was being shared, used by two men at once. My moans grew louder, more desperate, echoing in the alcove. 

Marco hiked up my dress further from behind, fully exposing my backside. He spread my buttocks with his hands, revealing my wet, glistening folds. He positioned himself to enter me from behind, his cock pressing against my entrance, teasing me, but he didn't push in. Not yet. He was waiting, building anticipation, drawing out the pleasure. I was still giving my mouth to Mr. Henderson, with Marco poised to take me from behind, a living tableau of desire and submission. 

The air crackled with expectation, the silence before the storm. Marco’s thick cock pressed insistently against my entrance, a promise of the pleasure to come, while Mr. Henderson’s hands tightened in my hair, guiding my head, controlling the rhythm of my sucking. I was stretched between them, a living offering, my body humming with a desperate anticipation. Then he thrust, sliding into me with a slow, deliberate force that made me gasp around Mr. Henderson’s cock. His thickness filled me, stretching me wide, and a wave of pure sensation washed over me. It was exquisite, the feeling of him inside me, so strong, so sure. I arched my back, pressing myself against him, wanting him deeper, wanting more. Every inch he took sent shivers of delight through me, and I knew, with a certainty that thrilled me to my core, that I was going to love this. 

Moans escaped my lips, muffled by Mr. Henderson’s cock, as Marco filled me from behind, his hardness a delicious invasion, a perfect complement to the demanding presence in my mouth. I was being taken in two places at once, stretched and filled and used, and the sensation was overwhelming, electrifying, pushing me closer to the edge of control. Mr Henderson became more forceful as he held my hair and plunged further into my throat. Each of his thrusts sent shockwaves through my body, intensifying the pleasure radiating from my core, where Marco pounded into me. I arched my back, holding onto Mr Henderson's strong hips with my hands for balance, offering myself more fully to both of them, my body instinctively seeking more of their combined attention, desperate for the release that I knew was coming, building with each delicious moment. 

Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, a new wave of heat washed over me. A shadow fell across my vision, and from the corner of my eye, I saw him. Julian. Just the sight of him, even peripherally, sent a fresh jolt of electricity through me. His presence was different, heavier, more commanding than the others. My nipples tightened instantly, and a fresh flush rose on my skin. He moved closer, circling around to my side, and I could feel his gaze burning into me, even as my mouth was occupied, even as Marco was thrusting deep inside me. 

Suddenly, with a sharp, tearing sound, the fabric of my dress ripped open. Julian’s hands, strong and forceful, had grasped the material at my breasts and torn downwards, the slinky black fabric giving way instantly, exposing my naked torso to the cool night air. A gasp escaped me, not of shock, but of pure, raw excitement. I was suddenly, completely bare from the waist up, my breasts swinging freely, exposed to the gaze of all three men. Then, his hand appeared in my vision, large and sure, reaching out towards my now fully exposed breasts. I braced myself, unsure what to expect, but a thrill shot through me at the anticipation of his touch. 

Then, his thumb found my nipple, hard and erect, and he pinched it sharply. A gasp escaped my mouth, a sound muffled by Mr. Henderson’s cock, but the sharp sting of pleasure was undeniable. He did it again, and again, each pinch sending sparks of sensation down my spine, intensifying the pleasure radiating from my core. My body clenched tighter around Marco’s cock, my sucking rhythm faltering slightly as I struggled to process this new layer of sensation. 

Julian’s other hand moved to my left breast, mirroring the action, his thumbs teasing and pinching my nipples in perfect sync, a counterpoint to the rhythm of Marco’s thrusts and Mr. Henderson’s deep plunges into my throat. It was almost too much, a sensory overload of pleasure and dominance. I moaned again, louder this time, a sound of pure surrender, of utter abandon. 

Then, Julian shifted position, moving closer to my side. His fingers left my breasts, and for a moment, I felt a pang of loss, quickly replaced by a fresh wave of anticipation as I sensed his next move. His hand slid down my side, over my hip, and then lower, towards my already soaked crotch. His fingers found the swollen folds of my vulva, parting them gently just above where Marco was fucking me, exploring the slick heat of my clit. I gasped again, a sharp intake of breath. Julian’s fingers danced over my clit, light, teasing touches that sent shivers of anticipation through me. He wasn’t applying pressure, not yet, just feather-light strokes that drove me wild with need. He was playing with me, prolonging the pleasure, drawing out the agony of anticipation. My hips started to buck instinctively, grinding against Marco’s thrusts, desperate for release, for more of Julian’s touch. 

He chuckled softly, a low rumble that vibrated against my skin, and I knew he was enjoying my torment, my desperate need for him. Then, his fingers stilled, and I held my breath, waiting, aching. He wasn’t teasing me anymore. His fingers were exploring, delving deeper, finding the slickness of my own juices, the evidence of my arousal. I moaned again, a long, drawn-out sound of pure, unadulterated want. 

And then, he did something unexpected. His fingers slipped away from my clit, moving further back, towards my ass. My breath hitched in my throat. My ass? No one had ever touched me there before. The thought was both terrifying and incredibly arousing. A wave of heat flooded my cheeks, and my heart hammered against my ribs. 

His fingers traced the sensitive skin around my entrance, teasing, circling, building the tension. I clenched instinctively, my muscles tightening, resisting the unfamiliar touch, but also wanting it, craving it, desperate to know what it would feel like. I could feel the slickness of my own arousal on his fingers as they danced around my entrance, a testament to how wet I was becoming. 

And then, even as Mr Henderson was still deep in my mouth and Marco was thrusting inside me from behind, Julian pushed. Slowly, deliberately, one finger, then two, sliding into my arse, stretching me open, pushing past the initial resistance. A sharp gasp escaped my lips, muffled by Mr Henderson’s cock, a sound that was part shock, part surprise, part… pleasure. It was a strange sensation, unfamiliar and intense, a new kind of fullness, a new kind of stretching, and a feeling of being deliciously full in all my holes. 

He started to move his fingers, slow rhythmic strokes, pushing in and out, exploring the tightness of my ass, the sensitivity of the inner walls. The sensations were overwhelming, radiating outwards, intertwining with the pleasure of Marco’s thrusts and Mr. Henderson’s warm cock in my throat, creating a symphony of sensation that threatened to shatter my control. 

My body started to tremble, my legs shaking uncontrollably. The dual penetration, the nipple play, the ass fingering, it was all too much, a perfect storm of pleasure that was pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel the orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly, a pressure so intense it was almost painful. 

And then, it broke. A wave of pure, white-hot orgasm crashed over me, convulsing my body, clenching around Marco’s cock, pulling him deeper, deeper still. I cried out, a long, shuddering scream that echoed in the alcove, my body shaking, trembling, completely out of control. My legs gave way, and I started to sink to the ground, but Julian’s strong hands gripped my hips, holding me up, supporting me, even as he continued to finger my ass, intensifying the spasms of my orgasm. 

As I came, I felt the distinct sensation of Mr. Henderson’s climax, a hot rush of cum flooding my mouth, filling my throat, followed immediately by the deep, guttural groan of Marco’s orgasm, his hot ejaculate spurting deep inside me, against my contracting muscles. It was a simultaneous release, a triple climax of pure, unadulterated pleasure, and I was at the epicenter of it all, being used, being claimed, being utterly, completely overwhelmed. 

The three men held me there, their hands firm on my body, supporting me, steadying me, as the waves of orgasm washed over me, convulsing me, shaking me, leaving me breathless and weak and utterly sated. My body trembled, aftershocks rippling through me, my muscles spasming involuntarily. I was dripping with cum, their cum, my cum, from all my holes, a glistening mess of fluids and spent desire. 

Slowly, Marco withdrew from me, his cock slick with my juices, leaving behind a sensation of emptiness that was almost as intense as the fullness had been. Julian withdrew his fingers from my ass, leaving a similar ache of absence. Then Mr Henderson pulled his cock from my mouth, the sudden coolness of the air on my lips a stark contrast to his warmth as I gasped for air I hadn't realised I needed. And then, Julian’s hands shifted, pushing me forward, guiding me down, until I was kneeling on the damp grass, still trembling, still gasping for breath, my body humming with the lingering aftershocks of orgasm. 

He stepped in front of me, and I looked up, my vision still blurred, my body still shaking. He was unzipping his trousers, his gaze fixed on mine, his eyes dark, intense, possessive. He grabbed his cock, and it sprang free, thick and long and hard, glistening in the moonlight, already coated in my juices from his fingers. It was magnificent, intimidating, utterly irresistible. 

Without hesitation, without a word, I reached out and took him in my mouth, my lips parting instinctively, my tongue already anticipating the taste of him. He was hot, hard, pulsing against my tongue, filling my mouth, stretching my cheeks. I sucked him deeply, eagerly, wanting more, wanting all of him, wanting to taste every part of him. 

His hands went to my hair, gripping it tightly, controlling my head, guiding my movements. He fucked my mouth, hard and fast, driving himself deep into my throat, making me gag, making me gasp, but I didn’t stop. I wanted this, craved this, needed this. I wanted to take all of him, to swallow him whole. 

The pressure built rapidly, relentlessly, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. I could feel him getting closer, the tension mounting, building, building. His thrusts became harder, faster, more frantic. And then, with a final, guttural roar, he came. His body went rigid, his back arching, and he emptied himself into my mouth, a hot, thick flood of cum exploding onto my tongue, filling my mouth, coating my cheeks, some of it dribbling down my chin. 

He pulled out of my mouth, his cock slick with my saliva and his cum, and looked down at me, his dark eyes burning into mine, possessive, triumphant. And then, deliberately, slowly, he brought his hand up to my face, and smeared the remaining cum from his cock across my cheek, marking me, claiming me, making it clear to anyone who might be watching that I was his. 

The three men withdrew, leaving me kneeling in the alcove, covered in their combined fluids. Julian's cum coated my face, dripping from my chin, mixing with my saliva. Marco's seed was dripping from my core, running down my thighs, pooling on the grass beneath me. I was a mess, a used, glistening testament to their pleasure. Mr. Henderson, his breathing still ragged, reached down and helped me to my feet, his hand lingering on my bare hip. 

He led me out of the alcove, back into the main party area, displaying me to the other guests and staff. My dress was now in pieces on the floor, my naked body exposed, my legs wet with cum, my face smeared with it. I was a walking, talking advertisement of my availability, my shared status. The other men at the party took note, their eyes lingering on me, their expressions a mixture of admiration, envy, and desire. I was no longer just Anya, the new housekeeper. I was Anya, the shared, used, desired object of the Seraphina. And I knew, with a certainty that both thrilled and terrified me, that this was just the beginning. 

After a rest period, I found myself back in the heart of the party, a different kind of buzz thrumming through my veins. As word spread, as it always did, that I was ‘available’, the attention intensified, but now, something had shifted within me. It wasn't just about being taken; it was about taking part. I was one of them now. Hands still reached for me, but now mine reached back, exploring, initiating. I pulled waiters and bartenders closer, not just to be used, but to use them in turn, my fingers finding their way beneath clothes, offering pleasure as well as receiving it. Guests I barely knew became partners in fleeting encounters, our bodies tangling in the shadows, in plain sight, a shared dance of desire. I'd long ditched my dress, my breasts and ass were bared to all, my body slick with sweat and cum, but now it felt like a badge of honour, a testament to my initiation. I wasn't just a canvas; I was an artist too, painting my own desires onto the night. I found myself drawn to the women as well, my fingers tracing the curves of their bodies, exploring the wet heat between their legs, guiding them towards their own release. 

The music pulsed, the lights danced, the bodies moved, and I moved with them, an active player in the Seraphina dance of desire. The hours spun by, a dizzying blur of touch and taste and sensation, a shared experience, a collective exploration of pleasure. As the first hints of dawn began to paint the sky, the party began to wind down, the music softened, the crowds thinned, the energy slowly dissipated, leaving behind a lingering haze of sated desire and exhausted contentment, a contentment that was now mine as much as anyone else's. 

Back in my room just after dawn, the silence was almost deafening after the cacophony of the party. I stood in front of the mirror, naked, still flushed, still tingling, still faintly sticky with the remnants of the night, even after a long shower. My body was marked, bruised, kissed, used, and utterly, completely, alive. A smile grew on my lips, a slow, satisfied smile. This was it. This was me now. This was my life. And I wouldn’t trade it for anything. 

Later that morning, still basking in the afterglow of the party, I sat down at the small desk in my room and opened my laptop. An email to Chloe was long overdue. I typed quickly, the words flowing easily, a rush of excitement and contentment spilling onto the screen. 

Subject: You were SO right!

Hey Chloe,

You will NOT believe this place. Remember how you said I’d like the ‘atmosphere’? Understatement of the century! This job is… amazing. The island is beautiful, the hotel is incredible, and the staff… well, let’s just say everyone is very… friendly!

The pay is even better than you said, and honestly, I’ve never been happier. It’s hard work, cleaning all these rooms, but it’s also… really rewarding. And I’m in the best shape of my life! All that running around, haha!

Seriously though, thank you, thank you, THANK YOU for recommending this. It’s exactly what I needed. Remember how shy and awkward I used to be? That feels like a lifetime ago. I’m a different person now. More confident, more… myself. I finally feel like I know what I want, and I’m not afraid to go for it.

You HAVE to come visit me sometime. We’ll have so much fun! I’ll tell you all about it then. But be warned, you might not want to leave!

Talk soon,

Anya xoxo

I reread the email, a satisfied smirk playing on my lips. It was all true. I was happy. More than happy. I was free. Free from the constraints of my old life, free to explore my desires, free to be the woman I was always meant to be. A woman who knew what she wanted, and wasn’t afraid to take it. A woman who had found her place, her purpose, in the heart of the Seraphina. 
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I came seeking something primal, something beyond the tame desires of my past.  I found it in this free use tribe, hidden deep in the prehistoric wilderness. 
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