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Chapter 1: Arrival

⚜

The seaplane banked left and the island resolved out of the blue - too perfect to be real, the kind of aerial shot that belongs on a travel brochure. White sand in a crescent around a turquoise lagoon. Palm trees. Modern architecture running along the water's edge, open-air walkways connecting the main building to clusters of cabanas. I could pick out the pool deck from above, the infinity edge catching the sun. Lower down, an open-air structure near the beach with a thatched roof - the Pavilion, it had to be, visible from everywhere, exactly where the website had said it would be.

"Don't look," I said, already looking.

"Don't look at what?" Tessa pressed her face against the oval window. "Oh. Oh."

Below us, the resort was already in motion.

"Sienna. I'm literally here to look. We're both here to look. And do." She grinned at me, dark hair falling across her face, brown eyes bright with the kind of reckless energy that had gotten me into trouble since freshman year. "Stop doing the math in your head."

I was doing it anyway. Thirty-seven thousand dollars in student debt. Double shifts at Rosario's that barely covered rent. The Green band paid two hundred a day. Blue paid five hundred. Red paid a thousand. And the Black Band prize - fifty thousand dollars, enough to wipe the slate clean. I'd done the math on the flight, on the bus to the charter terminal, in the shower that morning while I shaved everything below my eyebrows and tried not to think too hard about why.

The seaplane touched down in the lagoon with a spray of warm water across the windows. The pilot - tanned, mirrored sunglasses, the casual confidence of a man who flew women to sex resorts for a living - helped us onto the dock. A resort porter appeared immediately from the shore end, collected our luggage before we'd taken ten steps, and vanished with it. The sun hit me like a wall. Humid, heavy, immediate. My sundress clung to my skin within seconds - the thin cotton pulling tight across my breasts, the hem riding up over my thighs in the breeze - and I tugged it down as we walked toward shore.

Up close, the resort was immaculate. Polished concrete and thatched roofing, tropical plants spilling from every surface, open-air walkways connecting everything. And somewhere to our left, a woman was moaning hard enough to carry on the wind.

Soft, rhythmic, climbing. Tessa's head snapped toward the sound. Mine did too, though I pretended it didn't.

"Welcome to Sunset Cove." The woman at the Welcome Center was in her thirties, glossy black hair pulled into a low bun, wearing a white linen dress and a warm smile that belonged on a spa receptionist. A small gold badge read Coordinator - Lana. She gestured us toward a pair of rattan chairs. "Please, sit. Let's get you set up."

She slid a laminated card across the desk. Four colored bands on it: Green, Blue, Red, and Black. Beside me, I could feel Tessa leaning forward to read it before Lana had even started.

"Green is oral availability. Any guest can approach you for oral sex - bands are active from breakfast through midnight unless flipped inward. You earn two hundred dollars per day. Your arrival day counts as Day One once the band is issued. Blue is full vaginal access - oral plus penetration. Five hundred per day. Unlocks the Glory Hole Lounge and the Pavilion - each station has its own options, roughness and restraints included, all within your stop signal. You need three days on Green and a qualifying penetrative session with our staff to upgrade." Lana's tone was the same as a hotel receptionist explaining the breakfast buffet hours. "Red is full anal access plus everything below. One thousand per day. Requires completing our four-day preparation program. And Black" - she tapped the bottom of the card - "is a monthly prize, not a tier. The Red holder who logs the most encounters on Black Band Day wins fifty thousand dollars in cash, a private night with the resort owner, and a complimentary stay for the rest of the season."

By the time she reached Red, I could feel my pulse in my wrists. Fifty thousand dollars. There it was, on a laminated card. The number that could change everything.

"The universal stop signal is hands flat." Lana pressed both palms flat on the desk, demonstrating. "Against any surface. Floor, wall, bench. If your hands are restrained, verbal stop works the same way - instant override. The moment you signal, all contact stops immediately. Our staff monitors every station. You're never unsupervised." She tapped the edge of the green band. "Flip your band inward - colour hidden - and you're off-duty. No one approaches you. It's your day off switch." She pushed two forms and a pen toward us. "The consent agreement covers your selected entry band and acknowledged escalation path. Take your time."

Tessa didn't take her time. She signed her name in three seconds flat, the pen barely pausing, and looked at me with that expression she got when she was daring me to keep up.

I read the form. Every word. I understand that by wearing the designated wristband, I consent to sexual contact as described in the corresponding tier... My hand was shaking slightly. Not from fear, exactly. Something else. A tremor in the pit of my stomach that I couldn't name, somewhere between dread and anticipation.

I signed.

Lana fastened a green wristband around my wrist - soft silicone, snug, the color of unripe limes. Tessa held hers up to the light, turning her wrist back and forth. "Cute. Very Coachella."

"Your villa is along the main path," Lana said, handing us two keycards. "Past the Pool Deck and the Pavilion. Your bags will be delivered. Enjoy your stay."

We walked. The path was smooth flagstone, lined with hibiscus and bougainvillea, curving through the resort's grounds. Music drifted from somewhere - low, ambient, the kind of thing you'd hear in a boutique hotel lobby. A warm breeze carried the smell of salt water, sunscreen, and frangipani.

Then we reached the Pool Deck.

The infinity pool was stunning - electric blue water spilling over the far edge toward the ocean, swim-up bar with teak stools, loungers arranged on honey-colored stone under white parasols. A bartender in a linen shirt was mixing something with fresh fruit. Two women sunbathed on their stomachs, bikini tops untied. A man read a paperback in the shallow end. It looked like a magazine shoot.

Except for the woman on the lounger closest to us.

She was on her back, a Blue wristband on her left wrist, which held a half-finished margarita. Her bikini bottom had been pulled to the side. A man stood between her legs, his swim trunks around his thighs, hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. She sipped her drink. She actually sipped her fucking drink while he fucked her, her body rocking gently with each thrust, one foot hooked around his calf for leverage. Her friend sat on the next lounger, scrolling through her phone, occasionally glancing over to say something that made them both laugh. The man gripped her thighs, pushed deeper, and her laugh turned into a soft moan that she swallowed with another sip of margarita.

I stopped walking. My feet just stopped.

At the swim-up bar, a woman in a green band knelt on the submerged bench, her head bobbing in a man's lap while he leaned against the bar and talked to the bartender about the snorkeling conditions on the east side of the island. The bartender answered while polishing a glass. The woman worked him with one hand, taking him deep, and neither man acknowledged the act as anything more notable than the weather.

A Red-banded woman strolled past us on the path, heading toward the main building. She wore a white sarong tied at her hip, nothing on top, her breasts swaying as she walked. Fresh cum glistened on her inner thighs. She caught my stare and gave me the kind of casual nod you'd give someone passing you in a grocery aisle.

"Holy shit," Tessa whispered. "This is real."

It was the casualness that undid me. Not the sex - I'd watched porn, I knew what bodies looked like in motion. It was the normalcy. The margarita. The phone scrolling. The bartender discussing snorkeling. No one paused for it. She drank, he kept moving, the bartender kept talking. That was what got under my skin.

I was very aware of the green band on my wrist. Green. Oral availability. Any guest could approach me. Right now, technically, any man at that pool bar could walk over and-

I started walking again, fast.

Beyond the pool, the path sloped down toward the beach. The Pavilion came into view - an open-air structure with a thatched roof, positioned where the manicured grounds met the sand. It was visible from the pool, from the restaurant terrace above, from the beach below. Deliberately placed to be seen from everywhere.

I should have kept walking. Tessa had slowed to take a photo of the ocean view. I should have grabbed her arm and pulled her toward the villa.

Instead, I stopped at the edge of the Pavilion and stared.

Six padded benches arranged in a row - the Stalls, the resort's most public station. Waist-height, angled so the women bending over them faced the beach and the men standing behind them were visible from the path. Each bench had leather-wrapped handles on the sides and discreet padded loops set into the frame that I couldn't quite figure out. Blue and Red wristbands on every woman's wrist.

Three of the six were currently occupied - occupied in the way that word doesn't remotely prepare you for. The woman on the far left had a Red band on her wrist and her face buried in her folded arms, the salt-leather scent of the bench mixing with the heat rising off her skin. A man stood behind her, thick hands gripping her hips, driving into her with a steady, unhurried rhythm that made her whole body rock forward on each stroke. The wet sound of skin meeting skin carried clearly in the open air. The woman in the middle - Blue band, blonde hair in a ponytail, tanned legs - was gasping in sharp, staccato bursts while a taller man fucked her with short, hard thrusts, the bench leather creaking faintly beneath her.

The woman at the third bench had just been finished with. She lay forward against the padding, breathing hard, thighs trembling, the shine of sweat and use visible on her inner thighs in the afternoon light. She didn't get up. She didn't close her legs. She stayed in position, recovering, available, her Blue band catching the sunlight.

Two more women waited at benches further down the row - bent forward, gripping the handles, feet planted, presenting. Both Blue-banded. Neither man had chosen them yet. One had her eyes closed, her hips tilted back at a slight angle that was more invitation than accident. The other stared at the horizon, patient, completely still. Waiting to be selected, or not. The exposure itself was the condition.

A man walked the row the way you'd browse a wine list. Unhurried. He passed the first woman, glanced at the waiting two, and stopped behind the third - the one still catching her breath, thighs slick. He unzipped. She shifted her weight slightly, adjusting her position, and he pushed inside her without a word. Her gasp was immediate, ragged, something between protest and relief. He gripped her waist and started moving.

I couldn't look away.

My mouth had gone dry. Something had shifted lower in my body - a thick, insistent pulse between my legs that I couldn't ignore. My thighs pressed together of their own accord. I could feel the dampness in my underwear, sudden and undeniable. The breeze off the ocean touched my skin and I shivered despite the heat.

That would be me. If I earned Blue, that could be me - bent over a bench in the open air, face down, legs spread, waiting for a stranger to choose me and push inside without asking, without speaking, without even looking at my face. The thought should have terrified me. Two hours ago, on the seaplane, it would have terrified me.

Standing there in the open air, watching a woman take her second man in five minutes while the afternoon sun warmed her back and the ocean crashed behind her, terror was not the word for what I felt.

Tessa appeared beside me. "Jesus Christ," she breathed. Then, after a beat: "That's going to be us."

"Yeah," I said. My voice sounded strange to me. Thick. "It is."

We walked to the villa in silence. My underwear stuck to me with every step. Tessa didn't look much steadier.

The villa was beautiful - white walls, polished teak floors, a king bed with crisp linens, an outdoor shower surrounded by tropical plants. French doors opened onto a private terrace with two loungers and a view of the ocean through the palms. It smelled like clean cotton and plumeria.

Tessa threw herself onto the bed. "Okay. Okay okay okay. This is insane. I knew what I signed up for and I'm still-"

The knock on the door cut her off.

I opened it without thinking, expecting a porter with our bags.

Nate Calloway leaned against the doorframe.

Six years had turned the good-looking eighteen-year-old who'd dared me to skinny dip at my brother's birthday party into something devastating. Six-two, broad shoulders filling out a white linen shirt rolled to the elbows, dark wavy hair pushed back from his face, green eyes that hadn't changed at all - still sharp, still amused, still looking at me like he knew exactly what I was thinking. His jaw had sharpened, stubble darkening it. An easy, confident grin that bordered on a smirk.

"Sienna Cole," he said. "No fucking way."

The word came out wrong, too small. "Nate?"

He looked past me into the villa, clocked Tessa on the bed, gave her a nod that was pure charm, and turned those green eyes back to me. "Saw your name on the arrival manifest this morning. Had to come see for myself. Danny know you're here?"

"No." My voice came out sharper than I intended. "Danny doesn't know. And he's not going to."

"Relax, Si. I'm not calling your brother." His gaze dropped to my wrist. To the green band. His smirk deepened, and something about it made my spine straighten. "Green, huh? Playing it safe."

"It's the starting level."

"Sure." He pushed off the doorframe, crossing his arms. The shirt pulled across his chest. "Some things never change."

The heat in my face was instant, furious. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"Come on." His voice dropped a register, easy and certain. "Remember Danny's eighteenth? You were going to jump in. I could tell - you wanted to. And then you saw me and you grabbed your towel and ran." He tilted his head, that smirk going nowhere. "You still can't jump in, can you, Si? Always standing at the edge."

Six years collapsed. I was sixteen again, standing in my brother's backyard in a one-piece while everyone else stripped down. Nate had pulled his shorts off last, casual as anything, and when I saw him - all of him - the length, the thickness, the casual way he stood there as if being built like that was nothing remarkable - I'd grabbed my towel and bolted. Into the kitchen. Sat on the linoleum floor with my back against the dishwasher, face burning, towel clutched like armor. He'd found me ten minutes later, wearing his shorts again, looked down at me with exactly this expression: Relax, Si. Maybe next time.

There was no next time. It became a joke between him and Danny for years. Sienna's not ready for the deep end yet. I'd carried the humiliation like a stone in my pocket since.

"I'm not sixteen anymore," I said.

"I can see that." His eyes moved over me, quick and deliberate - my sundress, my bare shoulders, the way the thin cotton pulled across my chest and curved over my hips, back up to my face. Not leering. Assessing. The way a man looks at a woman he doesn't take seriously yet but might, given sufficient evidence. "Prove it."

A beat of silence. My hands had gone still at my sides.

"I built this place," he said. "My money, my rules. I live here." He let a pause do the work. "And I partake. But not with Green bands." He leaned forward, just slightly, and his voice dropped. "You want my attention? Come find me when you've earned something worth looking at." His gaze flicked to my green wristband one more time. "Because right now? This doesn't impress me."

He straightened up. Winked at Tessa - who, to her credit, looked like she'd stopped breathing - and walked away down the path. Unhurried. Confident. Not looking back.

I closed the door. My hands were shaking. Not with embarrassment this time. With something hotter, sharper, closer to rage.

"Who," Tessa said from the bed, "the FUCK was that?"

I sat down on the edge of the mattress. "Nate Calloway. My brother Danny's best friend since high school. He's known me since I was fourteen."

"And he owns this place?"

"Apparently."

"And he just dared you to-"

"Yeah."

Tessa was quiet for exactly three seconds. Then: "So your childhood crush owns a free use resort, has what I'm guessing from that look on your face is a monster cock, and just dared you to earn your way to him?" She put her hand on my knee. "Best. Vacation. Ever."

I didn't laugh. He still thought I was the girl who stayed in the shallow end - Danny's cautious little sister, the one who grabbed her towel and ran. He'd filed me under safe and predictable and not worth a second look.

He was wrong. The difference was that now I had a way to prove it.

Dinner was at the resort restaurant - open-air terrace overlooking the pool and the ocean beyond, white tablecloths, candlelight, a menu that included seared ahi tuna and a wine list longer than my arm. For half a second it passed for a normal upscale restaurant.

Then I noticed the woman three tables over straddling a man's thighs, her dress hiked up, riding him slowly while they shared a dessert. Or the server - green-banded, beautiful, dark skin, long legs - who paused at a table of three men, knelt gracefully, and disappeared below the tablecloth for the duration of their appetizer course. No one at the surrounding tables looked up.

By dinner, what had stopped me cold at the pool already felt less like spectacle and more like the rhythm of the place. I had started to adjust. That was perhaps the strangest part.

"Stop staring," Tessa said, nudging my shin under the table.

"I'm not staring. I'm observing."

"You're staring. Eat your tuna."

I ate my tuna. But my eyes kept drifting. To the bands on women's wrists. Green, Blue, Red - each one telling me exactly what the wearer was available for. A woman with a Red band walked past our table with a man's hand at the small of her back, guiding her toward the far end of the restaurant, where a staircase descended below the main building. Red light seeped up from below, warm and dim. She descended ahead of him without hesitation, her hips swaying, his hand staying on her until the last step. The sounds that drifted up the staircase were deeper, rougher, more intense than anything I'd heard at the pool or the Pavilion. The Red Room.

I watched her disappear and felt my body respond - a clench low in my belly, a flush of heat across my chest. I pressed my thighs together under the table and took a long sip of wine.

"I've been thinking," I said.

"Dangerous."

"The Black Band prize. Fifty thousand dollars."

Tessa set down her fork. "I know."

"That wipes my debt. All of it. Every dollar. I could stop splitting tips with Tony for table six on a Tuesday night and actually-"

"Sienna." Tessa leaned forward, candlelight playing across her olive skin. "You don't have to justify it with money. You saw the Stalls today. I saw your face. You pressed your thighs together so hard I thought you were going to pull a muscle."

I opened my mouth to argue, then closed it.

"It's okay to want this," she said. "The money's a bonus. But the way you looked at those women? You weren't calculating daily rates. You were imagining yourself bent over that bench."

She was right. I hated that she was right. But the image had been playing on a loop in my head since we walked past the Pavilion - me, face down, gripping the handles, legs spread, the sun warm on my back, whatever man decided I was worth stopping for stepping up behind me. The vulnerability. The exposure. The complete surrender of choice. And under that, beneath the fantasy, Nate's voice: Come back when you're worth a second look.

"I'm going to earn every band in this place," I said.

Tessa picked up her wine glass. "Then we start tomorrow."

We clinked glasses. The wine was excellent. Below us, a woman's moan rose from the Red Room staircase, long and sustained, the sound of someone being taken apart. I drained my glass and poured another.

Tomorrow I would kneel for the first time. Tomorrow a stranger would touch my green band, and I would open my mouth and take him. The thought sent a spike of adrenaline through me so sharp I felt it in my fingertips.

I looked down at my wrist. The green band glowed in the candlelight, bright against my sun-kissed skin. Entry level. Two hundred dollars a day. The first rung.

Nate's penthouse was visible from the restaurant - the top floor of the main building, glass walls catching the last of the sunset. He was up there somewhere, probably looking down at all of it. The pool, the Pavilion, the women, the bands. His kingdom of willing bodies and earned access.

Playing it safe, he'd said. Some things never change.

I wrapped my fingers around my green wristband and squeezed until I felt the silicone bite into my skin.

Everything was about to change.
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Chapter 2: Green

⚜

Iwoke up nervous.

The kind that sits behind the sternum and makes your hands fidget and your jaw clench. My heart was already going by the time I opened my eyes, sheets damp and tangled around my legs from a night of half-sleep and fragmented images: the Pavilion in the afternoon light, a woman gasping while her bench creaked, the sounds that drifted to us on the breeze.

I lay still and ran the debt numbers again - translating each colored band into months of rent, shifts I could drop, the look on my landlord's face when I stopped begging for extensions. Lana's rule from yesterday drifted back - the band started the clock the moment it went on, which made this morning Day Two. Three days on Green, then a qualifying session, and the rates started climbing. The math settled my breathing for about thirty seconds. Then the other thing crept back: appetite, low and warm, sitting exactly where it had been since the Pavilion.

Beside me, Tessa was already awake. Already in her bikini - a dark red triangle top that made her olive skin glow, the bottoms riding high on her hips, showing off those incredible legs. Her Green band stood out against her wrist. She was tying her hair into a messy knot and watching me with an expression that was half amusement, half dare.

"Morning," she said. "You were making noises in your sleep."

"I was not."

"You absolutely were." She threw a pillow at me. "Get dressed. Pool deck. We're doing this."

I showered - cold, then hot, then cold again because none of it settled me. I put on my white bikini: the one I'd bought specifically for this trip, the one that made my C-cups look full and round, the triangle top barely containing them, the bottoms cut high enough to show the curve of my ass. I checked myself in the bathroom mirror. Sun-kissed skin from yesterday's walk, honey-blonde hair loose past my shoulders, blue eyes looking back at me with something that wasn't quite certainty.

The green band sat against my wrist. I braced a hand against the cool tile of the bathroom wall and breathed until the fluttering in my stomach eased. This doesn't impress me. Nate's voice, lodged in my chest like a splinter. I looked at myself in the mirror again, deliberate. He still thought I was the girl who grabbed her towel and ran.

By tonight, a stranger would have had my mouth. The thought made my stomach drop and my skin flush at the same time.

I grabbed my towel and followed Tessa out before the nerves could win.

The Pool Deck at ten in the morning was quieter than yesterday afternoon but already warm with activity. Sun poured across the infinity pool, the water so blue it looked artificial. A few women lay on loungers - Green and Blue bands - oiling their skin, reading, talking. The swim-up bar was open, a bartender slicing limes. Music drifted from hidden speakers, something low and rhythmic.

Two loungers down from the bar, a Blue-banded woman in a black bikini lay on her back while a man knelt between her legs, his mouth working between her thighs. She had one hand in his hair and the other holding her sunglasses in place. Her hips rolled in lazy circles. She looked bored and aroused at the same time, the way someone looks halfway through a good massage.

Yesterday, that scene would have frozen me. Today, I clocked it, felt the low pull it sent through my belly, and kept walking.

We claimed two loungers near the bar. Tessa ordered us both mimosas. I sipped mine too fast, the bubbles sharp on my tongue, and watched the pool through my sunglasses while pretending I wasn't scanning every man who walked past.

He approached from the bar side. Mid-thirties, broad across the shoulders in a way that made his swim trunks look small - the tan of someone who lived outdoors, forearms corded with the specific kind of lean muscle that comes from actual labor rather than a gym. A silver watch on his wrist, heavy-faced, the kind of thing you don't take off. He carried a drink in one hand and moved like a man who'd already decided what he wanted.

He stopped at my lounger. His eyes moved over me - direct, unhurried, the kind of appraisal that said he'd already decided I was worth his time and was simply confirming it.

Then to my wrist. The green band.

"Morning," he said. Easy. Certain.

"Morning." My voice came out steady, which surprised me.

He raised an eyebrow. A question. Not demanding. Just: yes?

I nodded.

He set his drink on the small table between loungers and took the empty one beside mine, sitting on its edge to face me. His hand came to my shoulder - not pushing, just a direction - and I let myself follow it down to the sun-warmed stone beside his lounger. My knees met the pool deck. The stone was smooth under my shins, already hot from the morning sun. He pulled his waistband down with one hand, already half-hard.

My heart was slamming. The sunlight burned between my shoulder blades. Tessa was two loungers away and she'd gone quiet. Other people were around - the bartender, the women sunbathing, a man cutting slow laps through the pool. All of them could see me kneeling.

Prove it, Nate had said.

I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.

The weight on my tongue was immediate and real - thick, warm, the faint salt taste of skin and morning. He hardened fully against the roof of my mouth as I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his shaft, jaw widening. He exhaled slowly, his thumb settling at my jaw rather than my hair - a steadying anchor, not a grip - tilting my head to the angle he wanted.

I'd given head twice before, in college, both rushed and forgettable. This was different in every way. The angle, the light, the heat on my bare back, the fact that a woman fifteen feet away was currently being eaten out on a lounger and no one thought anything of it. His thumb applied light pressure at my jaw as I found a rhythm - the slide of him along my tongue, the stretch at the back of my throat, the wet sounds my mouth made without my permission.

And between my thighs, something I hadn't expected: a heat building that had nothing to do with nervousness. The weight of him on my tongue, the restrained sounds he made when I hollowed my cheeks - I could feel the slickness gathering between my legs, pressing against the fabric of my bikini, intensifying with each breath I took through my nose.

He found a rhythm and I followed it. His thumb moved from my jaw to cup the side of my face, and the gesture was almost tender - almost - except the pace he set wasn't tender. It was deliberate and thorough, and when I looked up at him once, eyes watering slightly, his expression was calm. Attentive. The silver watch caught the sun on his wrist.

He came with his hand resting on the crown of my head, not gripping, just present. I felt it - the pulse, the sudden thickness, the heat spilling across my tongue. I swallowed on instinct, twice, the reflex surprising me almost as much as the sound I made: a small, involuntary moan that wasn't performance.

He released me. I sat back on my heels, lips swollen, breathing hard.

He looked down at me with the calm appreciation of a man noting a good thing. Rearranged himself, picked up his drink.

"Thanks," he said. His gaze moved to the pool.

That was all. He returned to his morning as if nothing worth remarking on had happened. His drink, the morning sun, and me still kneeling on the stone beside him like I'd already been forgotten.

I stood on unsteady legs and walked back to Tessa's lounger. My lips were buzzing. I could still taste him - clean, warm, faintly salty - and something about the way he'd already moved on, casually returned to watching the pool like I was simply the best part of his morning and now he was on to the next thing, made a sound rise in my throat that I had to swallow down - pure, humiliating want. The dismissal itself was the thing that made my thighs clench together on the walk back.

He called Green safe, I thought. My knees are red from the stone and I'm soaked and he doesn't even remember my name.

I sat down. My thighs trembled against the warm cushion.

"That was..." I started.

"Yeah," Tessa said. She was staring at me, brown eyes wide, lips parted. "You looked-" She shook her head. "My turn."

She was on her feet before I could respond. She'd been watching - I realized with a flush that climbed my neck - the entire time.

Tessa had a different approach than waiting to be asked. She walked past three loungers to where a man sat alone reading something on his phone - dark-skinned, broad-chested, legs stretched out in the sun. She touched his forearm, tapped her green band. He looked up surprised, then pleased. She knelt.

The band defined what was available, not who had to make the first move. Tessa had clearly understood that from the moment she read the laminated card. I watched her work - enthusiastic in a way that was almost aggressive, dark head bobbing, hands on his thighs, sounds coming from her that were pure appetite rather than performance. She wanted this. Not the escalation path. Not the money. A man's cock in her mouth by the pool in the sunshine, and the Green band had given her permission to take it.

He lasted longer than mine. When he finished, Tessa pulled back with his thumb wiping her chin, and she cleaned it off with a deliberate swipe and looked up at him with her chin raised. He laughed, disbelieving. Jesus. She strolled back to me grinning, mimosa in hand.

"Okay," she said. "I get it now."

The shame I'd prepared for - the wave of disgust I'd braced against all morning - never arrived. What I felt instead was simpler, stranger: the ache between my thighs that had started on the pool deck was worse, not better. My body had been in the act and denied the release it was now screaming for. I looked at my Green band and thought about Nate watching from his penthouse. Entry level, he'd think. Playing it safe.

Good, I thought. Let him think that for now.

We spent the afternoon around the pool. Near three o'clock, a man at the swim-up bar caught my eye - early forties, silver-threaded at the temples, the particular stillness of someone accustomed to patience. He glanced at my Green band, then at my face. I walked to him.

I knelt on the submerged bench, my back against the pool wall, warm water lapping at my waist. He was already hard when he freed himself - thicker than the first man, flushed dark, the head blunt against my lips when I leaned forward. Different. Each one was different, and my body catalogued the difference greedily: the stretch of my jaw opening wider, the heavier weight pressing down against my tongue, the slight curve that hit a new angle when I took him deep.

He tasted like scotch. One hand rested at the back of my neck, barely touching, guiding by presence rather than force. Glasses clinked somewhere behind him. A woman laughed at the far end of the pool. I worked him with my lips and tongue while the water rocked gently against my ribs and the afternoon sun turned the pool into white light, and something in me loosened - not resistance, because that was already gone. More like the last bit of self-consciousness about what I was doing in public with a stranger's cock in my mouth. It dissolved somewhere between the first stroke and the tenth.

My jaw burned pleasantly by the time he tensed, and when he came - thick, hot, pulsing against the back of my throat - I swallowed without hesitation and felt a deep clench low in my belly - my body's answer to the question it kept asking and the Green band kept denying.

He settled back on his bar stool. Reached for his drink without looking at me.

I straightened up, wiped my lips with the back of my hand, and gripped the pool edge. My thighs pressed together underwater. Two men's taste layered on my tongue, my body humming, and nowhere to put any of it. The Green band covered what I gave, not what I wanted back.

Two hundred dollars banked on Day Two. Somewhere in a folder on my laptop was a spreadsheet with Rosario's double shifts mapped out by the week. This morning had already erased one of them.

The villa was cool and dim after the day's heat. Late afternoon light slanted through the French doors, turning everything amber. I'd showered, rinsed the chlorine and salt from my hair, and stretched out on the bed in a thin cotton tank top and underwear, staring at the ceiling fan. My jaw ached. My lips were tender. Between my legs, the throb that had been building since morning had settled into something deep and constant, like a second pulse.

Tessa came out of the bathroom in an oversized t-shirt and nothing else, toweling her dark hair. She dropped onto the bed beside me, close enough that our arms touched.

"What a day," she breathed.

"What a day."

Silence. The ceiling fan turned. Through the open window, the ocean shushed against the beach and somewhere further away, a woman moaned - the sound drifting from the pool deck, easy as birdsong. I pressed my thighs together and it did nothing.

"I'm wound so tight I can barely stay still," I said.

"I know." Tessa turned her head on the pillow. Her face was inches from mine in the low light. "Me too."

Something between us went quiet and intentional.

Tessa's hand moved to my thigh, just above my knee. Her fingers were warm. She didn't move higher. Just rested there.

"Can I?" Quiet, but with that deliberate Tessa confidence underneath - she knew what she wanted, she was just giving me the space to say yes.

I nodded.

Her hand slid up. Fingertips tracing the damp fabric of my underwear, and I inhaled sharply, hips tilting up before I could stop them.

"Christ," she murmured. She hooked her fingers under the waistband and pulled my underwear down my legs. I lifted for her without thinking. The air hit my bare skin and I shivered.

Tessa shifted down the bed, positioning herself between my thighs. She pushed them apart - firm, sure - and I let them fall open. When she spread me wider, I opened for her as helplessly as I'd opened my mouth for the man at the pool that morning.

She kissed my inner thigh first. Then the other. Soft, mouth warm against the sensitive skin. Then she found me.

Tessa had done this before. That was immediately, devastatingly clear. Her tongue moved in slow circles that spiraled inward, building pressure without landing directly, reading the clench of my thighs for information. When I bucked up she pressed a forearm across my hips to hold me down and kept the pace agonizingly slow.

"Tessa-" My fingers found her hair, gripped damp strands. She hummed against me and the vibration made me cry out.

She gave me full contact then - tongue flat and firm, steady pressure - and slid two fingers inside me. The stretch of it after a full day of nothing made my back come off the mattress. Her fingers curled upward, found the place that turned my vision white at the edges. The orgasm that had been collecting all day crested fast and hard: my thighs locked around her head, a sound tore out of my throat, and the release hit me in compounding waves that kept building past the point where I thought they'd stop. I was still shaking when a second one rolled through me - sharper, pulling a ragged sound from somewhere in my chest.

She crawled up and lay beside me, wiping the back of her hand across her mouth.

"Better?"

I managed something that was not a word. My clit was still throbbing. My thighs kept twitching against the sheets without my permission.

She lay back, her t-shirt rucked up past her hips. No underwear. The dark strip between her legs visible, thighs pressed together. She was watching me with half-lidded eyes and high color in her cheeks, her breath still uneven, waiting to see what I'd do next.

I rolled over and kissed her. Tasted myself on her lips - salt, musk, something underneath that was just Tessa. Then I moved down the bed.

I'd never done this before - never gone down on a woman. But I'd spent the whole day learning what my mouth could do - learning pressure and rhythm, the signals a body sends when it wants more - and Tessa's body was a language I was starting to understand. I kissed her hip. The curve of her belly, lean where I was soft. Her fingers went into my hair and I nudged her hand away and held her down with my forearm the way she'd done to me, because this was going to be mine to control.

I started slowly, open-mouthed and exploratory, learning the shape of her. She was wet - slicker than I'd expected, warm, the taste different from the men I'd been swallowing all day, more delicate, and when my tongue found the right angle her hips jumped hard against my arm.

"Like that," she breathed. "Right there-"

I didn't move from it. Tongue circling, then flicking, reading the hitch in her breathing for the right pressure. When I slid my fingers inside her she clenched around them immediately, her back arching, a raw sound spilling from her throat that made me grip her hip harder with my free hand.

Her moan cracked open under my mouth and something hot went through me. Kneeling by the pool had made me feel open, surrendered. This was the opposite - her coming apart under my tongue, her sounds getting louder and less controlled - and the contrast made me want to keep going until she was completely undone.

I kept going. She came with my name in her mouth, hands fisted in the duvet rather than my hair this time, body pulsing hard around my fingers.

I kissed my way back up to the pillow. We lay there breathing.

"First real day on Green," Tessa said, once she could speak. "Imagine what Blue feels like."

I turned my head toward the French doors. Off to the left, past the terrace and through the palms, the Pavilion was visible - the thatched roof, the benches, the movement of bodies in the late afternoon light. A woman bent forward at one of the benches. A man stepping behind her. Even from here I could see the angle of her hips, the white grip of her hands on the leather handles.

That would be me. One more day on Green, then a qualifying session. Then I'd walk out there and bend forward and grip those handles and present myself to whoever decided I was worth stopping for.

I thought about the Stalls. About Nate watching from the penthouse above.

I touched the green band on my wrist. I could still feel the pressure of the first man's thumb steadying my jaw, the weight of the silver-templed man's hand barely resting at my nape. All day, my mouth had been used - and every single time, my body had answered with a want that the band didn't permit me to satisfy.

Tomorrow I'd kneel again. And then I'd earn the right to something more.

I closed my eyes. The sounds of the resort drifted through the open window - music, the pool, the ambient sounds of bodies meeting bodies in the warm evening air. Sleep pulled at me slow and warm.

I let it take me.


⚜




Chapter 3: Wanting more

⚜

By Day Three, I had a routine.

Wake early, while the light was still blue-gray through the French doors. Shower. Bikini - the white one or the pale blue one Tessa had bought me at the resort boutique, both designed to show everything the Green band made available and emphasize everything it didn't. Hair down. Sunscreen. A moment at the mirror where I looked at the green silicone on my wrist. Today was my last day on Green. Tomorrow, I'd qualify.

Pool deck by nine. The bartender - Mateo, I knew his name by now - slid my mimosa across the bar before I'd opened my mouth. "Morning, Sienna." He smiled like I was a regular, not a girl on her third day of kneeling beside strangers' loungers. That settled something in me.

The first man found me before I'd finished my drink.

He was staying in one of the ocean-view suites - mid-forties, lean, runner's build, a quiet intensity in the way he looked at me that was different from the broad-shouldered man on Day 2. He didn't ask. Just touched my Green band with one finger, raising the question with his eyebrow the way I was learning men did here. I set my glass down and knelt beside his lounger, the stone familiar under my knees now - warm, smooth, the particular texture of it already mapped in my muscle memory.

He was long and lean like the rest of him, and I took him full to the back of my throat on the first stroke. His breath caught. I'd learned things in two days on the pool deck - how to read the tension in a man's thighs, when to hollow my cheeks and when to use my tongue flat, the angle that made them grip the armrest. I worked him with fierce concentration, realizing in real time that I was actually good at this, and when he came I swallowed and stood before he'd finished exhaling.

"Christ," he managed. I picked up my mimosa and walked back to Tessa.

The second man found me at the swim-up bar just before noon.

He was thicker than the morning man - blunt and heavy on my tongue, the head of him pressing against the roof of my mouth when I took him deep. I knelt on the submerged ledge with warm water lapping at my ribs, and when his hand tightened in my hair I felt a fresh pulse of heat soak through the seat of my bikini bottoms. He tasted different too - salt and something warmer - and the pace he set was impatient, driven, his hips working in short thrusts that made my jaw ache by the second minute. I held on and matched him. When he came, thick and sudden, I swallowed twice and gripped the pool edge to steady myself, my pulse thudding low and insistent between my thighs.

By the time I straightened up, he was already looking past me toward the pool. Filed and forgotten.

The third had been waiting on a lounger, and I crossed the full length of the pool deck to reach him. He'd watched me make the walk - I could feel his attention like a warm hand at the back of my neck. He wanted it slow, deliberate, and held my face in his palms while I worked him - the first man to look at my face as much as my mouth, and the eye contact sent heat climbing up my neck and staying there. By the time he finished, my thighs were clenched so tight it was starting to hurt.

I was getting a reputation. Tessa pointed it out over lunch on the restaurant terrace: "That guy by the hot tub has been staring at you for twenty minutes. He was watching you this morning."

She was right. I'd noticed it too - men tracking me across the pool deck, timing their approach, choosing me over women who'd been here longer. It should have felt like being hunted. Instead, it felt like currency. Each man I took confirmed that I was worth choosing, that whatever they saw in the way I knelt - earnest, hungry, focused on making them feel it - was enough to make them pass the other Green bands and stop at mine.

The power in that lived right next to the ache that never went away. Every encounter left me slicker, more wound, the arousal compounding with nowhere to go. On duty, Green meant my mouth was theirs but the rest of me was off-limits - clenching around nothing, soaked through my bikini bottoms by mid-afternoon. The frustration had become its own form of fuel.

She appeared at the edge of my vision just as I was toweling off after the pool - a woman who moved through the resort like she owned it. Tall, at least five-nine, dark skin that caught the afternoon sun, her head shaved close on the sides with long braids swept to one side on top. Her body was striking - generous curves over toned muscle, full breasts barely contained by a halter top, hips that swayed with a confidence that said she knew exactly what she looked like and enjoyed every inch of it. On her wrist, the unmistakable Red band.

She stopped in front of my lounger and looked down at me with dark, amused eyes.

"You're the new girl everyone's talking about." Not a question. A statement delivered with a grin that showed perfect white teeth. "Sienna, right?"

"Word travels fast."

"Honey, you made three men forget how to breathe before lunch. On day three." She dropped onto the empty lounger beside me and extended a hand. "Jade Reeves. Red band. Been here two months."

I shook her hand. Her grip was firm, warm, and the Red band against her wrist made something in my stomach tighten. Two months. This woman had done everything the resort offered - everything I'd been imagining, everything the ache between my thighs kept pulling me toward.

"You're the most popular Green girl on the deck right now," Jade said, stretching out long legs and crossing them at the ankle. "And I've been watching you watch the Blue girls with the kind of look that tells me Green isn't going to hold you for long."

"It's not enough," I said, and the honesty surprised me. I hadn't said it out loud yet - not to Tessa, not to myself. But sitting next to a woman wearing the Red band, the words came out without permission. "The oral is... I'm good at it. Better than I thought I'd be. But every time I finish, I'm-"

"Dripping wet with nowhere to put it," Jade finished. Her grin softened. "Yeah. I remember that phase. Green gets you open. Blue is when the ache finally goes somewhere."

I looked at her wrist. "How does it work? The upgrade?"

Jade tilted her head, like she appreciated the directness. "Three days on Green, counting your arrival day. Which means today's your last." She held up a finger. "Then a qualifying session with a staff evaluator - private suite, penetrative, they need to see you can handle Blue before they give you the band. Lana at the front desk books it."

"So I can qualify tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow." She gave me a slow, assessing look. "Given what I've seen today, you'll breeze through it." She swung her legs to the ground and held out her hand. "Come on. Let me show you what you're working toward."

The Glory Hole Lounge was accessed through a discreet entrance off the main bar - a frosted glass door with a small blue light above it. At the door stood an attendant, young, unhurried. He glanced at my Green band and his eyes went to Jade.

"She's with me," Jade said, and flashed her Red band - a smooth, practiced motion. "Preview tour. I have standing approval."

He nodded and stepped aside.

"You get that with Red," Jade said quietly as we stepped into the bar side. "Previews, escort access. They want you to bring new girls in. It's good for business."

The bar side was sleek: low lighting, ambient music, cocktails in clean glassware, men on leather stools. Along the back wall, padded openings at waist height, spaced about four feet apart, each framed in dark wood. On the bar side they looked almost decorative - until I saw one of the openings shift and darken, and a man at the nearest stool set down his drink and stood.

Jade guided me to a viewing corridor that ran alongside the private room - close enough to see through a gap, but I stayed at the threshold. She pointed through.

The private room was warm, dim, lit by recessed amber lights. Cushioned kneeling stations faced each opening, red velvet padding on the walls, a scent of sandalwood underneath something thicker and warmer that I couldn't pretend wasn't sex. At the far station, a woman on her knees was just pulling back from the opening in the wall, a cock softening and withdrawing through the hole. She rose slowly on unsteady legs, one hand pressed against the velvet wall to steady herself, and she was trembling - not from distress, not from anything close to it. Her eyes were closed. Her head fell back.

Through the wall, a muffled groan. Then silence, and the soft sound of someone on the bar side settling back onto a stool.

I stood at the doorway and felt the slick pulse of want between my thighs.

"All sensation, no faces," Jade said beside me. "You don't know who's on the other side. They don't know you. Just the hole, and whatever your body decides to do with it." She turned to face me, braids swinging. "Blue band and up. You'll love it."

I could still see the woman pressing her palm flat to the velvet, steadying herself, not moving yet.

"Yeah," I said. "I think I will."

We left the lounge and walked back into the sunlight. The path curved toward the beach, and the Pavilion appeared - close enough now to hear the leather creak beneath them.

Jade put her hand on my shoulder and stopped me. "Watch."

Of the six padded benches, five were occupied. Blue and Red bands on their wrists, gripping the leather handles, feet planted on the sand-dusted stone. From ten feet away, I could see everything - the angle of their hips, the arch of their lower backs, the exposed wetness between their thighs. They faced the beach, the afternoon sun on their shoulders, and the men walked behind them in an unhurried row.

The woman closest to us was Red-banded, petite, freckled shoulders. A man I hadn't seen approach stepped behind her without preamble - one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself - and pushed inside her in a single smooth stroke. Her gasp carried on the warm air, sharp and immediate, her fingers tightening on the handles. He gripped both hips and settled into a rhythm - deep, steady, the wet sounds of their connection audible even over the crash of waves on the beach below.

Further down, a man had just finished inside the woman at the fourth bench. He pulled out, tucked himself away, walked off toward the pool without looking back. The woman stayed in position. I watched cum slide down her inner thigh - a slow, glistening trail against her tanned skin - and she made no move to wipe it away. She shifted her weight slightly, adjusting her hips, and waited. Presenting. Available. The empty bench to her left sat open in the middle of the row, unclaimed.

At the far end, a woman waited with her body still, hips tilted back, eyes closed. Patient. No one had chosen her yet. But she stayed, and the waiting was as much a part of the ritual as the act itself.

I could barely breathe. I had to shift my weight just to stand still. The arousal was violent - a hot, heavy throb between my legs that pulsed with every sound from the Pavilion.

"Look at you," Jade said quietly beside me. "You're practically shaking." She gave me a measured look, something between amusement and approval. "You're ready."

Day 4. The qualifying session.

I'd barely slept. Every time I closed my eyes, the Pavilion played behind my eyelids - the woman's gasp, the slow trail of cum on skin, the empty bench sitting open in the row. By dawn I was awake with my hand between my legs, and I came thinking about what today meant: the last barrier between Green and everything that came after it.

The coordinator - Lana, same calm smile, same spa-receptionist composure - booked me into a private suite on the second floor of the main building. "Your evaluator will be Marcus. He'll walk you through the session. Any questions?"

A hundred. None that mattered. I shook my head.

The suite was designed for this - soft lighting, an oversized bed with white linens, a subtle warmth in the air that was clean and close. The man waiting inside was handsome in a professional way: late twenties, dark hair, kind eyes, athletic build under a fitted white t-shirt. A staff badge on his belt. He smiled when I walked in, and the smile did what it was supposed to - it made me feel safe while my pulse hammered in my wrists.

"Sienna. I'm Marcus." He crossed the room and took my hand - not a handshake, something warmer, his thumb sliding across my knuckles. "This is your qualifying session. We'll take it at whatever pace you need." A pause, something warm in his voice. "I just need to see your body's ready for Blue. You tell me if you want me to slow down."

I nodded.

"Lie back," he said. Gentle. Confident.

I lay back on the white sheets. He knelt between my legs and untied my bikini bottoms, sliding them down my thighs with careful hands. His thumbs traced the crease where my hips met my thighs - slowly, deliberately - and I shivered.

"Three days on Green," he said, parting my thighs wider. "I can see what that does to someone."

He leaned down and put his mouth on me.

The sound I made was embarrassing - too loud, too raw, wrung from somewhere deep in my chest. All that denied time, all that accumulated want with nowhere to go - and now a man's tongue was on my clit, warm and sure and devastatingly skilled, and my body came undone so fast it was almost frightening.

His tongue circled slowly, reading me the way I'd learned to read the men at the pool - pressure, rhythm, the hitch of my breath telling him everything. He slid two fingers inside me and I arched off the mattress, the stretch electric after days without a man's hands on me like this. His fingers curled and his tongue flattened and I came within a minute - I came so hard my thighs locked around his head and pulled sounds from me that I'd never heard myself make.

He gave me thirty seconds, then pulled his shirt over his head and positioned himself between my legs. I looked down: he was hard, thick, the sight of him sending a fresh wave of heat through me.

"Ready?"

"God, yes."

He pushed inside me - slow, controlled, the stretch making my jaw drop. I was so wet that he filled me in a single long stroke, and the sensation of a cock inside me for the first time at this resort was so overwhelming I came again almost immediately - not the same detonation as before, but a rolling wave that started in my core and radiated outward, making my thighs shake and my fingers clutch the sheets.

"That's normal," he said, and there was warmth in his voice, real warmth. "Your body's been waiting."

He moved in me with measured, deliberate strokes. Missionary, his weight over me, his forearms braced on either side of my head. Each thrust was thorough - pulling almost all the way out, then filling me again to the hilt, the friction drawing wet sounds from where we joined. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, and the groan he made - involuntary, human - sent a pulse of satisfaction through me that had nothing to do with my own pleasure. I was passing. I could feel it - every time he groaned, every time he sank deeper and his pace hitched, my body was giving the right answers.

Then he shifted. Pulled out - the sudden emptiness made me whimper - and guided me onto my hands and knees. I felt exposed: my ass in the air, my face in the pillow, the cool air on my slick skin. He pushed into me from behind and the angle was different, deeper, his cock hitting a place inside me that made my arms buckle.

"Stay up," he said, one hand pressing flat against my lower back, tilting my hips down. "There. Feel that?"

I felt it. Every stroke reached deeper, the angle turning each thrust into a slow, building wave of pressure. I gripped the headboard and pushed back against him, matching his rhythm, and the orgasm built differently this time - lower, slower, tightening through my hips until it broke all at once. A full-body release that made my legs buckle and my vision blank and my voice crack on a sound that was half sob, half surrender.

He came inside me. The warmth of it - the pulse, the fullness, the finality of the act - made me press my face into the pillow and breathe.

I lay facedown on the white sheets, trembling, skin flushed and damp, feeling him everywhere. Left limp and shocked by how much of him I could still feel.

Marcus sat beside me on the bed. "You were ready before the rule said you were." A soft click - the old band unsnapping - and then the pressure of a new wristband being fastened around my wrist. I raised my hand and looked at it.

Blue. Deep, vivid blue against my sun-kissed skin.

I held it up in the afternoon light slanting through the blinds. Blue band. Five hundred dollars a day. The Glory Hole Lounge. The Stalls. Any guest while I was on duty.

I sat up, legs still shaking, and let the new permissions settle over me. The Pavilion no longer felt theoretical. It felt imminent.

I pulled my bikini bottoms back on and gathered my things. I could already feel Marcus leaking slow and warm on my inner thighs, and I left it there - evidence, I supposed, of having qualified.

The path back to the villa wound past the pool deck. Late afternoon, golden hour, the light turning everything amber. I was walking slowly - my legs still unsteady, my body humming with residual sensation, the blue band bright on my wrist.

Nate was at the pool bar.

Leaning against it with a glass of something dark, white linen shirt open at the collar, those green eyes tracking the pool deck with the easy confidence of a man looking over something he considered his. He turned as I approached - not all the way, just enough to clock me. His gaze dropped to my wrist.

The smirk that was his default expression shifted. The teasing edge softened into something else. Surprise, maybe. Something he hadn't been prepared for.

"Blue already?" He straightened up, giving me his full attention for the first time since the doorframe at my villa. "You're full of surprises, Si."

I stopped walking. Held his gaze. The old Sienna would have blushed and stammered. The woman standing on this path with Marcus still drying on her inner thighs and a blue band on her wrist just looked at him and let the silence do the work.

His eyes moved - briefly but deliberately - down to my wrist, then to my thighs, then back up to my face. Something rearranged itself in his expression. Like a man recalculating.

His smirk came back, but it was different now - less dismissive, more watchful. He lifted his glass in a small salute, then turned back to his drink.

I watched him go. His shoulders. The way he moved. The penthouse visible above us, glass walls catching the late sun. I checked my phone on the way past - no texts from Danny, no questions about where I was. Nate had kept his word, at least on that. Five hundred dollars on the clock now, starting tomorrow. The spreadsheet at home was going to look different by Sunday.

"Earth to Sienna."

Tessa appeared on the path behind me - she'd had her own session that afternoon - flushed and bright-eyed and holding her own wrist up. Blue band. She'd qualified too. Of course she had.

"Were you just staring at Nate?"

"No."

"You were absolutely staring at Nate."

I turned and started walking toward the villa. "He noticed the Blue band. That's all."

Tessa fell into step beside me, bumping my shoulder. "And?"

I looked at the blue silicone on my wrist, then up at the Pavilion in the distance - the thatched roof, the benches, the women who right now were bent over those benches being taken by men they'd never met.

"He's going to regret every word he's ever said to me."

Tessa grinned. We walked back to the villa with blue bands on our wrists and the sounds of the resort settling into evening around us - the clink of glasses at the pool bar, the splash of water, and from the Pavilion, the rhythmic, unmistakable sounds of what tomorrow would bring.


⚜




Chapter 4: The wall

⚜

Blue changed everything.

I knew it would - I'd spent three days on Green imagining exactly this - but knowing didn't prepare me for the reality of walking onto the pool deck on my first morning as Blue and understanding, with a certainty that went straight to my spine, that any man here could do more than use my mouth.

I could be fucked. Right here, on the sun-warmed stone, in front of everyone.

The thought made me dizzy. I adjusted my bikini - the pale blue one, because Tessa said it matched the band and I was too wired to argue - and made the walk from the villa to the pool deck with my pulse throbbing in my wrists.

Mateo had my mimosa ready. "Blue looks good on you," he said with a warmth that lived just beneath the professional register. I thanked him and turned toward the loungers, trying to decide where to settle - trying not to scan the deck like a woman who'd been aching for three days and had her first taste yesterday and still wasn't anywhere close to satisfied.

The pool deck was filling up. Mid-morning light turned the infinity pool into a sheet of hammered turquoise. A Green-banded woman knelt between a man's legs at the far end of the bar, her head bobbing in a slow, steady rhythm. Closer, a Blue band lay on her back on a lounger, both hands gripping the side rails, her bikini pulled aside while a man with his swim trunks around his thighs worked into her with an easy, unhurried pace. Her mouth was open. Her eyes were closed. She looked like a woman in the middle of a very good dream.

I watched her body rock with each stroke and felt the familiar pulse start between my own legs - but this time, for the first time, the pulse came with possibility instead of frustration. Yesterday Marcus had qualified me in a private suite. Today I didn't have to leave the pool deck aching.

I picked a lounger, set my towel down, and leaned back. The sun was hot on my skin. The blue band glowed on my wrist. I sipped my mimosa and waited.

He didn't make me wait long.

He was younger than the men who'd chosen me on Green - late twenties, tanned, the lean build of a swimmer, sun-bleached hair pushed back from his face. He'd been watching me from the pool's edge for a few minutes, and when he climbed out of the water and walked toward my lounger, his intent was visible in the set of his shoulders.

He stood over me. Water dripped from his torso onto my thighs. His gaze moved from my wrist to my body - my breasts in the blue triangle top, my waist, my hips, the slim strip of fabric between my legs - with the same casual appraisal I'd grown accustomed to on Green. Except now he wasn't looking at my mouth.

"Mind if I...?" He gestured at the lounger. At me.

"Please," I said, and the word came out steadier than my heartbeat.

He tugged my bikini bottoms to the side. The air hit my exposed skin and I shivered despite the heat. His fingers grazed me - a brief, assessing touch that made me gasp - and I felt him register how wet I already was. His eyebrows rose slightly.

He freed himself and dragged the head of his cock through the slickness he'd found there. I lifted my hips without meaning to - some reflex I hadn't known I had, my body saying yes before my brain had time to catch up. When he pushed in, the stretch caught in my throat for a second, my hands finding the edges of the lounger and gripping, his body blocking the sun so his face went into shadow and the sky blazed around him.

The sound I made was not something I could have controlled. The fullness - the sudden, complete contact - it hit something that three days on Green and one private qualifying session had only sharpened. My hands gripped the lounger edges. He gripped my hips and settled into a rhythm - steady, confident, deep enough that I felt each stroke behind my navel.

Two loungers down, a man reclined with a drink while a woman rode him slowly. Beyond that, the Green-banded woman at the bar was still on her knees. Music played. The bartender mixed drinks. And I was being fucked in the open air by a man whose name I didn't know while the morning carried on around us.

It was overwhelming. Not the sex itself - though the sex was good, his angle finding a spot that made my toes curl against the warm stone - but the context. The casual, ambient normalcy of it. I was part of the scenery now. Another woman on the pool deck with her legs open and a man between them, no more remarkable than the one two loungers down or the woman by the bar.

He adjusted his grip, pulling my hips to the edge of the lounger so he could drive deeper, and the shift in angle pulled the orgasm out of me without warning - fast and bright, a contraction that started deep and broke outward, making my back arch off the cushion and a moan spill from my lips that I didn't try to muffle. He groaned, his rhythm stuttering, and I felt him finish inside me - the warmth spreading, the final deep push, the pulse of it.

He pulled out. Picked up a towel from the next lounger, pressed it against himself, then laid it across my thighs in a gesture that managed to be both practical and perfunctory.

"Enjoy your morning," he said, and walked off toward the pool.

I lay there for a moment, blinking in the sun. I took the towel and wiped my thighs - slowly, still catching my breath - then reached for my mimosa with an unsteady hand and drank.

My first time being fucked at this resort in the open, by a stranger, on a pool lounger, before ten in the morning. The man had already forgotten me. I felt him cooling between my thighs and thought of the women I'd stared at on my first day - the one on the lounger with her eyes closed, the one at the bar who'd barely glanced down when it was over. Up close, it didn't feel like spectacle. It felt like relief.

I set the glass down. My hands were trembling but my chest felt open, unlocked, like I'd been holding my breath for days and finally exhaled.

This was only the morning.

Jade appeared at our villa just past noon.

She was wearing a black halter top and a sarong that barely covered the essentials, her Red band vivid against her dark skin, braids pulled to one side. She knocked once and walked in when Tessa opened the door, radiating the particular authority of a woman who'd been at the resort long enough that the whole island felt like her living room.

"Blue band bitches," she said, looking at our wrists. "Both of you. Cute." She dropped onto the edge of the bed and crossed her long legs. "Lunch first, then I'm taking you to the Wall."

My stomach tightened. The Glory Hole Lounge. Jade had previewed it for me yesterday - I'd stood at the viewing corridor and watched a woman rise on trembling legs from the kneeling station. But previewing and participating were different things entirely.

"The actual Wall?" Tessa said. She was in a sarong of her own, a deep green wrap over her bikini, trying to sound casual and failing. "Today?"

"Today. You didn't earn Blue to sit around the pool." Jade's expression was warm but firm. "Pool's easy. The Wall's where Blue starts to feel real."

We ate lunch on the restaurant terrace - grilled fish, cold white wine, background encounters so ambient they barely registered anymore. A woman in a Blue band straddled a man's lap at the next table, her dress hiked to her waist, her movements small and rhythmic while they shared a plate of fruit. Neither Tessa nor I commented on it. We'd started treating it the way the resort intended: as ordinary.

Jade talked us through what to expect. "The bar side is where the men are - drinks, music, the holes in the wall. On our side, it's warm, dim, cushioned. You pick a station, you kneel, and whatever comes through the opening, your body decides what to do with it."

"Your body decides?" I asked.

"Mouth first, if you want. Then you can stand and back onto it." She popped a grape into her mouth. "Or just use your mouth. But trust me - once you feel a cock slide through that wall with no face attached to it, nothing to read except the stretch and the warmth - you're not going to stop at oral."

Tessa leaned forward, elbows on the table. "How many men? At once, I mean?"

"One at a time per station. When he finishes, he withdraws. Then another might slide through, or not." She glanced between us. "If it's busy, you won't get much of a rest between them."

I set my wine glass down. My hand wasn't entirely steady.

"What if it's..." I searched for the word. "A lot?"

Jade looked at me across the table. "You stop thinking about him. You start noticing yourself." She paused to let that land. "That's the whole thing."

Jade walked us to the Glory Hole Lounge through the main bar entrance.

From the bar side, it could have been any upscale lounge - amber lighting, chilled cocktails, men on leather stools with the unhurried ease of a hotel happy hour. The atmosphere had the practiced calm of a place designed for waiting - comfortable, unhurried - except for the wall behind the bar, which was padded along its length with openings at waist height, framed in dark wood, spaced about four feet apart. On this side they looked almost architectural, decorative even, until I watched a man at the nearest stool set down his drink, stand, and position himself in front of one with a calm, practiced ease that made my throat go dry.

Jade gave us thirty seconds to take it in. The drinks, the music, the men who sat back down when a station wasn't available and waited with their drinks and their patience. The whole unhurried machinery of it from this angle.

"Now the other side," she said, and took us back around through a corridor to a separate entrance - a frosted door with a blue light above it, around the corner from the bar's main entrance. A female attendant checked our bands, nodded, and pressed it open.

"Sienna got the preview yesterday," Jade said quietly as we stepped through. "Today you both go in for real."

The room was exactly as I remembered from the threshold - but standing inside it changed everything. Warm, dim, the ambient light a soft amber that turned skin into gold. The walls were padded in deep red velvet, and the cushioned kneeling stations - eight of them, spaced evenly - each faced a circular opening in the wall. The openings were framed in dark wood, padded at the edges, wide enough for a man to press himself fully through - cock, balls, everything. Through them, filtered sound from the bar side: glasses, conversation, low music.

Sandalwood. And underneath it, the unmistakable undertone of bodies - sweat, arousal, sex.

Three of the stations were occupied. A woman at the far end was on her knees, her head moving in a slow rhythm against the wall. Another was standing, her back to the opening, hips rolling, the soft wet sounds of penetration barely audible under the ambient music. The third was between positions - pulling back, wiping her lips with the back of her hand, breathing hard.

Jade didn't hesitate. She reached behind her and unknotted her sarong, tossed it over a hook on the wall, and walked to an open station in just her halter top, sinking to her knees with practiced ease and positioning herself in front of the opening.

"Watch," she said.

Within seconds, a cock pushed through the hole. It emerged from the other side already hard - thick, dark, veined - and Jade took it in her mouth without pause, one hand bracing against the wall. She worked him with an expertise that made my throat tighten - not from jealousy, from admiration. Every motion was efficient, hungry, her head tilting to change angles, her throat opening when she took him deep. The sounds she made were low and genuine.

Then she stood. Turned around, gripped the padded edges on either side of the opening, and backed her hips against it. He slid into her from behind through the wall - just the cock, anonymous, disembodied - and Jade's face transformed. Her eyes closed, her lips parted, and the moan that escaped her was deep and private, a sound meant for no one but herself. She rolled her hips, finding an angle, and started moving against the wall in a rhythm that was entirely hers.

She came quietly, biting her lower lip, fingers pressing white against the velvet wall. He finished shortly after - I could tell by the way Jade's body stilled, received, then relaxed. He withdrew. Jade stepped away from the wall, one hand smoothing her braids, her thighs glistening.

She gave me a look that was equal parts invitation and challenge.

"Your turn."

I looked at Tessa. She was already walking toward a station two down from Jade's, pulling the tie on her own sarong loose and tossing it aside. She dropped to her knees and settled in front of the opening, then looked back at me once. Together, her expression said.

I chose the station between them.

I pushed my bikini bottoms down to my knees, then thought better of it and stepped out of them entirely, folding them and setting them on the corner of the kneeling cushion where I could find them. The air in the room was warm but my bare skin prickled. The cushion was thick and soft beneath my knees - a far cry from the hot stone of the pool deck. The red velvet wall was warm against my palms when I braced myself. The dark wood circle in the velvet wall was right in front of me, the filtered sound of the bar on the other side - someone ordering a drink, the clink of ice, a low laugh.

My heart hammered against my ribs. My throat was dry. The amber light painted my bare thighs gold.

The opening darkened.

A cock pushed through - hard, flushed dark, the head appearing first, then the shaft filling the space. No face. No body. Just this: anonymous, thick, and already straining toward me.

I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.

The taste was warm and clean, salt and skin, and the weight of him on my tongue sent a jolt straight through my core. He was thick - thicker than any of my Green encounters - and the stretch of my lips around him was immediate, my jaw opening wide. But the anonymity changed everything. No face to read. No expression to gauge. No casual dismissal afterward. There was only the cock in my mouth and the wet sounds I was making in the dim, amber-lit room.

Something in me unspooled.

I took him deeper. Slowly at first, working my tongue along the underside, feeling the ridge of him drag against the roof of my mouth. Then deeper still - past where I'd stopped with any of the pool deck men, past the comfortable point, into the tight clench of my throat. My eyes watered. I held there, breathing through my nose, feeling him pulse against my tongue, and then pulled back with a slick, obscene sound before pushing forward again. Deeper. My nose almost touching the padded edge of the opening. The velvet was warm against my forehead.

I gagged and didn't pull away.

Instead I pressed forward, taking him to the root, his shaft stretching my throat, tears blurring my vision. I held and swallowed around him, and the groan that came through the wall - muffled, distant, the sound of a man who hadn't expected this - sent heat flooding between my thighs so fast it was almost painful. My hips shifted restlessly on the kneeling cushion. My body was screaming for something my mouth couldn't give, but I didn't care. I wanted to take everything this opening could push through.

I pulled back, gasping, spit connecting my lips to the head of his cock in a glistening strand. He was fully through the opening now - the hole wide enough that his balls hung through too, heavy and drawn tight. I cupped them in my palm. Warm, full, the skin soft and loose against my fingers. I dipped my head and took one into my mouth, rolling it gently on my tongue while my hand stroked his slick shaft. He twitched. I took the other ball in alongside the first - both of them filling my mouth, the stretch of my jaw different from having his cock in my throat but just as obscene. I sucked gently, tongue working the seam between them, and heard a strangled sound from the other side of the wall that made me squeeze my thighs together hard enough to feel my own pulse.

I released his balls and licked a long, wet stripe back up the underside of his shaft to the head. Then I pressed my open mouth against the padded rim of the opening, sealed my lips around him at the root, and gave him everything.

Use my mouth.

He did.

He started thrusting through the wall. Not the gentle rocking of a man receiving a blowjob - hard, deliberate strokes, his hips driving his cock into my throat with a force that pushed my head back. I braced my fists against the velvet and held my position, mouth open, jaw slack, letting him fuck my face through the opening. The sounds were wet and brutal - gagging, slurping, the dull impact of his pelvis hitting the padded wall on the other side with each thrust. Spit ran down my chin, dripped onto my bare chest, trickled between my breasts. My eyes streamed. I couldn't breathe through half the strokes, snatching air in the brief moments when he pulled back before slamming forward again.

Every thrust that bottomed out in my throat sent another pulse of heat between my legs. I was soaking the kneeling cushion beneath me, my nipples hard against the thin fabric of my bikini top, my whole body vibrating with arousal so intense it bordered on pain. I couldn't see him. Didn't know his name, his face, anything about him except the taste of his cock and the brutal rhythm of his hips. And that anonymity - that total reduction to a mouth for a stranger to fuck - was the thing that was making me lose my mind.

He drove deep one final time and held there, his cock buried in my throat, and I felt him come. The pulse against my tongue. The twitch of his shaft. The sudden flood of warmth that hit the back of my throat and kept coming. I swallowed around him, throat working, tears streaming down my cheeks, and held there until the last tremor passed through him and he softened against my tongue.

He withdrew slowly. I stayed on my knees, mouth open, gasping. Spit and cum glistened on my chin, my lips swollen and tender, my jaw aching in a way that felt earned. My thighs were slick - I hadn't been touched below the waist and I was dripping.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand and swallowed the last trace of him.

No face. No name. Just the taste of a stranger in my throat and an ache between my legs that was going to eat me alive if the next man didn't come soon.

The opening darkened again.

What pushed through was different.

Dark skin. The deepest black, the shaft thick and veined and long - longer than anything I'd taken on this island, longer than Marcus, longer than the pool deck swimmer this morning. The head was wide and blunt, already glistening with pre-cum, and as he pressed forward through the opening, inch after inch kept coming. My breath stopped.

He was enormous.

I stood on trembling legs, turned around, and braced my forearms against the velvet wall on either side of the opening. I could feel the heat of him behind me before he touched me - the blunt head nudging between my thighs, finding the slickness that had been building since I'd first knelt down, pressing against my entrance with a pressure that made me gasp.

I pushed back.

The first inch stretched me wide - wider than the morning's swimmer, wider than the first man through the wall. My breath hissed between my teeth and my fingers dug into the velvet. The second inch was worse. Not pain, exactly, but the sensation of being opened, my body making room for something it wasn't sure it could contain. I could feel every ridge of him, every vein, the heat of his skin inside me as he slid deeper and my inner walls gripped him, stretched, and gripped again.

I exhaled and bore down, pressing my hips back against the padded frame. Another inch. Another. He kept going. The fullness was extraordinary - a deep, relentless pressure that pushed everything else out of my head. My legs shook. My arms shook. I pressed my forehead against the velvet and breathed and took it.

When my ass finally met the padded rim of the opening, I was impaled on every inch of him, stretched so wide my body was pulsing around him in a constant, involuntary clench. I could feel him deeper than any man had been - a presence behind my navel, a fullness that made my breath come in shallow pants.

I started to grind.

Slowly. Small circles of my hips, feeling the angle shift inside me, the thick head of him dragging against spots I didn't know existed. The sensation was overwhelming - not just fullness but pressure, a constant deep contact that made my clit throb without being touched. I pressed harder against the wall, driving him deeper, and rolled my hips in a wider arc. A moan tore out of me - low, guttural, a sound I didn't recognise as mine.

Then he started to thrust.

The first one caught me completely off guard. He pulled back through the wall - the drag of his length making me cry out - and slammed forward with a force that drove my hips against the padded frame and knocked the air from my lungs. The sound was obscene: wet, heavy, the slap of his body against the wall mixing with my gasping moan.

He didn't wait for me to adjust. He pulled back and drove in again. And again. Hard, deep, brutal thrusts that jolted through my entire body and made the wall shudder against my palms. I couldn't take it. I could barely take it. He was too big, too deep, each thrust pushing into territory that sent shockwaves through my hips and made my vision blur.

But I didn't pull away.

I pressed my palms harder against the velvet, braced my trembling legs, and pushed back - meeting his thrusts, keeping my hips flush against the wall so he could reach the very deepest part of me. The stretch was devastating. Every stroke dragged his thick shaft along my front wall, every impact bottomed out against something that made white sparks burst behind my eyes.

"Oh fuck - oh fuck -"

The words spilled out of me. To my right, Tessa was at her station - I turned my head and found her in the same position, palms braced, hips pressed back, her dark hair clinging to her flushed neck. Her eyes were half-closed, her mouth open, her body rocking with someone else's rhythm. She turned her head and found me.

Our eyes locked. Both flushed. Both breathless. Both being fucked through a wall by men we'd never see.

But I couldn't hold the connection - his next thrust drove so deep that my arms buckled and my cheek hit the velvet. My whole body clenched around him and the orgasm ripped through me without warning. Not a build. Not a crest. An explosion - deep, violent, radiating from the place where his cock was buried to the tips of my fingers and toes. I screamed into the wall, my body convulsing around the massive cock still hammering into me, my legs giving way beneath me. Only the wall and his cock held me up - I was pinned there, impaled, coming harder than I had all week, my inner walls gripping him in rhythmic contractions that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried.

He felt it. Through the wall, a deep groan - the bass rumble of a man driven past his limit. He drove in one final time, buried to the hilt, and I felt him come inside me. Deep. The pulse of it was huge, the warmth flooding me in waves, and the sensation of being filled while still convulsing around him made my orgasm spike again. I sobbed against the velvet. He kept pulsing. I kept clenching. My body milked him through aftershock after aftershock until the tremors finally, slowly, began to fade.

He withdrew.

The emptiness was devastating. I felt him slide out - inch after inch, the drag of his length leaving a hollowness that made me whimper - and when he finally pulled free, the trickle of his cum ran warm and thick down the inside of both thighs. My legs buckled and I sank to the kneeling cushion, catching myself on the edge of the station. My whole body was trembling - not the delicate shiver of the pool deck or the manageable pulse of the first man through the wall. Full-body, bone-deep shaking, my thighs slick with him, my inner walls still clenching around the memory of his size.

I couldn't stand up.

I stayed on my knees, forehead pressed to the velvet, breathing in ragged gasps, my skin flushed and damp. The amber light painted me gold and I didn't move.

Tessa's hand found my shoulder. She'd finished at her own station and knelt beside me. "Hey," she murmured, brushing damp hair from my face. "You okay?"

I turned my head. My eyes were wet - not from pain but from the sheer consuming intensity of what had just happened. I nodded. Tried to speak. My voice came out wrecked.

"I can't feel my legs."

Tessa laughed - breathless, genuine - and helped me to my feet. I swayed, found my bikini bottoms on the edge of the kneeling cushion and stepped into them on shaky legs. The fabric stuck to the slickness on my thighs. My jaw still ached from the first man, and every step sent aftershocks rippling through my core because my body was still contracting around nothing, still gripping the ghost of a cock that had ruined me for anything less.

Jade was already standing at her station, watching us with an expression that was equal parts pride and knowing amusement.

"Come on," she said. "Drinks. Bar side."

Afterward, the bar side.

Jade led us through the connecting corridor to the bar. Three drinks were already lined up on the counter - she'd ordered ahead. Cocktails in heavy crystal glasses, amber liquid over large ice cubes.

"Sit," she said. "Drink."

I sat. The leather stool was cool against my bare thighs - thighs that were still sticky, still trembling. I was flushed from my neck to my breasts and my legs weren't steady on the footrest. I picked up the glass and the bourbon burned on the way down, warm and grounding.

From this side, the wall looked innocuous. The same dark wood panels I'd seen when Jade walked us through first. The same padded openings at waist height. Ambient music, the murmur of conversation, men on stools with drinks. Two of the openings were occupied - I could see the back of someone's hips moving gently against one, the muffled sounds of activity on the other side barely audible under the music. I'd been on the other side of that wall. I knew what those sounds meant, what those hips felt like from the inside.

From here it looked harmless. From the other side, it had stripped everything down to pressure, rhythm, and whatever my body did with them.

"Two men," I said. My voice was wrecked - raw from the first man's cock in my throat. "One in my mouth. One..." I trailed off. The memory of the second man's size made my inner walls clench involuntarily.

"One that nearly broke you," Jade finished, watching me with a knowing expression, chin propped on her fist. "And?"

"And I wanted more." The admission came out quiet. "He pulled out and I couldn't stand up and I still wanted a third one to slide through."

Jade raised her glass. "The Wall strips out all the noise. What's left is appetite."

She clinked her glass against mine.

"Welcome to Blue, baby."

Tessa leaned against me, warm shoulder pressing into mine. "I second that feeling," she murmured, and drank deep.

We sat at the bar for a long time, nursing our drinks, letting our bodies settle. Men came and went. The openings in the wall were occupied and vacated in a slow, almost meditative rotation - a quiet rhythm of bodies and wants. Two women entered from the private side - Blue bands, still flushed - and I recognized myself in the way they walked: unsteady legs, wet thighs, expressions caught between satisfaction and hunger for more.

I looked down at my Blue band. Day five. I'd been on this island for five days - knelt by strangers' pool loungers, learned my mouth on men I'd never see again, taken my first open-air fuck this morning on a pool lounger, let a stranger fuck my throat through a wall until he came down it, then taken the biggest cock of my life from a man whose face I'd never see while his cum ran down my thighs.

The memory of that pool party felt smaller now. Further away every time I let this place have another piece of me.

I finished my drink. Jade ordered another round. Tessa leaned her head on my shoulder, her dark hair tickling my collarbone. Through the open windows, the late afternoon sun turned the resort gold, and somewhere in the penthouse above us Nate Calloway was watching the island he'd built out of consent, hierarchy, and appetite.

I liked that he had no idea where I'd been today.


⚜




Chapter 5: The stalls

⚜

Ididn't want sex when I woke up.

That was the strange part - six days at a resort built around it and the first thought in my head on the morning of Day 6 wasn't a man's hands or a cock through a wall. It was soreness. A deep, satisfied ache in muscles I hadn't known I was using: inner thighs, lower back, the hinge of my jaw. My body felt used up in the best, strangest way. Two anonymous men at the Wall yesterday, plus the swimmer on the pool lounger that morning, and the residual feeling wasn't hunger - it was the particular heaviness of a body that had been thoroughly worked through and knew it.

Tessa was already up, sitting cross-legged on the terrace in an oversized t-shirt, coffee in both hands, staring at the ocean like it owed her money.

"Morning," I said from the doorway.

"Shh." She sipped her coffee. "I'm recovering."

I laughed - a real one, loose and easy - and sat beside her. The morning air was warm and salt-heavy, the ocean flat as glass beneath a cloudless sky. Birdsong. The distant splash of someone doing laps in the pool. No moans carrying on the breeze, not this early. The resort at rest.

We had breakfast delivered to the villa - fruit, yoghurt, strong coffee. We ate slowly, legs stretched out on the terrace, not talking much. Between the palms I could see the Pavilion - its thatched roof catching the early light, the bench row still empty, the leather gleaming where someone had wiped it down. By afternoon it wouldn't be empty.

My stomach tightened.

The knock came at ten.

Jade walked in wearing a cropped tank and linen shorts, her Red band vivid against her dark wrist, braids gathered into a loose knot at her crown. She moved through the villa with the ease of a woman who'd done this a hundred times and still got something out of the next one.

"How are the legs?" She dropped onto the bed and looked at both of us.

"Functional," Tessa said. "Barely."

Jade grinned. "Good. That means Blue's working." She tilted her head toward me. "You ready to talk about the Stalls?"

My pulse picked up. I'd known this was coming - the logical next step, the thing I'd been staring at since Day 1. But something about Jade saying it out loud made the Pavilion feel closer, more real, more like something that was happening today rather than something I watched from the path.

"I thought we'd go tomorrow," I said. Testing.

"You thought wrong." Jade's expression was warm but unyielding. "At the Wall, you can disappear. Here, you can't. Everyone sees you." She leaned forward, elbows on her knees. "The Stalls are exhibition - face down, bent over, completely visible to anyone who cares to look. The men walking the row, the women at the other benches, the people on the pool deck, the restaurant terrace. There's nowhere to hide."

Tessa set down her coffee. "Well, that's terrifying."

"It is," Jade said. "And then it isn't." She looked at me. "The terror is the point. You feel it, and then it burns off, and what's underneath - that's what you want to get to."

I thought about the women I'd watched from the path on Day 1. The one who'd just been finished with, staying in position, cum sliding down her thigh, not moving. The calm on her face. The absence of shame. At the time I'd been shocked by it. Now I understood - she wasn't performing calm. She'd reached the thing underneath.

"Okay," I said. "Today."

We walked to the Pavilion at two in the afternoon.

The sun was at its peak and the resort was fully awake - music from the pool bar, the steady splash and murmur of the deck, laughter carrying from the swim-up bar where a Green band was on her knees in the shallows. We passed it all without stopping. Today wasn't about the pool.

The Pavilion sat where the manicured grounds met the beach, open on all sides under its thatched roof, the ocean glittering behind it. From the pool deck and the restaurant terrace above, you could see every bench, every woman, every man who walked the row. That was the design. Deliberate, inescapable.

The same row of padded benches I'd stared at on Day 1 - but from the inside now, not the path. Waist-height leather, handles worn smooth by other women's grips, the stone beneath warm from hours of afternoon sun.

Four women were already in position.

Two were being taken - a Red-banded woman at the far end with her face in her folded arms, a man behind her moving in long, rhythmic strokes that made the leather creak, and a Blue band three benches down, gripping the handles hard, a stocky man driving into her with enough force that her body jerked forward on each thrust. Her sounds were high and broken, carried on the salt breeze. The other two held their positions in the open air - bent forward, hips tilted back, feet planted apart, Blue bands on their wrists. One had her eyes closed, lips slightly parted, her body absolutely still. The other looked out at the ocean with the level patience of a woman who knew how to make the waiting into something rather than nothing.

Two empty benches in the row. Open. Available. A female staff member stood at the Pavilion's edge with a clipboard and a water bottle, her gaze moving steadily along the row. Monitoring.

Jade touched my shoulder. "Pick one."

Tessa squeezed my hand once and let go. She walked past me to the empty bench - five down from where the Red-banded woman was being fucked - and without hesitation, she stepped out of her bikini bottoms, set them at the bench's corner, and bent forward. Her hands found the leather handles. Her feet spread apart on the warm stone. She looked back at me once, flushed but steady, and then turned to face the beach.

Tessa had always been braver than me with the entry. I'd always caught up in the middle.

I chose the bench beside her.

The leather was warm under my hands. I untied my bikini bottoms - the pale blue ones, the ones that matched my band - and stepped out of them, folding them onto the corner of the bench the way I'd folded my bottoms onto the cushion at the Wall. Some habits you develop fast. I placed my hands on the padded handles. The leather was smooth, shaped by other women's grips, the impressions of their fingers worn into the wrapping.

I bent forward.

The angle opened me completely. Hips tilted back, legs apart, the warm air touching skin that was suddenly, impossibly exposed. The bench supported my weight at the waist, but everything below - my thighs, the swell of my ass, the slick heat between my legs - was presented to whoever walked behind me. I could feel the sun on my lower back, the breeze on the backs of my thighs, and the awareness of anyone within a hundred feet.

It hit me like a wall of water.

At the Wall, the partition had been between me and the men. I'd been enclosed, dim, cushioned - a warm room with velvet walls and no faces. Here there was nothing. Bright sun. The crash of waves. The distant clatter of glasses from the pool deck above. I was one body in a row of bent women, face down, spread open, and every person at this resort who cared to look could see exactly what was offered.

My fingers tightened on the handles. My breathing went shallow. The pulse between my legs was sudden and violent - not arousal from a touch but from the sheer fact of being bent over in public with my body on display and nothing I could do about it except stay or leave.

I held my place.

I waited.

Every sound behind me registered - footsteps on stone, the rustle of movement, the creak of another bench. Were those footsteps approaching me or the woman at the end? The man's shadow or just a shift in the light? My body was on a hair trigger, every nerve tuned to the space behind me, the anticipation so acute it was almost painful. I could feel my own wetness gathering, my body's response to being open and watched bypassing thought entirely.

The waiting was its own kind of torture. Beside me, Tessa had gone quiet and controlled. I could hear the Blue-banded woman three benches down still being fucked - her moans climbing in pitch, the wet, rhythmic collision of bodies, the creak of leather. It sounded like she was close. It made my thighs clench involuntarily.

Then: footsteps. Deliberate. Stopping.

Behind me.

My face was turned toward the beach, my forehead against the padding, my hands locked on the handles. I felt his presence like heat: the displacement of air, the proximity of a body, the shift in the light across my lower back as his shadow fell over me.

Hands on my hips. Large, firm, callused palms settling onto the curve of my hip bones with a grip that was possessive without being rough. He positioned me - a slight adjustment, tilting my hips a fraction higher - and the clinical efficiency of it sent a bolt of heat through me so sharp I exhaled audibly.

Then the blunt press of him at my entrance.

No preamble. No words. No eye contact. Just the wide, bare head of his cock parting my slick folds and the slow, steady pressure of him pushing inside - filling me incrementally, my body opening around him and yielding, the wet stretch continuing until his hips met my ass and I was full of a stranger whose face I hadn't seen.

I gasped into the padding. The fullness was immediate and complete - a deep, insistent pressure splitting me open and then holding there, fully seated, his hands gripping my hips, the weight and heat of him radiating through my core. The ocean crashed. The breeze lifted my hair off my neck. Somewhere above, on the restaurant terrace, people were eating lunch.

He started to move.

Steady. Unhurried. The kind of rhythm that said he was here for his own pleasure and I was the surface he'd chosen for it. Each stroke pulled back slowly and drove forward with purpose, his bare cock dragging through my wetness, the angle deep enough that I felt it behind my navel. The sounds our bodies made carried on the open air - obscene, unmistakable, audible to anyone passing by.

My body answered before my mind could catch up. The arousal that had been building since I bent over crested fast - the public heat of it, the drive of him inside me - and the orgasm hit me within minutes, a sharp contraction that started at my centre and radiated outward, pulling a moan from my lips that I didn't try to muffle. The sound carried across the Pavilion, past the other women, past the benches, out to where the pool deck met the thatched roof's shadow. I heard it leave me and felt no shame. Only release.

He didn't change his pace. He fucked me through the orgasm with the same steady, purposeful rhythm, the aftershocks rolling through me each time he bottomed out, my body gripping him in helpless waves. His fingers tightened on my hips and his breathing roughened, and when he came he pushed deep and held - buried to the hilt, cock pulsing inside me, the warmth of his cum flooding me in thick waves. I felt every pulse. He stayed deep while he emptied himself, and I clenched around him involuntarily, milking him until the last tremor faded.

He pulled out slowly. The sudden absence left me gaping, and I felt his cum begin its thick slide down my inner thigh - warm, obscene, visible to anyone watching from the pool deck above. His footsteps receded on the stone. Unhurried. Casual. The walk of a man heading back to his afternoon.

I remained where he'd left me. Face against the padding, breathing hard, a stranger's cum leaking from me in a slow trickle that reached my knee. My legs trembled against the bench. I could have stood up. Could have pulled on my bikini bottoms and walked to the villa.

But I held my position, listening for the next set of footsteps. The fact of being bent over, open, freshly fucked and dripping with a man's cum, waiting for whoever came next to find me exactly like this - that was what I wanted. My body announced it with every slick, shaking breath.

The waiting lasted less than a minute.

The second man arrived with force.

His hand landed in my hair before I registered his presence - fingers tangling in the honey-blonde strands, gripping close to the scalp, yanking my head back hard enough that my spine arched and breath tore from my lungs. What came out of me was raw.

His other hand gripped my hip - higher than the first man, closer to my waist, fingers digging in hard enough that I'd carry the bruises tomorrow. He was bigger. I felt it the instant he pressed against my entrance, the head of him wider, blunter, and when he drove inside in a single rough stroke the stretch made my vision blur. The first man's cum squelched around his shaft as he buried himself - I heard it, the obscene wet sound of a cock pushing through another man's load, and the filthiness of it sent a spike of heat through my core that made me clench around him.

"Fuck-" The word ripped out of me, my fingers white-knuckled on the handles.

He didn't give me time to adjust. He pulled back - the drag of him through the slickness audible in the open air - and drove forward hard enough that the bench shuddered on the stone. Then again. And again. Each brutal thrust jolted my entire body, the bench legs scraping against stone with every impact. His hand in my hair kept my head wrenched back, spine arched, breasts crushed into the leather, throat exposed.

His free hand left my hip and came down hard on my ass. The crack of the slap split the afternoon air. I yelped - the sting sharp, radiating, my skin blooming hot where his palm had landed. He spanked me again, harder, on the other cheek, and the sound I made wasn't a yelp anymore. It was a moan. Deep, broken, the sound of a woman discovering something about herself she hadn't expected.

He spanked me on every other thrust after that. The rhythm was relentless - his cock slamming into me, his hand cracking against my ass, the wet sounds of the first man's cum being fucked out of me with each stroke. I could feel it - the thick trickle of cum running down both thighs now, his cock churning through it, the mess of it audible and visible and completely, devastatingly public.

To my left, Tessa. She was at her bench, face down, a man behind her - I could hear the creak of leather and Tessa's breath catching as he entered her. She turned her face toward me. Her eyes were wide, dark, glazed.

"Stay with me," she breathed.

I kept my eyes on hers. Both of us flushed, both breathless, both being taken apart by strangers in the open air. Tessa's mouth opened on a broken sound, her body rocking forward as her man found his rhythm, and I answered with a cry of my own when mine yanked my hair harder, drove deeper, and brought his hand down on my ass with a crack that echoed off the thatched roof.

He fucked me like he was trying to break the bench. The legs ground across the stone. Cum from the first man was streaking my thighs in thin lines, mixed with my own arousal, the mess of it dripping onto the warm flagstone beneath me. My ass was burning from his palm, my scalp stinging from his grip, and the roughness had unlocked something the first man's steadiness hadn't reached - a raw, animal response that bypassed every thought I'd ever had about what I was supposed to want.

The orgasm ripped through me. Not a crest - an impact. My whole body seized around him and I screamed into the open air, the sound launching past the benches, past the pool deck, dying somewhere over the ocean. He grunted behind me and drove deep one final time - buried to the hilt, his cock pulsing, and I felt him come inside me alongside the first man's load. More warmth. More fullness. The sensation of being filled with two men's cum while bent over a bench in broad daylight made my orgasm spike again, aftershocks rippling through me as he emptied himself.

He pulled out. The flood was immediate - both loads sliding out of me in a thick, warm rush that ran down my thighs and dripped onto the stone between my feet. I could feel it. I could hear it. The wet patter of cum hitting flagstone. I stayed bent over, destroyed, my ass marked red from his palm, my hair tangled, my thighs a mess.

Then the third man.

He didn't start by entering me.

I felt his hands first - calm, unhurried, running down my trembling arms from shoulders to wrists. He took my right hand off the leather handle and guided it down to a point on the bench's frame I hadn't noticed before: a padded loop bolted to the side, the kind that looked decorative until someone slipped your wrist through it and pulled the strap snug. Not painful. But secure.

My breath caught.

He did the same with my left wrist, gently easing my fingers from the handle and securing them in the loop on the other side. Before he tightened the second strap, he leaned close - close enough that I felt his breath on my ear - and murmured: "Say stop and these come off. Nod if you want them on."

I nodded. Fast. Desperate.

He pulled the strap snug. My arms were pinned beside my torso, wrists bound at hip level, my body pressed flat against the bench's surface. The leather was warm and slick under my stomach and breasts. I couldn't push myself up. Couldn't brace. Could only lie there, face turned to one side on the padding, completely immobilised from the waist up.

I was still full of two men's cum. I could feel it leaking from me in slow trickles, running warm down the insides of my thighs. My clit was swollen and throbbing, my whole sex raw and oversensitive from the second man's brutal pace. I waited for the familiar blunt press of a cock at my entrance.

Instead, I heard a low hum. Electric. Vibrating.

The wand pressed against my clit and I shrieked.

It was a big one - the heavy, round head of a Hitachi-style vibrator, the kind that doesn't negotiate. The vibrations hit my swollen clit like a bolt of electricity, radiating through my entire pelvis, and my body jackknifed against the bench. My wrists strained against the straps. My thighs clamped together instinctively, but his knee pressed between them from behind, holding them apart, keeping me spread open.

"Oh God - oh fuck - please -"

The words poured out of me, meaningless, involuntary. The vibrations were relentless on my oversensitive clit, waves of sensation so intense they blurred the line between pleasure and something more overwhelming - a stimulation that bypassed arousal and went straight to my nervous system. I could feel it in my teeth, in the backs of my knees, in the base of my spine. My hips bucked against the bench. My wrists twisted in the loops. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth and I didn't care.

He held the wand there. Steady. Unmoving. And with his other hand, I felt the head of his cock - just the tip, warm and smooth - press lightly against my folds. Not entering. Just resting there, the blunt head nestled against my slick entrance while the vibrator destroyed me.

"Please," I sobbed. My voice was wrecked. "Please fuck me. Please - I can't - please -"

He didn't move. The tip of his cock pressed against me with the lightest pressure, a promise he wouldn't fulfil, while the wand buzzed against my clit in steady, merciless circles. My body was trying to push back onto him - hips grinding against the bench, trying to take him inside, but the restraints and the angle held me pinned. I could feel the cum of the first two men still leaking from me, warm trickles running past where his cockhead rested, and the filthy knowledge of it - being held open and vibrated and teased while two strangers' loads dripped out of me - pushed me to the edge.

The orgasm hit like a detonation.

It started in my clit and blew outward - through my pelvis, my stomach, my chest, my thighs. I screamed. Not a moan, not a cry - a full-throated scream that tore from my lungs and rang across the Pavilion. My body convulsed against the bench, my wrists wrenching against the straps, my inner walls clenching violently around nothing while the vibrator kept buzzing and his cockhead stayed pressed against me, feeling every contraction from the outside.

And then, in the middle of it, while my body was still seizing, he thrust inside me.

One long, deep stroke.

He was long - long - the kind of length that reached places the first two men hadn't touched. His cock slid through two loads of cum and my own convulsing wetness and kept going, deeper, until the head pressed against a spot inside me that made my scream change pitch. My g-spot. He found it on the first stroke, the swollen head of his cock grinding against it with a pressure that turned my orgasm from something that was ending into something that was escalating.

He held the vibrator against my clit the entire time.

And he fucked me slowly.

Not the first man's impersonal rhythm. Not the second man's brutality. This was worse. Each stroke was long and measured - pulling almost all the way out, the drag of his length through the mess inside me obscene and wet, then pushing back to the hilt in a slow, deliberate thrust that made his cockhead press against my g-spot and hold there for a moment before withdrawing again.

The combination was annihilating. The vibrator on my oversensitive clit. His length reaching deep. The slow, methodical pace that gave my body no chance to acclimate - every stroke a fresh wave of sensation on nerve endings already stripped raw. I came again. And again. Not discrete orgasms but a continuous, rolling convulsion, my body clenching around his cock in rhythmic spasms that I had no control over.

I couldn't hold my head up. My cheek was pressed into the leather padding, my mouth open, spit pooling on the surface beneath my lips. I was drooling. I could feel it, could feel the thin line of saliva running from the corner of my mouth, and I couldn't even close my jaw. Every slow thrust made me shudder - a full-body tremor that started where his cock pushed deepest and radiated out to my fingers and toes.

"Oh - oh - oh -"

Each sound was punched out of me by his hips meeting my ass. The wet sound of him moving through two men's cum was constant, obscene, audible to everyone at the Pavilion. I could feel the load inside me - thick, warm, churned by his cock with every stroke - and the sensation of being fucked through other men's cum while a vibrator buzzed against my ruined clit and my wrists were strapped to a bench in the open air was so far beyond anything I'd imagined that my brain had simply stopped trying to process it.

He kept the same pace. Slow. Deep. Relentless. Each thrust finding my g-spot with devastating precision, each withdrawal dragging through the mess of cum and arousal with a friction that made me shudder and whimper. The vibrator never moved. My clit was so oversensitive now that the vibrations felt less like pleasure and more like a current running through my entire body - not something I could separate from the cock inside me or the leather under my stomach or the sun on my lower back or the warm breeze drying the cum on my thighs.

I lost count of the orgasms. They blurred together into one long, trembling, sobbing state of being where my body simply didn't stop clenching. Every time I thought it was fading, he'd push deep and hold against my g-spot and the vibrator would pulse and the wave would crest again. Tears ran from my eyes. Drool ran from my mouth. Cum ran from my body. I was a mess - a trembling, sobbing, thoroughly used mess - and somewhere underneath all of it was a pleasure so deep and so consuming that I never wanted him to stop.

He came inside me with one final, long stroke - the deepest yet, his cockhead pressed flush against my g-spot as he pulsed. I felt every throb. Three men's cum inside me now, warm and thick and impossible. He held the vibrator against me through his own orgasm and I came one last time, a slow, shuddering convulsion that felt less like a climax and more like my body finally, finally giving in to gravity.

He withdrew. Turned off the vibrator. The sudden silence was enormous.

His hands found my wrists - gentle now, unbuckling the padded straps, easing my arms free. My fingers were numb. I couldn't make them close.

I stayed flat against the bench. I didn't have the strength to lift my head. The leather was wet beneath my mouth, beneath my stomach, beneath my thighs. The afternoon had gone quiet - or maybe my ears were ringing. The ocean still crashed, but it sounded distant, like something from another room.

Three men. My first afternoon at the Stalls.

I stayed that way - not waiting for another, just unable to straighten. The sun had shifted, the afternoon light longer and more golden, the shadows of the thatched roof stretching across the stone. The bench beside me was empty - Tessa had finished at some point, though I hadn't registered when. The other women in the row had thinned out. The afternoon was winding down.

A hand on my elbow. Gentle, sure. Jade.

She eased me upright slowly, one arm around my waist, steadying me when my legs threatened to fold. She didn't say anything at first - just held me, letting my body remember that it could stand.

My bikini bottoms were where I'd left them, folded on the bench's corner. Jade picked them up and handed them to me. I stepped into them on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else.

"Three on your first day," Jade said, her voice low and warm. "And you didn't want to stop." She tucked a braid behind her ear and studied my face. "That's the part that matters."

I looked back at the bench. The leather was damp where I'd been. The handles still held the shape of my grip.

The version of me that had bolted from Danny's backyard felt impossibly far away. The woman standing here on shaking legs, three men's worth of afternoon drying on her skin - she was someone else entirely. Someone who'd looked at the open bench and chosen it.

The path back to the villa wound through the resort's gardens - hibiscus and bougainvillea, the flagstone warm under my bare feet, the late afternoon light turning everything amber. I walked slowly. My body was humming at a frequency I'd never felt before - not quite soreness, not quite satisfaction, but something between the two that made every sensation sharper. The warm air on my skin. The fabric of my bikini against oversensitive flesh. The rhythm of my own breathing.

Nate was on the path.

He stood near a cluster of palm trees where the garden path curved toward the villas, arms crossed, white linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He wasn't coming from anywhere. He wasn't going somewhere. He was standing there, and the way he looked at me told me he'd seen everything.

His penthouse overlooked the Pavilion. Glass walls, panoramic view. From up there, he would have seen me walk to the bench, step out of my bikini bottoms, bend forward. He would have seen the first man push inside me, and the second pull my hair, and the third make my legs give out. He would have heard my sounds, carried on the afternoon air.

He'd watched. All of it.

"You surprise me, Sienna Cole." His voice was different. The teasing lilt was gone - the older-brother's-best-friend register, the smirk, the casual dismissal. What was left was quieter. Direct.

I stopped on the path. My legs were unsteady. My hair was tangled. I could feel the afternoon on me - the traces of three men, the sun, the salt air. I was a mess, and it didn't register as anything I wanted to change.

He stepped forward. Reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear - his fingers brushing the curve of my jaw, lingering at the soft skin below my earlobe. The first time he'd touched me at the resort. The contact was so different from the men at the Stalls - specific, personal, each fingertip deliberate - that it sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with the breeze.

His eyes held mine. Green, steady, stripped of the performance I'd seen every other time he'd looked at me. He wasn't smirking. He wasn't teasing. He was looking at me the way you look at someone you've just realised you underestimated.

"There's still Red to earn," he said. Quiet. Almost private.

His fingers left my skin. He held my gaze for another beat - long enough for me to feel the weight of something unspoken - and then he walked past me down the path, not looking back.

I stood there in the fading light, trembling, the ghost of his fingertips burning on my jaw.

Three bands. Green, done. Blue, earned and used. Red, next.

I pressed my fingers to the spot where his had been, and walked to the villa on legs that barely held me.


⚜




Chapter 6: Week's end

⚜

Sunday came in slow. I slept for ten hours.

No dreams I could remember - just the heavy, obliterating sleep of a body that had been used past the point of consciousness. When I opened my eyes the light through the French doors was already warm and golden, mid-morning, the longest I'd slept since arriving. My muscles announced themselves in sequence: inner thighs first, then lower back, then hips, then the tender places where fingerprints had been pressed hard enough to leave bruises I hadn't checked for yet.

I lay still for a moment. The ceiling fan turned slowly. Through the open window, the resort murmured its usual morning rhythm - distant splash of the pool, birdsong, the clink of glasses from the bar. No moans yet.

Tessa was on the terrace, cross-legged on a lounger in a loose linen dress, coffee balanced on her knee. She looked up when I stepped outside and her face broke into a grin that had something gentler underneath it.

"She lives."

"Barely." I dropped into the lounger beside her. The morning air was warm and humid, salt-heavy, the ocean impossibly flat and blue beyond the palms. I could see the Pavilion from here - the thatched roof, the row of benches, empty at this hour. Yesterday afternoon I'd been bent over one of them, taken by three men in a row. The memory arrived with a throb in muscles that were still making their objections known.

"Mateo sent a fruit plate," Tessa said, nudging a tray toward me. "And I ordered extra coffee. You look like you need it."

"I look like I got fucked by three strangers in an open-air pavilion."

"You look great for someone who got fucked by three strangers in an open-air pavilion."

I ate mango and papaya with my fingers, the juice running down my wrist, and drank two cups of coffee while the resort woke up around us. For once there was nothing to brace for - no encounter to prepare for, no mental arithmetic about bands and daily rates. The total on my spreadsheet had been climbing all week without me having to track it - more in six days than a month at Rosario's, and the Black prize still out there beyond Red. The numbers that had driven me onto the seaplane hadn't gone anywhere. They'd just stopped being what ran the show. Just the terrace, the ocean, the ache in my body, and Tessa's steady company beside me.

"I'm going to flip my band today," I said.

Tessa nodded. "Me too." She held up her wrist and showed me - she'd already done it, the Blue silicone turned inward so only the neutral underside showed. Off-duty. The resort allowed it on recovery days: band flipped, color hidden, a signal to every guest that today you were furniture, not a participant.

I turned my own band inward. The gesture felt smaller than I expected - just a twist of silicone against my wrist - but the relief that followed was immediate and physical, a loosening in my shoulders I hadn't known was tight.

"No one approaches?" I asked.

"That's the deal. Colour hidden, you're invisible." She stretched her legs out and wiggled her toes. "Just a regular girl at a regular resort drinking a regular coffee."

"Nothing regular about this resort."

"Fine. An extraordinary girl at an insane resort." She clinked her cup against mine. "Happy?"

I was. Surprisingly, genuinely happy - sore and tired and changed, but happy. Sitting on this terrace drinking coffee in the warm morning air with my best friend, the green band a memory and the Blue band turned quiet on my wrist. No guest was going to approach me. No stranger was going to touch me. Today my body was mine to offer or not.

We spent the morning at the pool.

With the band flipped, the whole pool deck felt staged and distant - like watching a film I'd been acting in. The pool deck was busy by eleven: Green and Blue bands visible on loungers, in the water, at the bar. A woman in Green knelt between a man's legs at the swim-up bar, her wet hair slicked back, head bobbing in the deliberate rhythm I knew from the inside. Another Blue band reclined on a lounger near the deep end while a man fucked her with lazy, sun-drunk strokes, both of them glistening with oil and water. Mateo mixed drinks. The speakers played something ambient. The scene hummed with its usual normalcy.

But from the outside - from the safety of my flipped band and my lounger and my sunglasses - I could see things I'd missed while participating. The way the Green-banded woman at the bar paused to ease her jaw, then bent right back to it - something I recognized from my own first day. The way the Blue band on the lounger let her hand trail in the pool water during sex, her fingertips breaking the surface in lazy patterns, her body present for the act and somehow also elsewhere, peacefully elsewhere.

"She looks like she's meditating," I said to Tessa.

"She looks like she's on her fourth man today and she's learned to float." Tessa pushed her sunglasses up into her hair. "I get it now. That thing Jade said about the terror burning off and finding what's underneath. I felt it at the Wall."

I turned to look at her. In the bright midday sun, Tessa looked relaxed in a way I hadn't seen before - not her usual restless energy, not the dare-me grin. Something quieter. More settled. Her dark hair was loose on her shoulders, her olive skin glowing from six days of sun, her body lean and strong in the dark red bikini she'd worn on Day 2.

"You're happy on Blue," I said. Not a question.

Tessa met my eyes. "Yeah. I am." She pulled at a thread on her lounger cushion. "The Wall is - God, the Wall is everything. The anonymity, the sensation. No faces, just feeling. I could do that every day." She paused. "But I don't need to go further. I don't need the Stalls again. I don't need Red."

"You don't have to."

"I know." She was quiet for a moment. "But you do."

I didn't answer right away. I watched the pool - a man climbing out of the water, the woman at the bar finishing and sitting back on her heels, the Blue band on the lounger arching slightly as the man behind her shifted angles. The sounds were ambient, overlapping, as natural as the waves on the beach.

"It's not about courage," I said. "I'm not braver than you."

"I know that's not what it is."

"It's more like -" I searched for the word and couldn't find it, so I tried the feeling instead. "Every time I escalate, it feels less like a decision. The Wall, the Stalls - I didn't have to convince myself. My body was already there. The decision was just catching up." I pressed my palm flat against my sternum, feeling my own heartbeat. "It keeps pulling me toward more. I don't know how to not follow that."

Tessa looked at me with an expression I couldn't fully read - admiration, concern, something else underneath. "Then follow it," she said simply. "I'll be here when you get back."

I reached over and squeezed her hand. She squeezed back. The pool deck carried on around us - bodies and bands and want - and we sat in our flipped-band quiet and watched the world we'd entered.

We went back to the villa after lunch.

Afternoon sun poured through the French doors, warming the white sheets to gold. I'd scrubbed the salt and the afternoon off my skin and collapsed on the bed in a cotton tank top and underwear. My inner thighs still ached, and the tender spots on my hips where the second man's fingers had gripped were purpling into bruises I could trace with my fingertips. But the soreness had shifted over the course of the morning from complaint to memory. Every twinge was a record of something I'd felt, something I'd taken.

Tessa came out of the bathroom with damp hair and nothing but a towel, which she dropped casually onto the chair - giving me a flash of her lean body, the curve of her small breasts, the dark strip between her toned thighs - before pulling on an oversized t-shirt that hit mid-thigh. She sat beside me on the bed and started kneading my shoulder with one hand, casual, the way she'd done a hundred times in our apartment after my double shifts at Rosario's.

"You're knotted up," she said.

"I was bent over a bench for forty minutes yesterday. Everything's knotted up."

She laughed and used both hands, working the tight muscle between my shoulder blades with her thumbs. It hurt in the best way - pressure finding tension and dissolving it, my body releasing under her hands. I exhaled into the pillow and let my eyes close.

Tessa's thumbs found a knot below my shoulder blade and the pain spiked, then released, and the rush that followed wasn't just relief - it was heat. A pulse that started under her hands and traveled straight down, and my breath caught in a way that had nothing to do with sore muscles.

Tessa heard it. Her hands paused.

"Sienna?"

"Don't stop."

She didn't stop. But the quality of her touch changed - still firm, still competent, but now her thumbs traced slower, longer lines down either side of my spine, and when they reached my lower back I felt my hips tilt into the mattress, an involuntary press that sent a spike of sensation through the soreness between my thighs.

I was soaked within a minute. Six days of being touched, entered, used - my skin had been trained to respond to hands, to proximity, to the specific pressure of someone else's intention - and it didn't know how to turn off just because the band was flipped. Tessa's hands on my bare back were enough. The warmth of her palms, the sure pressure of her fingers, the closeness of her body behind mine on the bed.

Tessa's hand slid from my lower back to my hip. She leaned down and pressed her mouth against my shoulder blade - a kiss, warm and open-mouthed, her breath hot on my skin.

"Can't switch off, can you?" she murmured against my back.

"Not today."

She turned me onto my back. Her eyes were dark, flushed, her lips slightly parted - the same look she'd had on Day 2, but with something sharper underneath. Six days of this resort on both of us.

She pushed my tank top up to my collarbones, her palms skating over my ribs, cupping my breasts. My nipples were already hard under her thumbs and I arched into her touch, my breath catching. She bent and took one into her mouth - soft pressure, then the edge of her teeth, and I gasped and grabbed a fistful of duvet. She worked me back and forth between them, tongue circling one while her fingers rolled and pinched the other, learning the pressure that pulled the loudest sounds out of me. My hips were already rocking against nothing by the time she let the second nipple go with a wet, deliberate pop.

Tessa kissed down my stomach. Slow. The flat of her tongue dragging through the hollow of my ribs, the soft dip of my belly, the crease where my hip bone met my thigh. She stopped there to nip at the skin - a sharp bite, then a wet kiss to soothe it - and I felt the mark rise under her mouth. I lifted my hips and she hooked my underwear down and off my legs in one motion, tossing them aside without looking. She settled between my thighs and pushed them apart, her hands firm on the insides of my knees, and looked up at me once - a check, a confirmation - before lowering her mouth.

The first touch of her tongue made me cry out.

Every nerve ending was still humming from the Stalls, every inch of skin oversensitive from a week of escalating use, and the wet heat of Tessa's mouth on my clit was almost too much. I flinched, and she pressed a forearm across my hips the way she had on Day 2, pinning me, and slowed down. Circled, barely touching, then firm flat strokes that made my vision dissolve at the edges.

She slid two fingers inside me and I came immediately - fast and sharp, a release that punched through me like a gunshot, my thighs locking around her head, a sound torn from my throat that I couldn't have softened if I'd tried. Tessa held me through it, her tongue steady, her fingers curling, and when the first wave subsided she didn't stop - just shifted her rhythm, slower now, drawing me up again before I'd fully come down.

"Tessa - God -"

The second orgasm rolled through me like an aftershock, slower and deeper, pulling a sound from me that was closer to a sob than a moan. I shook from scalp to toes. My fingers were buried in her dark hair, gripping hard, and I could feel tears prickling at the corners of my eyes - not sadness, just overwhelm. A week of accumulating and releasing and accumulating again, and Tessa's mouth was taking me apart with the same skill and care she brought to everything.

She crawled up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and lay beside me, breathing hard. Her t-shirt had ridden up past her navel, her small breasts rising and falling, her thighs pressed together. I could see the flush spreading from her throat to her chest, the way her hips shifted restlessly against the sheet, the glistening dampness visible between her legs.

"Come here," I said, my voice rough. "I want to taste you while you're tasting me."

She grinned - that quick, dare-me grin from the flight down, softened now by six days of this place - and peeled the t-shirt over her head. She swung one leg across my head, positioning herself above me, knees bracketing my ears, and lowered herself until her slick heat was inches from my mouth. Her own mouth found me again at the same moment, warm breath ghosting over my oversensitive clit before her tongue touched down.

I gripped the backs of her thighs and pulled her down to meet my mouth.

The taste of her flooded my tongue - warm, musky, sharper than it had been on Day Two because she'd been working herself against the sheets for half an hour. I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, and her hips bucked hard enough that I had to brace her with both hands to keep her pressed there. Her moan vibrated straight into me where her mouth was working my clit, and the feedback loop hit instantly - every sound she made rippling through her tongue into my body, every sound I pulled out of her doing the same to her.

I slid two fingers into her and curled them up, and she did the same to me. We worked each other in rhythm - her fingers finding my g-spot while my tongue flicked her clit, her tongue pressing flat against me while my fingers pulsed inside her - and the room filled with the obscene wet sounds of two mouths and four fingers and the duvet rucking under our rocking hips.

She came first. Her thighs clamped around my head, her hips grinding down onto my mouth, her moan breaking into a cracked cry that she tried to muffle against my clit. I licked her through it, tongue firm and unrelenting, until her whole body spasmed and her hand gripped my thigh so hard her nails left crescents.

Then her mouth went back to me with single-minded focus. Fingers still curled inside me, tongue circling fast and sure, and the orgasm I'd been climbing toward broke so hard I saw black at the edges. My back came off the mattress. My thighs locked. What tore out of me was sharper than anything I'd made at the Stalls - more personal, ripped from a deeper place because Tessa knew me and the strangers hadn't.

She eased up slowly. Rolled off me and collapsed beside me on her back, her chest heaving, the dark strip between her thighs now slick and swollen. I turned onto my side to look at her. Six days of sun had turned her olive skin golden. Her dark hair was wrecked. A livid pink patch was already blooming on her inner thigh where she'd been pressed against my jaw.

"Still more in you?" I asked.

She laughed - breathless, wrecked. "God, yes."

I didn't hesitate. Five days ago I'd been tentative, finding my way. This week I'd learned what my mouth could do - the pressure that made men lose their rhythm, the patience that made Tessa come undone. I pushed her onto her back again, pulled her further down the mattress, and kissed down the warm flat plane of her stomach, my hands spreading her thighs as I went.

She was wet when I settled between her legs - slick against my lips from the first kiss, the taste of her warm and distinct and familiar now. I pressed her thighs wide with both hands and licked into her with none of the hesitation I'd had on Day 2, my tongue finding the spot that made her hips jerk and working it with the focused intensity I'd learned at the pool deck.

"Fuck - Sienna -" Her hand found my hair, gripped. I let her hold on but set my own pace - deliberate, varied, reading the hitch of her breath the way I'd learned to read the men. When I slid my fingers inside her and curled upward, she clenched around me so hard I felt it in my forearm.

I kept going. Mouth on her clit, fingers working in a rhythm that built and built, and when she came it was hard and loud - her back arching off the bed, her hand yanking my hair hard enough that my scalp burned, her voice breaking on my name. I licked her through the aftershocks until she pushed my head away, oversensitive, gasping.

I didn't stop. I kept my fingers buried in her, curled against the spot that made her thighs twitch, and used my thumb against her clit instead of my mouth - softer, slower, building her back up before she had time to recover. She groaned, half-protest, half-plea.

"One more," I murmured against her hip bone. "You gave me three."

"I'll die."

"You won't."

She didn't. I brought her up again with a patience I hadn't had on Day Two, my fingers working deep while my thumb circled her swollen clit, and when she came the third time it was a slower, rolling wave that pulled a quiet, broken sound from her throat. She shook for a long time afterward, her hand loose in my hair, her thighs limp against my shoulders.

I kissed my way back up her body and collapsed beside her. We lay tangled together, breathing, the afternoon light moving slowly across the white sheets. Her hand found mine between us and laced our fingers together.

"You've gotten terrifyingly good at that," she said.

"I've had practice."

She laughed - a real laugh, loose and warm, the kind I'd missed hearing. We lay there for a while, legs overlapping, the ceiling fan stirring the warm air, both of us damp-haired and sated. Through the French doors, the resort played its afternoon music: distant moans from the pool deck, the splash of water, a woman's sharp cry from the Pavilion carrying on the breeze.

For the first time in days, everything inside me went still. Not empty - never empty, not at this resort - but quiet. A held breath. A pause between movements.

I walked the resort alone at dusk.

Tessa was napping in the villa, curled on her side with one arm across the empty half of the bed. I pulled on a sundress and flip-flops and slipped out the door without waking her.

The evening was warm and close, the sky turning from gold to deep rose, the first stars showing above the ocean. The resort at dusk had a different quality - the hard tropical light softened to something intimate, the architecture going from sharp white to amber, the sounds shifting from the bright splash of the pool to the deeper registers of evening. Music from the bar, lower now, more bass. Laughter. The clink of heavy glassware.

I walked without a destination but my feet knew where they were taking me.

Past the pool deck first. The infinity edge caught the last light and held it, the water still as glass. A few people remained - a couple on loungers, a woman at the bar. No active encounters, just warm stone, fading sunscreen, and the afterimage of bodies everywhere.

Past the Glory Hole Lounge. The frosted door was closed but light pulsed behind it - dim amber, shifting - and the music from inside was audible on the path, a low throb that I felt in my ribs. Through the door I could hear muffled sounds: a groan, the murmur of the bar, someone's sharp intake of breath. I'd been on the other side of that wall two days ago. I'd come twice on anonymous cocks and left wanting more. The memory sent a flutter through me, but I kept walking.

Past the Pavilion. In the blue twilight, the Stalls were occupied - three women at the benches, their shapes visible in the fading light. One was being taken - the rhythmic creak of leather, the wet sound of skin on skin, her moans carrying across the sand in the still evening air. Another held her position in perfect stillness, the last of the sunset painting her bare back in shades of rose and amber. The third had just been finished with - a man walking away from her bench, unhurried, while she stayed bent forward, catching her breath.

I watched for a moment. Yesterday that had been me - face down, legs spread, presented to whoever decided I was worth stopping for. The memory lived in my muscles: the grip of hands on my hips, the stretch of being entered without warning, the sound that had left me when the third man's long strokes took my legs out from under me.

But I didn't stop. The Stalls weren't what I was looking for tonight.

I moved on, past the last of the cabanas, along the flagstone path that curved toward the main building. The restaurant terrace was above and to the right, candlelight and quiet conversation, the sound of silverware on porcelain. Below it, where the architecture descended rather than climbed, the path led to a staircase I'd only seen from above.

The Red Room entrance.

The staircase was hewn from the same polished concrete as the rest of the resort but here the lighting changed - the clean white and amber of the upper levels giving way to a deep, warm red that bled up from below. Not garish, not theatrical. More like the color of a banked fire, something that had been burning steadily for a long time and had settled into its own heat.

I stopped at the top of the stairs and looked down.

The staircase descended perhaps fifteen steps before turning a corner, and from where I stood I could see the red light pooling on the walls, the faint gleam of polished surfaces below. The sounds that rose from the Red Room were different from anything I'd heard at the pool or the Pavilion or the Wall. Deeper. Rawer. A woman's voice - not moaning but making a sound I didn't have a word for, something that lived between pain and pleasure and surrender, a sound that said she was being opened in ways I hadn't been opened yet. A man's groan underneath it, low and guttural. The rhythmic creak of furniture built for stress.

Heat hit me before I could think about it. It flooded my center, a sudden heavy pulse between my thighs that made me press my hand flat against the concrete wall to steady myself. My nipples tightened under the thin cotton of my dress. My breath went shallow.

Every escalation has felt less like a decision and more like an inevitability. That's what I'd told Tessa this morning. Standing at the top of these stairs, feeling that heat climb toward me like something alive, I understood my own words for the first time. This wasn't curiosity. It was gravity.

A woman appeared on the path behind me.

She walked past with a stride that was pure confidence - tall, athletic, Red band bright against her tanned wrist. A silk slip dress that clung to everything and hid nothing. She didn't glance at me. She didn't hesitate. She descended the stairs with the ease of a woman walking into her own living room, the red light rising to meet her bare shoulders, and the sounds from below shifted - a murmur, a low greeting, a door closing - as the staircase swallowed her whole.

I watched her disappear. My hand was still braced on the wall. My thighs were pressed together. She'd chosen to go down there the way I chose the pool deck every morning - because it was where her body belonged.

"You're standing at the edge again."

Jade's voice, low and warm, from the shadows beside the staircase. She stepped into the red-tinged light - cropped tank, linen shorts, Red band vivid on her wrist, braids loose on her shoulders. She leaned against the wall opposite me and crossed her arms, and the look she gave me wasn't amused. It was knowing.

"But it's different this time," she said. "Isn't it?"

"Yeah." My voice was hoarse. "It is."

She looked at me the way she had at the Pavilion when I'd been trembling on the path - measured, certain. Reading something in my face that I hadn't said out loud. She didn't ask if I was ready; she could see it.

"Monday morning," Jade said. Not an offer. A statement. "The Prep Suite. I'll take you myself."

I nodded. The relief and anticipation hit simultaneously - two currents meeting in my chest - and I exhaled a breath I hadn't known I was holding.

"Four days," she continued. "That's the program. They start slow. By the end, you'll be ready for Red." She uncrossed her arms and stepped forward, placing one hand on my shoulder, her dark eyes level with mine. "I need you to hear something, Sienna. You're the fastest I've seen anyone move through this place. Not because you're reckless - because none of this is fighting you."

The sounds from the Red Room rose again - a woman's voice climbing, cracking, dissolving into something formless. I felt it in my spine.

"Go get some sleep," Jade said. She squeezed my shoulder once and walked away down the path, her Red band catching the last of the light.

The villa was dark and quiet when I got back. Tessa had shifted in her sleep, one arm flung into the space where I'd been, moonlight painting her bare shoulder through the open French doors. I slipped out of my dress and into bed beside her. She stirred, murmured something, and settled again.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling fan turning in the darkness. The sheet was cool against my bare legs.

When I closed my eyes, the week came back in fragments instead of order - hot stone under my knees, velvet under my palms, leather under my cheek. The weight of a stranger's cock on my tongue for the first time. Tessa's mouth on me that first evening, the orgasm that shattered days of denied want. A hand gripping my hair at the swim-up bar. Marcus filling me in one long stroke while I came around him and earned the blue band. Anonymous thickness through a wall, Tessa's fingers laced with mine while we rocked to different rhythms. And the Stalls - the sun on my back, three men, and the fact that I stayed bent over waiting for more.

A week. Seven days from the girl who grabbed her towel and ran to the woman who bent over a bench and held her position for whoever came next. Danny thought I was at a yoga retreat. Nate had kept his word - six days of silence from that corner of my life. Whatever I was becoming on this island, I was becoming it on my own.

My hand drifted under the sheet.

I was already wet - had been since the stairs, since the sounds from the Red Room, since the Red-banded woman had passed me smelling of leather and sex. My fingers found myself and the touch was electric against oversensitive skin, my hips lifting slightly off the mattress, a soft sound escaping my lips. I was puffy and tender - everything swollen from yesterday, from this afternoon, from a week of being worked open - and the lightest pressure sent a shiver from my thighs to the back of my neck.

I slid two fingers inside myself. My body was still loose, still slick, the echo of Tessa's fingers there only hours ago. I curled them up against the spot she'd found and my hips jerked off the mattress, a strangled sound pushed between my teeth.

I thought about the staircase. The warm red glow bleeding up from below. That rough, breaking note in a woman's voice - the sound of someone being stretched past anything I'd felt yet. I thought about Monday morning, the Prep Suite, Jade's hand on my shoulder. I thought about what Red meant: every part of me available, the last barrier dissolved, the deepest rooms of the resort and of myself thrown open. I pictured myself on a table under that red light - restraints at my wrists like at the Stalls, but different; longer; meant to hold me through things a bench couldn't brace me for. A hand on the back of my neck pressing my cheek down. Something thick pushed against an opening my body hadn't learned yet. The slow, patient pressure of being made to take it.

My thumb found my clit and I came hard - fast, sharp, teeth sunk into the pillow to muffle the cry that tried to tear out of me. My inner walls clenched around my fingers in tight, rhythmic pulses. My thighs locked. A second aftershock rolled through me before the first had fully faded, and I stayed there - hand cupped between my legs, feeling my own heat, listening to my own breathing slow - for a long time after.

It was quiet and intense and private - the first orgasm of the week I'd given myself, no hands but mine. A promise about what Monday was going to start.

Red next. Then I'd compete for Black.

I pulled the sheet to my chin and closed my eyes. Through the open window, the ocean murmured its permanent, indifferent rhythm. Somewhere below the main building, a woman cried out - a sound that was sharp and raw and complete.

Sleep took me down gently, and I let it.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.
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Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude, Evelyn Wild
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