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 Chapter One

Real life begins today.

That’s what I told myself, over and over, chanting it like a mantra in my head. I was about to take a scary step but it was a good one to take – I was sure of it. It was a step people my age took every day, considered a necessary part of growing up.

It’s just that nobody ever expected me to be one of those people.

See, I grew up in a very small, very religious town. I’d been homeschooled and gotten my GED. And I’d loved it – getting to spend more time with my family, knowing everyone in my town, volunteering at my church. That was what you did if you grew up where I did. When I wanted to go off to college, it raised a few eyebrows, but the school I picked was a nearby all-girl’s school with a religious bent. And everyone assumed when I was done, I’d come home, get married, and start a family of my own.

And I wanted that, wanted more than anything to have a husband who adored me, children I could homeschool and show the wonders of the world to, a white picket fence and maybe a dog. I wanted to raise my family in the same town I’d been so lucky to grow up in, surrounded by people who knew me and cared about me.

The problem was, I knew every boy in town pretty well by the time I was twenty. And they were nice enough. They understood me and I understood them. But I didn’t love them. They didn’t make my heart flutter or make me think of them during sappy songs on the radio. They were just the guys I grew up with.

I wanted more.

When I told my parents I didn’t plan on coming home right away after college, they were quiet for so long I was afraid they’d hung up. My mother finally asked in a hushed voice if I was “in trouble”; my father told me I was making a mistake. For the first time in my life, I heard their loving, concerned advice – and said no. I was going to get a job. I was going to see what being in the real world was like. And when I met someone, the right someone, then we’d come back home together.

I think they mostly gave in because they didn’t believe I’d last long in the “real world.” True, I’d never spent any real time outside my hometown or the walls of my college. And true, I didn’t really know how to talk to boys I hadn’t grown up with, much less figure out if I wanted to date one. But I could learn. I was smart. I had a good head on my shoulders, my professors had said, and I had all the love from my childhood to give me strength.

I could do this. Real life begins today.

~

“This is all the experience you have?”

The recruiter was eying my resume critically, and I was trying not to squirm with discomfort. It was the first time I’d ever made a resume. I’d been assured by my college professors that it was in the right format and covered everything important, but I had no idea how people in the “real world” would react to it. So far, the recruiter was not filling me with confidence.

“Yes, sir,” I told him politely. “Is there something wrong?”

He peered at me over the paper. “No summer jobs as a teenager? No extracurriculars in high school?”

I shook my head. “I was homeschooled. And there weren’t a lot of job opportunities for teenagers where I grew up.”

His eyes flicked over my resume again, no doubt looking down at the education section where he’d missed that I’d spelled that out already.

I cleared my throat. “I was under the impression that my volunteer work would be sufficient for experience.”

“Yes, well.” He put the resume down. “Volunteer work shows good character and work ethic, and your years of service are commendable. The thing is, you just don’t have many skills that will translate to the workforce.”

My heart sank. Was this dream over before it even began? Was my father right, that this was a mistake, and I just needed to give it up and move back home?

No. I wasn’t going to give up that easily. Real life begins today.

“I have skills,” I told him. “I’m good with numbers. I know how to cook and clean. You can see I worked on the church’s charity drive every year, and the last three years I was actually in charge of sorting through donations, cleaning them, tagging them, and managing their sales.”

The recruiter grunted, but turned to his computer and started typing as I talked. I hoped that meant I’d convinced him.

After I ran out of words, a few tense moments went by where he ignored me, scrolling with a pinched look on his face. Finally, he sighed and hit a button. Somewhere nearby, a printer began to hum.

“There’s a resort at the beach fifteen miles down the road,” he told me. “They need help in laundry services. You have an interview scheduled for Thursday; if you can get a job there, you should be able to learn more about the other departments over time and work your way up to some real experience.”

He handed me the paper. I hugged it to my chest, dazzled by hope. “Thank you! For the interview and the advice.”

The recruiter grunted again, already dismissing me. I didn’t care that he was rude. I had a real job interview. I was going to do whatever it took to make sure I could get this job. I was going to learn, to grow, and be proud of what I’d accomplished by the time I headed back home.

Full of daydreams and hope, I had no idea what I was in for.


 Chapter Two

The Paradise Resort was like something out of a movie. Completely enclosed by stone walls, lush greenery, and iron gates, it included not one but two pools, a private beach, and more buildings than my college campus. I’d never seen anything so massive in my life. It captivated me immediately. Truly, this is Paradise, I thought blasphemously to myself as I entered. It was incredible to me that this could be my new home. It was unlike my town in every way, and yet it was so fantastical, so beautiful, so inviting, that I was too dazzled to be uncomfortable.

Maybe I should have realized sooner that the Paradise was a… special place. There must have been signs even then, as I was walking up the front drive – hushed whispers from the bushes, a bathing suit top left hanging by the path, something. But I was too overwhelmed by the sights before me to notice anything that seemed odd.

And honestly, what wouldn’t have seemed odd to me, then?

The receptionist at the front desk brightened as she saw me enter. She was the kind of girl I might have been intimidated by under other circumstances – polished, perfectly put together, with shocking pink nail polish, artful makeup, and the biggest, whitest smile. But the obviously genuine warmth in her greeting put me at ease, and she listened patiently as I tried to explain the recruiter and my promised interview.

“Oh, that’s exciting!” she bubbled once I’d finally gotten the right words out. “I’m Catie. I’ll be rooting for you. Here - ” and she typed rapidly on her computer, fingers fairly flying, before announcing just as quickly that I was expected by an Agatha Lane in her office.

Catie pulled a floorplan of the building’s first floor from her desk – intended to show fire exits, I guessed, but handy in this situation – and pointed me the route I should take. I noticed with interest that despite the bright whites and pinks of her outfit, she also wore a slim, dayglo green rubber wristband, the sort I’d seen in TV shows with concerts and water parks. I nearly asked her about it, but she was already gushing to me that I’d do great and to remember to tell Mrs. Lane that Catie recommended me, and I was walking down the hall towards my interview before I fully recovered from her enthusiasm.

~

Mrs. Lane was an intimidating woman who strongly reminded me of one of the nuns that taught theology classes at my college. She was wearing a simple, no-nonsense uniform and had her hair pulled back severely. I found her lack of makeup and jewelry reassuring – I had no idea how to dress like Catie, and if that had been a requirement for working at the Paradise, I might have given up on the spot. Interestingly, she too was wearing a rubber wristband, though hers was red instead of Catie’s green.

She scanned my resume and asked me a few questions about clothing care. My answers must have satisfied her, because she didn’t ask follow up questions, but there was still a crease between her eyebrows that made me nervous.

Finally, she sighed. “Lord knows we need the help, and I think you’ll do well here. But I don’t normally hire from recruiters – it’s more trouble than it’s worth.”

I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to respond to this.

“Look,” and she steepled her fingers together, leaning over them and fixing me with a very pointed stare, “your recruiter. Did he tell you anything about the Paradise?”

I shook my head.

“Right.” Mrs. Lane didn’t seem to like that response, but she didn’t seem surprised by it either. “They never do. Either they don’t know, or…”

She sighed again. “Anya, the Paradise Resort is a special place. It’s not like other resorts you might have been to.”

I hastened to assure her I’d never been to any and had no preconceived notions. If anything, this made the wrinkle between her eyebrows deepen.

“The Paradise Resort is a freeuse establishment. Do you understand what that means?”

I shook my head. If I’d ever heard the term, it hadn’t meant anything to me.

“Our guests come to the Paradise not just to swim and relax, but to find release. All of the staff, with very few exceptions, are freeuse. Most of the guests sign up to be freeuse as well. That means they are willing to have sex with anyone, any time, anywhere.”

I didn’t need a mirror to know my entire face was bright red. I’d never heard of such a thing. Sex was for marriage, for a special closeness with someone you loved. But I was hearing that this whole resort, this entire massive compound, was full of people here to… pleasure each other? Without being in love, maybe without even knowing each other?

Mrs. Lane held up her wrist with the curious band on it. “You may have noticed staff or guests wearing these wristbands. Everyone on the premises has to wear them. They’re color-coded to make things easier for guests. We have four colors, though you’ll usually only see two of them. Red, like I’m wearing, are for the exceptions – staff members who are exempt from the freeuse policy. This is largely for administrators and security, people whose jobs require full attention. There aren’t many red bands.

“There are also purple bands for staff who have specific freeuse assignments; you don’t need to worry about those.

“The two most common colors are yellow and green. Yellow bands are for staff who are freeuse, but may have time-sensitive duties. Essentially, yellow-banded staff get to opt out of the ‘any time’ part of freeuse if they’re in the middle of a task. The expectation is that Yellows who are solicited for sex and can’t at the moment arrange a later rendezvous if the guest is willing to wait.

“Green bands are what you’ll usually see on staff and guests. Anyone with a green band is available for sex at all times.”

My mind flashed to Catie at the front desk with her big smile and her green band. I was having trouble picturing this cheerful, put-together girl being a… a what? A sex fiend? A pervert? I didn’t even have the vocabulary to think about a place like this. But one thing stood out to me: when Catie saw me approach, she’d been excited at the new face. Not worried or wary. She seemed genuinely happy to see me, even before she learned I was just here for an interview. Did that mean she truly enjoyed what she did, and was honestly excited about new guests – people who could do whatever they wanted to her at any time?

My head hurt just thinking about it.

Mrs. Lane was studying my face. “So, you see why I don’t normally hire from recruiters. I don’t want new staff members going into this blind, and I don’t like wasting my time on people who aren’t a good fit.”

“I understand,” I managed. I was pleased that I’d been able to keep my voice steady.

She nodded. “Do you have any questions about how this works?”

Oh, only about a million. But I couldn’t ask any of those. They weren’t questions she could answer, especially not in the middle of an interview. I had questions about human nature and morality and marriage, not to mention the more basic ones about how exactly bodies fit together. (My schooling had never really stressed the point, and it hadn’t seemed like a critical gap in my knowledge until now.)

I finally settled on a question that felt safe to ask. “And this position… what color band is it?”

“Yellow.” Mrs. Lane was eyeing me again. “Laundry service has to be somewhat timely, or we’d never be able to clean rooms before check-in. And my staff don’t see nearly as much action as the Greens or even most of the Yellows do, since our work tends to take us away from busy areas where it’s more common to run across guests. But that doesn’t mean this position won’t involve some freeuse work.”

I sat with that knowledge and bless her, Mrs. Lane let me think without interruption.

Freeuse. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Was this what the “real world” was really like? A constant orgy of bodies? Mrs. Lane had stated the resort rules so calmly and plainly, without a hint of the shame I could feel coursing through my body just thinking about this place. It had to be normal, accepted here. There was no other explanation for it.

But it ran so counter to what I’d been taught, what I believed. Where I’d come from. How could I juxtapose those two things? In my mind’s eye, I saw my parents lovingly embrace; I saw Catie’s eager smile.

What was I doing even considering this? I’d never had sex. I’d had a few kisses and some awkward fumbling fondles. I’d never even felt the rush of desire that I heard about in every pop song, read about in every book.

But this was the only job I was qualified for, the recruiter had said. It was try this, or admit defeat and go back home, go back to marry one of the town boys I loved only like a brother, and never know what I could have had.

That decided me.

I met Mrs. Lane’s gaze squarely, feeling my chin lift in defiance. “I want to help your department. I’m good with stains and I’m a hard worker. I don’t know much about sex, but I’m a fast learner, and I’m willing to do whatever work you need done.”

Mrs. Lane studied me. “Are you sure?”

Real life begins today.

I nodded. “I’m sure.”


 Chapter Three

What followed was a whirlwind.

Mrs. Lane needed help immediately, but there were hoops to jump through first. I filled out paperwork until my hand cramped and my eyes glazed over the legalese about my employment and freeuse protections. I was fitted for a uniform and wristband.

I even had an awkward couple of hours with a photographer trying to take my official company photos. I’d assumed this just meant a headshot for security purposes, but after the first couple of snaps it became apparent that most of the staff chose something more risqué. I’d never felt so on display in my life, even fully clad in my sober interview outfit. The photographer suggested I unbutton my shirt further, lounge in sexy poses, even try on other outfits – a bikini! After watching me turn bright red and stammer refusals, he finally sighed and shooed me on my way, looking after me as though wondering what on earth I was doing working here.

Truthfully, I was wondering the same thing myself.

But my first day came fast, and I found myself striding up the now-familiar walkway to the main resort building once more. I had one of my new uniforms packed, my yellow wristband tucked inside it, a small bag lunch, and lots of butterflies in my stomach.

Seeing Catie at the front desk was a relief. I hadn’t realized how much I’d needed not only a familiar face, but her enthusiasm. She squealed in delight at seeing me and congratulated me on the new job. Every move she made, I couldn’t help but track her green wristband. She’d chosen this, too – and more. She was the first person anyone saw when they came to the resort. I thought of Mrs. Lane’s comment that her staff were usually out of the guests’ way; the opposite was true for Catie.

And that was when a guest entered the lobby.

He was already checked in; I noticed his green band right away. He was wearing Bermuda shorts and a polo shirt and looked very tan, clearly enjoying his time at the Paradise. He made a beeline for us and I could actually see him scanning us both up and down, noticing my bare wrist, and dismissing me in favor of Catie.

“I need to reserve a cabana for tomorrow,” he told her abruptly, not even bothering with pleasantries.

“Of course, sir!” Catie beamed at him, unphased by the rudeness. “Can I have a last name or room number?”

“Troyer, T-R-O-Y-E-R.”

Catie typed, her pink fingernails on full display.

“And I need you to bend over,” Mr. Troyer continued. Without a pause or second look at me, he circled the front desk, heading for Catie.

If anything, Catie’s smile grew. “Of course, sir,” she repeated breathlessly. She adjusted her position so she could continue to type, but now her ass was sticking out. She didn’t have a uniform like mine, but her outfit was similar to the one she’d worn when I first met her and dumbly I found myself wondering if it was some other kind of employee standard.

Her skirt was so short I knew Mr. Troyer would definitely be able to see her panties from his new vantage point, especially with her bent over like that. I wanted to look away, my ears burning with shame, but found I couldn’t. I was mesmerized, unable to turn my head. All I could see was Mr. Troyer undoing his belt, unzipping his fly, and then putting one hand on Catie’s hip as he stepped in close to her.

Catie jumped and made a little muffled squeak. And that was when I realized: she must not have been wearing any panties at all. She’d been dressed for this, expecting this. And I was now seeing my first ever freeuse encounter: a guest she didn’t even know plunging his cock inside her without a word of warning.

Catie’s smile faded, but there was no distress on her face, only concentration. I could see she was struggling to continue typing, completing Mr. Troyer’s cabana reservation as he thrust into her, shaking her small frame with each motion. I could hear the soft sounds of their flesh coming together, a hint of wetness with the motion. Mr. Troyer’s face was turning red and he was grunting now, both hands on Catie’s hips as he forced her back against him again and again.

Catie was squirming now, panting and whimpering, but she kept trying to type. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her violation. Everything about this seemed so wrong to me – they didn’t even know each other! There was no affection here, no intent for a future! – and yet, and yet…

And yet there was an odd satisfaction in Catie’s face, a hunger I didn’t understand being sated. And I could feel my own body responding somehow, acknowledging in some way that this was part and parcel of the whole sensation of earthly desire that I’d never quite grasped.

“Reserved,” Catie gasped, and then I heard Mr. Troyer give a guttural moan as he slammed his bulk into Catie once more. His face red, he held her there for several long moments as he did… something… and slowly I saw him relax. A look of peace came over him and I was struck by how calm he seemed now, how fulfilled.

“Thanks,” he grunted, pulling back and zipping himself up before I could catch more than a glimpse of his member. He strode out of the lobby without a word, leaving me and Catie alone.

She saw my face and began to giggle helplessly. After a moment, I joined her.

“Is that always what it’s like?” I asked between desperate laughter.

Catie flashed me another one of her big smiles, in no way concerned that I’d just witnessed her being claimed by a guest. “Maybe about half the time. A lot of people prefer to enjoy themselves, though. Me, I like both – there’s something that feels extra naughty about a guest just coming up to you and taking you without a word!”

I felt a stirring deep within me and bit my lip. I didn’t know how to respond.

“Anyway, you’re going to be late for your first day!” Catie pulled out the fire escape map again and began to give me directions to the employee locker room.

As we were finishing up, two guests were just arriving. Catie gave my hand a quick squeeze and promised she’d be around later if I had questions, and then I was on my own. I turned back once as I walked down the hall away from the front desk. Catie was getting on her knees, her arms twining around the waist of one of the guests, a huge smile on her face.

I turned away and hurried down the hall, my heart pounding for reasons I didn’t fully understand.

~

Mrs. Lane introduced me to the other laundry staff with the same brisk, businesslike manner I’d noticed during my interview. She wasn’t cold, just busy, but I didn’t even get a smile of encouragement before she left me on my own to work through her instructions, following the lead of the other staff as best I could. She’d introduced everyone so fast I hadn’t managed to remember any names, and I was flustered enough to just duck my head and follow along as best I could, praying I didn’t mess up. Laundry was laundry was laundry, but the machines were big and some of the chemicals unfamiliar, and the last thing I wanted was to try and shout questions over the nearly infinite howl of active cycles.

But gradually, I found myself getting into a rhythm, even relaxing a little. Most of the staff were older than me and didn’t pause to chitchat, but one or two were around my age and occasionally cast me a friendly look. I remembered Catie’s enthusiasm, took their responses as a sign of encouragement, and bent to my new job with a will.

I was determined to succeed here. But I was so focused on doing well my first day and not making any mistakes that I completely forgot about the yellow band around my wrist, and what it stood for.

Fate conspired to remind me.

“Hey,” a rough voice called loudly from the door, dragging out the "y" for so long that he sounded like a character from one of the few TV shows I'd been allowed to watch as a kid.  “What do we have here? Why so many pretty ladies hiding in the basement?”

A guest was at our door – probably having wandered in by accident, and sounding a little out of it. But there was no mistaking the interest on his face, even from me in all my naivete.

One of the older staff went up to him, saying something I couldn’t hear over the roar of the machines. He listened agreeably, but if she was trying to shoo him back into the main body of the hotel, he didn’t listen. His eyes were fixed on the room in front of him, a smile spreading on his face.

“Bet you all enjoy those washers, huh? Is it true what they say about women and spin cycles?”

I had no idea what he was talking about, but I must have been the only one. Reactions from the staff around me varied – some were laughing and whispering together, a few were rolling their eyes. It felt like everyone was in on a joke except for me.

The staff member said something else to him, and his smile widened. “Why don’t you show me.”

Still not getting it, I looked around to the others for a clue. A couple of them were still laughing – one or two continued moving laundry, I guess having decided that the timeliness of their chores was key – but the rest… one after another, the female staff were getting up on top of the industrial washers.

Honestly, I was perplexed.

But all around me, conspiratorial smiles were changing into some other, deeper expression… something I couldn’t quite name. I saw one girl slipping a hand up her skirt. An older woman was unbuttoning the top of her uniform, letting her heavy breasts spill free and bounce as the machine rocked her back and forth ever so slightly.

The guest was watching all of this with an undisguised hunger. The staffer who’d been speaking with him was heading back to the group, to find her own machine I supposed, and as she passed me, she jerked her chin towards the washer I was standing in front of. It made sense, I suppose, that I was intended to participate, only I still didn’t really know what I was participating in.

I climbed up anyway.

Sitting on the washer, I mostly just felt very silly. What was the big deal? Why were the women around me looking so… sly? Satisfied? Why was the guest licking his lips and rubbing at his covered crotch?

And then the washer clanged to the next part of the cycle, and I began to understand.


 Chapter Four

The machine began to rock and hum. The vibrations seemed to go right through me, starting from my seat on the washer and spreading out through my core, tingling at my breasts and thighs. I could feel a pulse starting between my legs: first slow and steady, and then rising with the agitation of the cycle, a sense of urgency threatening to overtake me.

Oh, I thought dizzily, putting a hand down to steady myself.

I’d always tried to be a good girl. It wasn’t that it had never occurred to me to touch myself – I’d been a teenager once, full of hormones – but I’d never been confident enough to really experiment with it, and my awkwardness and shame left me fumbling. This was different, though. This didn’t need my fingers, or any skill. This was sensation rising in me, without my hand to guide it. This was a room full of women enjoying the same feeling, some clearly pleasuring themselves alongside the cycle’s deliciously naughty vibrations.

And a man, rubbing himself as he watched us. He wanted to see us enjoy ourselves, see us undone by desire in front of him.

We were freeuse. We were expected to do this.

Amid the roar of the machines, the soft cries from my fellow staff that I could barely hear, I tried to let go. Tried not to look at the man before me, rubbing himself at the sight of my young body paralyzed by desire. I tried to think of something else, anything, to let the vibrations take me over and bring my mind to blissful blankness, centered only on the sensations coursing through me.

I began to pant, the place between my legs growing warmer, wetter. I could feel the machine rocking me, the vibrations almost like a soft hum in my core, sending shudders racing through me. But I couldn’t drown him out, couldn’t shut away the knowledge that there was a stranger here, watching me expose myself in a most intimate way, watching me strive for a pleasure I’d never dared touch even on my own, in my most private of times. His every movement was seared into my mind: I couldn’t stop seeing the look of lust on his face, the saliva gathered in the corners of his mouth, the inexorable stroking of his manhood through his pants. He was watching me, watching us, and it was titillating him – he wanted us to show him something so personal, so intimate, and he was getting off on our exposure.

A cry came from my left, and I turned to see one of the girls contort, her back arched, head thrown back, an indescribable expression on her face. She was panting, whimpering, her hand busy between her legs. She too had unbuttoned her uniform at some point and I could see her breasts peeking out from her lacy bra. I felt a confused stirring within me as she arched further, whimpering, riding the machine below her to climax – it must be – and then another cry came from off to my right. All around me, the women were reaching the peak of pleasure, debasing themselves willingly for this stranger, and all I could do was sit, trembling and aroused and terribly confused, as my whole body ached with unwilling desire.

~

What a fool I was. There was no way I could have possibly been prepared for what was coming. I just didn’t have the experience, let alone the understanding or even vocabulary. I was adrift in a brand-new sea, and every second it threatened to drown me, only I didn’t know enough to realize that.

The scene in the laundry room should have clued me in, if Catie’s encounter with Mr. Troyer hadn’t. But I was still clinging fast to Mrs. Lane’s comment that Yellows, especially those who like me worked in the out-of-the-way parts of the building, generally saw much less action than Greens. And really, she’d tried to warn me. But Mrs. Lane had been working at the Paradise for years, and while I had no doubt she truly, honestly meant to give me an accurate impression of what I was up against working here, there was no way she could have bridged both her own askew sense of normalcy and my complete naivete.

Yellows did have some additional “protections” that the green-banded staff did not, as Mrs. Lane had explained. We were allowed to say “not right now” when our work was calling, and I’m sure some staff occasionally fudged whether they really had time sensitive tasks. But even though that had occurred to even my sheltered mind, when I was finally solicited the first time by myself, I was simply too flustered to consider making an excuse before it was already happening.

One moment I was pushing a cart of linens down the hall; the next, I was up against a wall, my uniform’s skirt being lifted, my panties rudely tugged aside – not even down. Before I knew it, there was a searing pain, and then indescribable pressure deep inside me as I was claimed by my first guest – my first man, ever.

It felt surreal… the faint rasp of the wallpaper under my cheek as I was pressed against the wall, the soft slapping sounds of flesh hitting mine, the pressure building and building inside me, threatening me with something I couldn’t understand. There was no malice in the stranger as he fucked me; his weight on me was heavy, but not dangerous, and he gave my ear a friendly nibble that sent a confused shiver down my spine. But I was so very aware of him… his bulk, the smell of his sweat, the lingering scent of his cologne, the way his hips moved against mine, how I could feel the thatch of hair at his pelvis against my ass.

Something was happening to me, something I couldn’t comprehend. I found myself spreading my legs further without planning to, my heart beating wildly as I wiggled slightly to give him better access to me, some animal need within me agreeing before I could even think. The pressure inside me built and built with each thrust, and I bit back a sob – or was it a moan? – as the sensation grew heavier and heavier, spreading through all my limbs, threatening to overwhelm me. I’d been adrift in the sea and now it was pulling me under, and my body no longer seemed to be responding to my commands. I was drowning, and my body was a willing participant, opening, letting the water rush in and claim me, and I was gasping, pinned against the wall, the pressure finally starting to break inside me, to hint at something beyond, something like pleasure, when the man behind me gave a groan and a shudder and then it was over and he was gone, the sticky residue of his seed and a throbbing between my legs the only sign of what had just happened.

It all seemed so surreal. Almost ludicrous. I was no longer a virgin, and why? Because of two minutes of gasping up against a wall. I hadn’t even registered what he looked like. My first time, and I’d never so much as know his name.

My mind balked at processing that thought any further. I could feel the sting of shame coloring my cheeks red, but I felt… somehow removed from it. Instead, as I slowly adjusted my uniform and went back to wheeling my cart, all I could think of was how, just for a moment, I’d glimpsed something beyond pain and pressure… a hint that there was reason for the smile on Catie’s face, beyond just good acting.

It happened again later that day while I was on an errand for Mrs. Lane. A guest called me from his doorway, seeing me trotting by. With a big grin, he asked me to join him inside for a few minutes. I hesitated – still not thinking of refusal, only my own awkwardness – and then felt an echo of that hinted pleasure pulse between my legs. If I went to him, maybe it would help me understand. Maybe this would all start to make sense.

This guest – I never learned his name either, but at least had some memory of his face – wasn’t quite as quick as my stranger in the hall, but he had business on his mind as well. After a few rough and bristly kisses, he led me to the bed where he cheerfully spun me around, and pressed me backwards until my face and chest and belly were cushioned – on top of sheets I’d just changed an hour ago, I thought dizzily – and he was stroking me, his hands cupping my buttocks and teasing at my thighs as he pulled down my panties.

I was quivering, with excitement or fear or both, and I expected another burst of pain and pressure, but he didn’t mount me right away. Instead, I felt another touch, gentler, and nearly yelped. His fingers, reaching between my legs and touching my most secret of places, a place I’d only just begun to understand could provide more pleasure than I’d ever known.

I didn’t understand what he was doing, but he seemed to be looking for something, his fingers moving quickly and surely between my lips. As he stroked, I began to feel… something. Something tingly and good, a rising understanding and sensation and sense of heat spilling through my body. It made me shudder underneath him. It made me… want.

Only after a few long, confusing minutes with his hand between my legs, a growing sensation of wetness that I struggled to ignore in my shame, did he move to claim me. I could feel him busy with something, his wrist pressed against my ass, and shied away from understanding that he was rubbing his cock in the juices I’d left on his hand.

When he pressed into me, I felt it again – pain, but less this time, over in just a moment, and then pressure, so much pressure, as he pressed deeper and deeper inside me, splitting me, his cock plunged into the core of me. I’d still never ever seen a cock, and now I’d had two inside me in one day, and this one was moving within me, sliding in and out, and the pressure was receding, it was starting to feel – good, and I was terrified, and delighted, and burning with shame that some part of me was enjoying myself, was such a bad girl that I wanted this stranger to be filling me with his cock again and again until it started to feel good, feel better, an indescribable sensation unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and I wanted him to, didn’t want him to stop, wanted him to keep going until I could understand, until this pressure and rising need coalesced into – into – whatever it was turning into.

He lasted longer than the guest in the hallway, but when he suddenly withdrew, a hard jerk followed by a warmth spilling across my buttocks, I heard myself whimpering in frustration. There had been something there, something beautiful, and I wanted to explore it further. The secret place between my legs was pulsing with the aftershocks of his thrusts and I could feel dripping not only from his seed on my ass, but coming from somewhere within me, staining my thighs, and when I gathered my panties and fled his room, with every step my mind was wailing more, please, more.


 Chapter Five

The rest of the day passed in a confusing blur. I was eager to go home, but one look at the ocean decided me: I needed somewhere to think, and the crashing waves seemed like the perfect backdrop for the turmoil in my head and heart. So after my shift ended, I headed down to the beach, carefully avoiding guests stretched out in the sand (though I had removed my tell-tale yellow band, I was still in uniform, and I didn’t want to make excuses right then).

I was so focused on keeping a wide berth from the guests, my neck craning and on a swivel, that I literally bumped into someone.

“Oh! I’m sorry,” I blurted out, and then stopped. I’d crashed into a dark-skinned guy, probably around my age, who was currently smiling kindly at me with the whitest teeth I’d ever seen.

“No worries, I wasn’t looking where I was going either,” he told me cheerfully. “Hey, I haven’t seen you before – are you new here?”

The question was so normal, so unlike any of the interactions I’d had today, that I nearly burst into tears.

“It’s my first day,” I told him. “I just started work at the Paradise.”

His eyes went wide and he gave a low whistle, but he seemed impressed, rather than disgusted. “That’s a big first day! I’m Kai. I don’t work there myself, but as a proud beach rat currently working the surf booth, I’m helping your guests most of the day.”

I shook his proffered hand. “Anya.”

Kai smiled at me again. “I’ve got some ice-cold lemonade I was saving for end of shift. You look like you need some, and I need to apologize for nearly knocking you over.”

I found myself accepting before I meant to, and following him back to a little area near the surf shack, tucked away behind palms and bushes. There was a hammock here, and a little firepit, plus a few beach chairs that had seen better days. I guessed it was the break area where the locals hung out between customers.

The lemonade was ice-cold – I had no idea how he’d managed to keep it that way if he’d truly had it out with him all day, coolers weren’t usually that impressive – and Kai put me at ease almost immediately. He sat a careful distance from me, didn’t touch me, didn’t look me up and down – in short, he was treating me like a person instead of like the piece of ass I’d been all day to guests. I felt instinctively that I was safe here, with him.

Before I knew it, I was pouring out my story of the day – Kai was a great listener – and found myself blurting out my confusion and moral dilemmas without meaning to. Tears were pricking my eyes and I turned away, chugging my lemonade desperately, trying to regain control.

“You know,” Kai said thoughtfully, “I didn’t grow up in a small town like you, but I know someone who did. Two someones, actually; they’re my cousins. Your childhood sounds a lot like theirs – focused on family, enjoying the little things, not getting involved much with the rest of the world.” He took a swig of his lemonade. “I envied them a lot, actually. Growing up in a city like this, you miss out on a lot. Especially connections.”

A nervous knot inside me I hadn’t even realized I was feeling began to loosen. Catie had been kind to me, as had Mrs. Lane and the other staff, in their own way, but they definitely didn’t understand me. And now here was someone who had seen this before, who knew even a little of what I was going through. It was nice.

Daring, I told him the part that was weighing on me the most. “I was a virgin this morning. And now, I’m not, and I should be horrified by that, but I’m not that either. And I still haven’t ever even seen a penis!”

Mortified, I clapped a hand over my mouth, but it was too late: the words were already said.

Kai’s eyes were sympathetic, with no judgment. “I can’t imagine my cousins doing what you’ve done. It’s incredibly brave of you to try something so outside your comfort zone, all so you can make sure you’re living the life you want to live. I hope you’re proud of yourself for taking that step.”

I hadn’t thought of it that way at all. But Kai was right – I wasn’t just risking my past being here. Instead, I was consciously, deliberately shaping my future. I hadn’t wanted the future that was facing me if I stayed home. That was why I was here, why I’d taken the job I was unsure about, doing things I couldn’t believe I was doing. It was this, or have a future I knew I didn’t want.

“Thank you,” I told him, and meant it. “I really needed to hear that.”

Kai clinked his lemonade bottle against mine solemnly. “To forging your own path.”

“To forging your own path,” I echoed. We both drank in companionable silence.

I let the sound of the waves crashing wash through me. They didn’t quite wash away the shame, but I could feel it recede a little. Maybe in time, it would fade completely, like footprints in the sand.

“I just wish I felt like I knew what I was doing,” I confessed. “I’m not exactly experienced.”

Kai smiled ruefully. “Well, I’m not exactly an expert myself, but I’m happy to answer any questions you might have.”

And he did. For what must have been over an hour, I asked every dumb and ridiculous question I had, ones I hadn’t felt safe asking of Mrs. Lane or Catie. What was really going on inside me? Why did the guests like the things they did? How could I tell what I liked, or wanted – or even ask for it once I figured that out?

Kai was completely patient and understanding with me. He never laughed, or mocked me, or rolled his eyes. And he never talked down to me, always treating me patiently like an equal, someone honestly needing the knowledge he had, freely admitting when he didn’t know something for sure or at all.

It was like a breath of fresh air. When I finally ran out of questions, we sat in silence again, surrounded now by a warm cocoon of dusk and the gentle smell of salt on the air. Then he offered me something else: if I wanted, I could look at his body and he could point things out that I might need to know.

If we hadn’t just had the conversation we had, if I hadn’t felt so safe with him, even me in my naivete would have assumed Kai was just hitting on me. But like everything else with him, it felt like a genuine offer. I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Without a hint of shyness or malicious intent, Kai stripped – he’d only been wearing a swim shirt and trunks anyway – and stood there patiently, letting me look him over. He was chiseled, dark everywhere except for his upper thighs and waist and the black thatch of hair between his legs. His legs were roped with muscle, his buttocks taut, and between his legs… my first cock, the first one I’d really seen, soft at first, but as I looked him up and down, it began to stir and grow.

“Sorry,” Kai said apologetically, “it’s because you’re watching me.”

“I don’t mind,” I told him quickly, and I didn’t. Trying to ignore the stirring between my legs, I looked at him more intently. In truth, I wanted to see him hard, wanted to know what the shafts that had penetrated me looked like before they plunged inside me. I wanted to know what to expect for next time.

Kai pointed out some areas that were sensitive on male bodies – and on both male and female. He talked to me about what stroking a cock was like – only touching his briefly to demonstrate, and never approaching me. He described things a girl might do when she took a cock in her mouth (I blushed to hear it, but listened avidly), and then he talked about what might happen when a man released his seed – he called it “cumming” – inside or on his partner.

And through it all, I could feel a desire unfurling inside me. I knew it for what it was now. Desire, truly… for not only the things that had happened to me today to happen again, but for the kinder, more loving way I knew things could happen, the way Kai was reassuring me wasn’t simply a fairytale out here in the big city.

When Kai’s voice had run hoarse and the light had faded too much for any more show and tell, he reclaimed his suit and sat again across from me, content to watch the sun finish setting without needing to say another word.

“Thank you,” I told him again, though the words now seemed completely inadequate. “For everything.”

I could hear him smiling in the dark. “Hey, what are friends for?”

Friends. I’d be happy for that, I thought – another friend like Catie, to make this place less confusing, more fun. But as I said my goodbyes and headed home, I caught myself looking back again and again to the small patch of brush where Kai was still sitting, wondering if friends was all we could ever be.


 Chapter Six

On my second day, I was bold enough to ask Catie if she’d have lunch with me. I was still in awe of her, and I had so many questions that I felt like only she could answer. Her enthusiastic “yes” was enough to bolster my spirits through another long and confusing morning.

I had only one direct encounter with a guest in those hours, but it was the first time I executed my Yellow privilege: a guest put his hand on my hip, pulling me in close, and I stammered out “I can’t right now.”

It was the truth, after all; I was on room duty this morning and if I didn’t bring linens to the rooms as they were being cleaned, there would be a lot of angry guests unable to check in this afternoon.

To his credit, he gave only a little pout before releasing me. But the interest lingered in his eyes. “When will you be free?” he asked, his voice husky.

I felt a nervous pulse between my legs, a hint of desire. “I can be available at 1,” I told him finally, hoping I was doing this right.

“Great,” and he looked like he meant it. “Meet me at the front desk, and bring a friend if you want.”

So I had that to stress over all morning, hours thinking about what exactly I’d agreed to. And it didn’t help that my task of delivering clean linens had me up and down the halls of the Paradise enough that I was getting to see quite a lot of how the Greens, both guests and staff, spent their time.

Two Greens, both guests by the look of them, both married (though if the rings were any indication, not to each other), coupling carelessly in a bed with the door wide open, barely hidden by an artfully draped sheet.

One of the function rooms at the end of the first floor hall, with a sign out front saying simply “Reserved,” from which came more noise from more throats than I cared to imagine, doing God knows what.

The bartender coolly mixing drinks, carefully timing her pours, as a guest took her from behind.

One of the cleaning crew, probably interrupted as he prepared the lounge for lunch hour cocktails, currently engaging in an enthusiastic strip tease on top of a low table, much to the delight of a mixed gender party seated around him.

It was all baffling to me, and overwhelming. I still didn’t know what to make of this world I’d found myself in. Everyone here treated sex so casually, so naturally – I seemed to be the only one who was feeling any shame or concern. But how could the way I was raised be so out of sync with the real world? It didn’t make any sense to me.

It was a relief to finish my last delivery and head down to the front desk to meet Catie for lunch. We made our way to the same lounge the guests used for between-meal snacks – grabbing our food to go, though, so we wouldn’t be interrupted – and headed out to a private area she knew of where we could eat in peace.

“So how was your first day?”

I blushed without meaning to. How could I even answer that? It seemed impossible to explain to Catie how I’d felt about the laundry scene, how I found myself suddenly no longer a virgin, how confused I was about everything. But she seemed to get at least that I was overwhelmed, because she just smiled and patted my hand.

“That crazy, huh? It can take some getting used to. But the Paradise is the best place I’ve ever worked. Give it time – you’ll get used to the chaos and learn to love it, too.”

“I don’t know if I can get used to it,” I admitted shyly. “It’s very different from what I’m used to. I get so worried…” I bit my lip, unsure of how to continue.

Catie gave me an encouraging smile. “You’ll manage, Anya. Worry is the opposite of fun! You need to learn to let go and enjoy yourself.”

That seemed like as good an opening as any. I told her about my afternoon assignation, how I was nervous about it, and hesitantly asked her to come with me. Right away, she was on board.

“Definitely,” Catie assured me, eyes sparkling. “It’s always fun to see what guests have planned. I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”

~

It turned out that Peter, the guest, was here with a group of friends. They had a snorkeling session scheduled for the afternoon, and they wanted us to join them “for ambiance,” whatever that meant. Catie was on board right away, and I stammered something about not having a swimsuit with me, which was cheerfully waved away as a non-issue.

And so, I found myself on the beach with three young men, Catie and snorkels and flippers in tow, very self-conscious and nearly trembling at the thought of being moments away from being asked to strip.

It was a secluded spot, at least; far enough from the main beach that the rowdy splashing of the other guests wouldn’t disturb the wildlife here. This area was supposed to have coral and abundant fish, and occasionally sea turtles. A limited number of people were allowed at a time, and they were tasked with following the rules precisely: no touching the coral, no disturbing the wildlife, leave no trace.

Catie must have seen my nervousness writ large on my face, because she shooed the guests into the water, telling them they should “Enjoy without distractions” first, and we would join them later. After it was just us on the beach, the guests only visible in parts as they alternately floated and dived, Catie began to strip.

I looked away, blushing, and fumbled with my uniform. It was a lot easier getting undressed with just Catie here, but we were still out in public, where anyone walking by could see us – not to mention the three guests, who absolutely would see us as soon as we got in the water!

“Hey,” Catie’s voice came from behind me, “You’re worrying again. Think of it this way: you get to take a swim in a beautiful bay as part of your work today. And if anything fun happens with the guests, well, that’s a nice bonus.”

I smiled at the picture her words called up. “Very true.”

It was still hard to expose myself fully. I could almost hear my mother’s voice in my head, chiding me about privacy. But with Catie already stripped and heading for the water, it was easier than I expected to finish, to step out of my panties and modestly hide them under my clothes before splashing forward to join her. The shock of the cool water felt amazing, and I was grateful to dive into its blue cover and be concealed from prying eyes… from the shore, anyway.

The guests, of course, all had snorkeling masks. They’d be able to see us perfectly well.

I tried not to think about that. Catie was right: the bay was beautiful, and what I could see of the coral from above the water was mesmerizing, a riot of colors waving and growing up from the sea bed like a fantastical forest. I didn’t see any turtles, but there were plenty of darting shapes I could identify as fish even from a distance, and occasionally some came close enough for me to see their colors, too: bright yellows, shocking whites, iridescence and greens.

I was just beginning to relax and enjoy myself when I felt the first touch.

A hand, cupping my buttocks. I yelped and half-jumped out of the water, splashing salt water into my face, spluttering. I saw the tip of the guest’s snorkel move away. I tried to relax.

Enjoy the swim, I told myself, and I did my best. The sun was bright and inviting, but not too hot. The water was cool and crisp and clear, and I really did enjoy seeing what I could of the fish. But every few moments, a guest would approach – sometimes I’d see them, sometimes I wouldn’t – and then I’d be groped… or sometimes, possibly worse, they would only swim by me so closely I knew they were raking their eyes over every part of my body, parts no one but me had ever seen, and never touching me at all.

Nearby I heard Catie squeal and laugh. She had two snorkels near her and looked as though she was getting some help staying afloat. I turned away, blushing.

But it was a torment, never knowing what was coming next, in constant panic that I would move wrong or be exposed in some way I didn’t even understand. Worry is the opposite of fun, Catie had told me, and I understood deeply in that moment what she meant. I was not only taking away from my enjoyment of the swim, but also any enjoyment I might have been able to glean from this ritual, no matter how awkward I found it. I was here to be freeuse. I was in the water, swimming in a beautiful bay, and there were men who wanted to explore my body while I did it. Would that really be so bad? I thought again of yesterday, of the second guest and how he’d stroked between my legs before he’d entered me. I thought of Kai, beautiful and muscled, the promise of his words when he’d told me earnestly how good I could feel.

I took a deep breath, and I let go.


 Chapter Seven

The sun was bright and inviting, and someone was cupping my breasts. I closed my eyes and let him, hardly daring to breathe, feeling an unfamiliar tingle as his fingers pinched at my nipple. The water was crisp and clear, and now there was a mouth on me, shockingly warm against the coolness of the water. It suckled at my breast, sending electric shocks through me. I’d never felt anything like it. It seemed like it should be wrong somehow, but all I could think was that I didn’t want him to stop.

His hand moved lower, slipping down my wet belly, finding the secret place between my legs. As I struggled to stay afloat, he began to touch me, his fingers easily parting my lips and locating a sensitive nub – this must be what Kai had called the “clit” – and pressing ever so lightly. I gasped and nearly inhaled water. A strong arm surrounded me, lifting me, and I felt a warm and hairy body press against me, cock hard and straining against his trunks.

I gave myself over to whatever was going to happen next. Eyes closed, I drifted, half-held, as the guest explored my body. I never knew where he was going to touch me next, and my entire being thrummed with desire. Each new touch was electric, and when a second set of hands – it must have been – joined the first, I didn’t even open my eyes, just spread my arms wide and let them touch every part of me, a new plaything adrift in an ocean of pleasure.

A mouth on my breast again, and I moaned as the guest suckled, teasing at my nipple. One of the hands exploring between my legs shifted, and I could feel something pressing into me – a cock? No, too small – a finger then, one of them was violating me with his hand, and the shame suddenly seemed very far away, a small and distant echo lost in the rising storm of desire within me. I wanted this, wanted the violation, wanted them to explore every facet of my body as I drifted. A thumb pressed against my clit as the finger moved inside me and I whimpered, nearly swallowing seawater as I did, but my captors had no intentions of letting me go.

I couldn’t have said how long this went on, how long they teased and tormented me while I floated, trapped, within their embrace. Desire rose in me, sensation rising and ebbing with their movements, and the finger penetrating me was moving now, curling, and I couldn’t help myself, I was arching my back and screaming, then my head was under and I was coughing, caught, my whole body shuddering as I begged for both air and release –

Hands cupping me, caressing me, holding me aloft –

I broke the surface –

And came, my entire body shuddering, shaking, desperately flailing against the hands on me but echoing throughout every part of me: yes, this, this is what I’ve been needing. Yes, and more.

~

After the snorkeling excursion, both Catie and I needed to clean up – Catie especially, as she’d ended up somehow pleasuring two men at once on the beach, and her body was covered in seawater, sand, and other things. She led me to the showers and helped soap me up, giggling as she pointed out marks from my time in the water. “Seems like you had a good time,” she said, and for once I had no hesitation in telling her firmly, “I did.”

It no longer felt weird to be naked in front of Catie, and when she gave me a kiss goodbye, I found myself returning it without a thought, even though I’d hardly kissed anyone before, let alone a girl. She favored me with another of her brilliant smiles before heading back off to the front desk for her second shift, and I headed, dripping in more ways than one, to my locker for a clean uniform, wondering what was in store for the rest of my day.

I didn’t have long to wait to find out.

I never even made it back to the laundry room to check in after lunch. I was stopped in the hallway on the way there by an older man, his gaze arresting and his voice confident as he directed, “Come with me.”

This time, I did think of my Yellow status – and I deliberately pushed it from my mind. Surely Mrs. Lane would understand if I checked in late because I was servicing a guest. And the echoes of the illicit pleasure I’d felt in the bay still reverberated through me, promising something… more. This time, I could be more confident, knowing what Kai had told me. This time, maybe I could finally understand what it meant for me to be freeuse, what it meant for me personally to be at the Paradise, to belong.

I went.

He took me to his room – one of the nicer suites – and told me to make myself comfortable. I sat on the bed awkwardly as he busied himself, emptied his pockets, answered a phone call with a gruff “Kent here” and then had an incomprehensible business conversation. I took the time to study him as he moved.

He was older than my father, I thought, and that sent a strange thrill through me. I was about to be claimed by him, I hardly knew his name, and he was older, experienced… what would he want from me? The waiting was agony.

Mr. Kent finally turned back to me, seeing me waiting there on the bed, and with a gesture indicated the floor in front of him.

I saw Catie in my mind’s eye, beatific smile on her face as she waited to take a guest’s cock into her mouth, and swallowed. I could do this. I knelt.


 Chapter Eight

I waited on my knees, my heart beating wildly, as the guest began to undress. And then I heard Kai’s voice in my mind, calmly telling me how a man likes to be touched, how a girl can please him, and I tried to let go of my worry like Catie said, and focus on the moment.

The cock that appeared before me was still mostly soft, and I was thankful again to Kai for showing me how he looked both soft and hard. I knew now that the member before me would grow as I touched it, and although I wasn’t sure how I could get it to fit in my mouth if it got any bigger, I knew that I had to give it a try.

Tentatively, I opened my mouth, twining my arms around Mr. Kent’s waist as I’d seen Catie do last week. And then I bent my head, and took my first ever cock into my mouth.

Yesterday, I’d been a virgin. Two days ago, I’d never seen a penis, let alone touched one. And now I’d had one inside me, both between my legs and in my mouth, and I shivered in illicit pleasure at the thought. It was still so utterly wrong, against everything I’d grown up believing, but I couldn’t deny the surge of power and desire I felt as I drank in Mr. Kent’s shaft like water, drawing him deeper inside me.

I was surprised at how soft his manhood was on my lips and tongue, how he responded to even the gentlest of touches with a moan. Tentatively, I moved my tongue against him and felt his cock give a corresponding jump.

Moving my head as I worked, trying desperately to think of everything Kai had told me, I bobbed back and forth, hoping I was emulating the thrusts the other guests had used as they’d pierced me. I stroked the shaft in my mouth with my tongue and then as it grew and grew inside me, threatening to choke me, I had to gasp and pull back, holding part of his member with my hand instead as I struggled to keep my lips around him, to touch him the way he seemed to want.

His hand was at the back of my head then, and I don’t know if I wasn’t doing good enough or if he was just growing impatient, but suddenly I had no choice. He was pressing on me, forcing my head down deeper and deeper against his shaft, and I gagged on him as he invaded me throat. I heard a corresponding groan as I struggled to breathe around him, and he moved again and again, thrusting his hips against my face, drawing back just enough to let me breathe and whimper before violating my mouth and throat again, deeper and deeper. Mr. Kent fucked my face, taking what he wanted from me, and I struggled desperately to do as Kai had recommended, to keep touching him and stroking him with my hands and tongue, but all he seemed to want now was my mouth, using it as just a hole to fuck, pressing himself inside me as though he could fill every last inch of my insides with his shaft.

But that's what I had agreed to. I was freeuse, after all. I was here to be used.

And, horribly, even as I struggled, my hands pushing unconsciously at him, my head held implacably by his hands as he fucked my throat, I could still feel my body responding. The echo of pleasure that had been waning through my shower was now growing stronger, beat by beat, and that secret place between my legs had awakened once more. I could feel a pulsing within me, a dirty arousal at being used like this, and the shame of it was nothing compared to the rising pleasure I couldn’t deny. Desperately, I tried to suckle and cup Mr. Kent’s shaft as he violated me, urging him on, asking him to, to…

Panting, he pulled me back. “Get on the bed,” he told me hoarsely, “on your back.”

Trembling, I obeyed.

Mr. Kent pulled my panties down around my ankles and knelt between my legs. He loomed up over me, suddenly seeming enormous. I was terrified again, my heart beating wildly, and I knew as I saw his cock, red and glistening from my ministrations, that he was about to impale me.

But along with the terror, there was another sensation that had arisen inside me… one I could honestly name now, thanks to Kai.

Desire.

I wanted Mr. Kent to claim me. I wanted to feel a cock inside me again, wanted to push past that sense of pain and pressure and learn what it was building up to. I wanted to experience the delirious need that I’d only ever heard about. I wanted to be taken until my body was awash in sinful pleasure, until I no longer knew words, only the sound of my voice begging raggedly for release.

Like the second guest who’d violated me, he paused first, sliding a hand up my thigh and cupping my mound. Even that sensation shocked me, a burst of eager pleasure. Whatever he found there must have pleased him, because the next thing I knew, his hands were on my hips, crinkling the uniform skirt I was still wearing, holding me fast, and then plunging his cock into my depths.

I cried out as he entered me, with pain or pleasure I knew not which. There was both, and so much pressure, and then there was only pleasure, dirty and wonderful, and he was thrusting into me again, deeper and deeper, and grunting with the effort. I was like a ragdoll underneath him, and he adjusted my hips without asking me, simply taking what he needed from my eager body.

I was glad then that Kai had told me what to expect, glad that Mr. Kent was taking charge. I don’t know that I could have moved or could have tried to piece together the things Kai had said, lost as I was in the confusing and wonderful sensations coursing through my body. Mr. Kent’s motions still hurt – but less and less with each thrust. Instead, the dominant feeling became something darker, more sinful, more animal. I found myself grabbing at his back, desperately, pulling him toward me, and he responded with a groan and buried himself to the hilt inside me, slamming his heavy frame into my tiny body again and again as he fucked me. I was begging now, pleasure shocking my core, and I didn’t know what words I was using or what I meant to be saying, but Mr. Kent wasn’t stopping. He had my legs up nearly to his shoulders now, my ass in the air as he thrust into me again and again, claiming me, plundering my depths, and I was moaning, whimpering, pleading, with every stroke.

Again and again, he took me, thrusting his shaft into me. Again and again, I found myself clutching at him, reaching desperately for something, my whole body curving towards him as I ached with impossible need. There was pressure rising in me once more, only it wasn’t like before, it was so much better than that, some other, sweeter sensation twinned with that ache, and it was as though my whole world had narrowed to the cock inside me, the shuddering gasps I made as he ravaged my small frame, the heave of my breasts with every thrust. I was impossibly dirty, sinful for wanting this – I was alight with beautiful desire – I was on fire with need, primal and real –

Mr. Kent was fucking me harder now, his flesh meeting mine with every thrust –

My whole body was shaking –

And that hidden core of me, the one I’d been denying all my life, was expanding, a blistering star of radiant pleasure, burning through me, crashing through my body and making me feel –

This –

Indescribable –

Everything –

And I screamed as my body convulsed and pleasure cascaded through me, my pussy clenching around Mr. Kent’s cock as I came, violently… underneath this stranger, no longer quite so innocent.

With a groan, he held for a long moment inside me, and at first, I thought he’d climaxed too, but no, he was only holding, trying not to, waiting. Maybe still innocent in some ways after all. I didn’t understand what he was doing at first but with a cry, he pulled free of me in one violent motion, took his cock in hand, and then…

And then he was cumming, spraying his seed all over my breasts and face, leaving me completely, utterly stained… and deliciously, wonderfully spent.

~

Catie joined us for lemonade that night, as Kai and I watched the sunset. She was moving gingerly and sounded tired, but otherwise was her usual cheerful self. I suspected she’d had a long day, but didn’t want to ask. It was enough to think about my own day, think about what had happened to me and what I’d learned. I could ask her about hers tomorrow.

“Thank you,” I told Kai again before we finally left. “Your advice really helped me out today.”

The corners of his eyes crinkled when he smiled, and I felt my heart skip a beat. “Any time.”

There was more I could have said, but in the end, I decided not to. He knew I was freeuse; he knew what went on at the Paradise – probably much moreso than I did. And yet he wasn’t looking at me the way the guests did. He’d seen a girl, lost and confused, and he’d treated me not just like a person, but like an equal. Never mind that I didn’t feel like I understood anything around me in this new world. Kai and Catie had both been kind to me, and I felt indescribably lucky to have found myself here with them.

So maybe my real life has finally begun.

I looked over my shoulder at the fading rays of the sunset as Catie and I trudged back up the beach, getting ready to head home.

I can’t wait to see what real life brings me tomorrow.

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY The Breeding Test, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

The Breeding Test – Free for my newsletter subscribers

I caught a lot of shit as the only female tech major at my small college. My classmates joked that I belonged at home, barefoot and pregnant. It drove me crazy, but not for the reason you'd think. Little did they know, they were touching upon a secret I was too ashamed to admit. Until now.

For as long as I could remember, my biggest fantasy has always been to be bred. I'm not talking about starting a family all lovey-dovey like. I mean bred. Used solely for my ripe little body. Fucked hard and filled, until my belly swells, and then fucked some more.

For the longest time, I didn't know how to square that filthy side of me with the top-of-my-class good girl I pretended to be. I wanted a career. Respect. But I needed to be used.

So I built an app that might just make me rich and pregnant. Virile men submit their applications, you swipe on the ones you like, and then all you have to do is wait. When the app detects you've reached the most fertile part of your cycle, it sends out your location to everyone on your list. Then it's a freeuse free-for-all, the only rule is that they have to finish deep inside... well, you know.

Now, it's all ready to launch and the only thing left to do is test it myself. For science...

GET IT NOW

 Other Books By Molly Warden

Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

InsemN8: The Purity Ball Princess - You wouldn't believe how many of the dads running the Amherst Purity Society are on that FreeUse fertility app. Ask me how I know.

I about lost my damn mind when I caught a glimpse of that pop-up on my father's phone: YOUR FERTILE MATCH IS WAITING FOR YOU

After enduring years of homeschooling, all manner of abstinence lectures and bullshit about waiting for "the one", you can understand why that would leave me with some... complicated feelings, right?

So I downloaded the app - just out of curiosity, of course. And he wasn't the only one on there. Half my friends' dads had secret profiles too - so I matched with every single one of them. Just to let them know I'm on to them, it's not like I'd actually do anything.

Certainly not in a hotel room right upstairs from my final Purity Ball. I mean, I pledged to leave for college pure and untouched, and to stay that way until marriage. I can't just throw all that away. I can resist three older men, right? Even if they are total hotties.

I definitely wouldn't go upstairs. Wouldn't spread my legs. Let them be my first. Allow them fill me without protection. No matter how much I wanted to feel my belly swell...

Sharing The Fertile Bride - Both of us were desperate to start our family as soon as possible, but I was still shocked by my husband's proposal. What if instead of just him, we let everyone have a chance at knocking me up? All his friends were already here at the resort for our destination wedding, why not up our chances by letting them fill me up too?

Friends, guests, and even resort staff, all taking me one after another until I'm a filthy mess. It's not quite the honeymoon I always dreamed about... but this is way hotter.

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

Or Check Out All Of My Books Here

 About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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