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Chapter 1

⚜

The boat cut through turquoise water, leaving white foam in its wake. Captain Juan navigated around coral heads like he'd done it a thousand times. Probably had. I sat on a bench near the stern, backpack between my feet, watching the mainland shrink behind us.

A little after ten in the morning. Thirty minutes to Palmera Cay. Thirty minutes until I could finally be alone.

Two months since Rachel told me she'd been fucking her coworker. Six weeks since I moved out. Three weeks since I stopped checking her Instagram every goddamn morning. I needed this. Ten days of empty beach, no Wi-Fi, no people asking if I was okay.

I wasn't okay. But maybe a week of silence would help.

The island appeared ahead. Small. Maybe two acres. Palm trees leaning over white sand. Single wooden cabin with a covered deck. Solar panels glinting on the roof. Perfect.

Juan throttled down as we approached the small dock. He tied off the boat and helped me unload my bags onto the weathered wood. Two duffel bags and a backpack. Everything I needed for ten days of doing nothing.

"All set," he said. "Back in ten days, same time. Food's stocked, water system's good. You're all set."

"Thanks, Juan. Appreciate it."

He nodded, already untying the lines. "Enjoy the solitude."

I grabbed my bags and started up the dock. Behind me, the engine roared to life. By the time I turned around, Juan was already pulling away, heading back toward the mainland.

Just me and the ocean now.

I walked toward the cabin, bags heavy on my shoulders. The cabin was maybe fifty yards from the water. Simple construction, weathered wood, mesh screens on the windows. The door was unlocked. I pushed it open.

Three women in downward dog.

I froze.

They froze.

We all stared.

All three were in fitted leggings and racerbacks. Bent over, hips in the air, legs spread. Tight fabric cutting into hips. Backs slick with sweat. I went hot all at once.

The tallest one stood first. Dark hair streaked with silver, pulled into a messy bun. Athletic build, defined arms. She unfolded slow and smooth. Muscle over muscle. Yeah, she practiced.

"Hi," she said. Her voice was calm. Too calm for this situation. "I'm Vanessa."

I couldn't form words.

The other two stood. One with auburn hair and green eyes. Curvy, with full breasts straining against a blue racerback top. She weighed me the way she'd weigh a case-analytical, thorough.

The third was shorter, small-framed with generous hips. Long black hair, dark eyes. She wore a skimpy orange sports bra and black leggings that left nothing to imagination.

"I think there's been a mistake," Vanessa said.

I found my voice. "I... yeah. I booked this place. For ten days."

The auburn-haired woman stepped forward. "So did we."

Silence stretched between us.

"I have a confirmation email," I said. "Paid two weeks ago."

The petite one pulled out her phone. "Same. Look." She showed her screen to the others. "Though I've got like one bar of service left-barely anything." She tapped at the screen, frowned. "The platform's website is down. Just timing out."

"Let me see your booking," the tall one said, moving to the kitchen counter to grab a tablet.

I pulled out my phone, opened the confirmation email. She compared it to theirs, exhaled slowly.

"Double-booked," she said. "Different platforms. Same dates."

"Shit," the auburn-haired woman said. "So what do we do?"

"I can go back," I offered. "Find the boat, get a hotel on the mainland."

Vanessa shook her head. "Your captain already left. I saw the boat pull away when you walked up."

"He's not coming back for ten days," I said. "That was the arrangement."

The auburn-haired woman crossed her arms. "Our boat dropped us off at six this morning. Different charter company. Captain Rodriguez. He's scheduled to pick us up in ten days too."

The petite one held up her phone. "And I can't get through to either company. Your platform's website is completely down, and ours just goes to voicemail."

"So we're both stuck here," I said. "Same pickup day."

"Looks like it," the auburn-haired woman said.

Vanessa crossed her arms. Not defensive. Just thinking. "Okay. Let's introduce ourselves properly. I'm Vanessa. This is Jade." She gestured to the auburn-haired woman. "And Carmen."

"Tyler."

"Nice to meet you, Tyler. Under strange circumstances." Vanessa smiled slightly. "I run yoga retreats in California. This was supposed to be a private week for us."

"I'm from Austin," I said. "Marketing. Just needed to get away for a bit."

Jade studied me. "Breakup?"

"Yeah. How'd you-"

"You've got that look." She shrugged. "I'm a lawyer. Chicago. I read people."

Carmen laughed. "I'm from Miami. Social media management. And I came because these two dragged me along for their weird discipline retreat."

"Carmen," Jade said sharply.

"What? He was going to figure it out eventually."

I looked between them. "Discipline retreat?"

Vanessa sighed. "We're here for a discipline practice. Building focus and self-control. Part of that involves... abstaining from certain masculine distractions."

"Oh." I felt my face heat. "Got it. I'll stay out of your way."

"It's not just you," Vanessa said. "It's about our own practice. But having a man here does... complicate things."

No one spoke for a moment.

Jade broke the silence. "How many bedrooms?"

"Four," Vanessa said. "Small singles. Two bathrooms."

"So we can all fit," Carmen said. "Technically."

"If Tyler's comfortable with that," Vanessa added. "The place seems stocked. We should be fine."

I should have said no. Should have tried to contact the captain, demanded he come back. But I'd spent a lot of money on this booking. And these women had clearly done the same. The company fucked up, not us.

"I'm okay with it if you are," I said.

Vanessa nodded slowly. "You've paid for this place same as we did. And honestly, it's our spiritual practice to accommodate what arises. We'll make it work. Give each other space. Be respectful."

Jade tapped the tabletop once. Carmen lifted her glass. I said, "Okay."

I took my bags to one of the small bedrooms. Single bed with mosquito netting. Window facing the beach. Wooden floor, simple furniture. Everything smelled like salt and sun. A small dresser, a chair, nothing else. Minimalist. Perfect for what I'd planned-solitude and decompression.

Instead I was sharing space with three women who'd sworn off sex for a week. The irony wasn't lost on me.

I unpacked slowly, listening to hushed voices from the main room. The walls didn't muffle much. Couldn't make out words, just tones. Concerned. Maybe frustrated. One of them laughed, but it was strained. I'd just crashed their retreat. They were probably trying to figure out how to handle this without being rude.

I hung shirts in the small closet. Put toiletries on the dresser. The walls were thin. Voices carried.

When I emerged twenty minutes later, they were in the kitchen. Jade chopped vegetables at the counter. Carmen set plates on the small dining table. Vanessa mixed something in a blender.

"Hungry?" Vanessa asked.

"Yeah, actually."

"We're making lunch. Plenty to share."

I sat at the table. Carmen brought glasses of water. "So what do you do for fun, Tyler?"

"Rock climbing mostly. Some hiking."

"That explains the arms," she said. Then immediately looked like she regretted it.

Jade snorted softly. Vanessa kept blending.

Lunch was simple. Grilled vegetables, rice, fresh juice. We ate and made small talk. They told me about themselves. Vanessa ran retreats all over California, teaching yoga and meditation. Jade worked insane hours at a corporate law firm, barely had time for anything else. Carmen managed social media accounts for influencers, worked from home in her pajamas most days.

"So why the discipline retreat?" I asked.

A look passed between them.

"I needed to prove I could do it," Jade said. "My whole life is about control. Figured I should apply that to... other areas."

"I've practiced celibacy before," Vanessa said. "It's a way to redirect energy. Focus inward."

Carmen grinned. "I came to keep them honest. Moral support." She paused, then added with a glint in her eye, "I'm helping morale."

She held my gaze a beat too long. Jade cleared her throat.

They bickered like old friends. Or sisters. I found myself relaxing slightly. This was weird, sure. But they seemed okay with it.

After lunch, the heat became unbearable. The cabin had fans but no AC. Everyone stripped down to swimsuits without discussion.

Vanessa wore a black one-piece that showed off her athletic figure. High cut on the legs, the back carved a clean line along her spine. Her body was incredible. Toned and strong from years of yoga.

Jade changed into a red bikini that barely contained her breasts. Full curves, wide hips. She caught me watching and raised an eyebrow. I let the floorboards claim my attention.

Carmen appeared in a white string bikini so minimal it was barely-there. Triangles of fabric held by thin ties. Compact, hourglass lines. Full hips and ass, small waist. The white fabric contrasted with her tan skin.

I changed into board shorts. A week with three women in almost nothing. Right.

We grabbed snorkel gear and swam out to the reef. The water was warm, crystal clear. Yellow and blue fish flashed past the coral, some with stripes.

Carmen dove underwater, her white bikini bright against the turquoise water. When she surfaced, the wet fabric went see-through. She came up laughing, hair plastered to her face. "There's a huge parrotfish down there!"

I looked away. Looked back. Useless.

Jade floated on her back, eyes closed behind sunglasses. Her red top shifted with each breath. She looked completely relaxed. Arms spread, legs gently kicking to stay afloat.

Vanessa swam smooth laps parallel to the beach. Efficient strokes, controlled breathing. Even swimming, she moved like a yoga instructor. Total body awareness.

I kept my distance. Gave them space. Just four people sharing an island. Nothing complicated about that.

Except it was. They were all smoking hot. All barely clothed. All sworn to celibacy while stuck with a single guy.

Yeah. Definitely complicated.

That evening we made dinner together. I helped Carmen chop onions while Jade cooked rice and Vanessa prepared canned fish from the pantry. Domestic and surreal.

Before eating, Vanessa had us hold hands around the table. "Gratitude practice," she explained. She closed her eyes. "I'm grateful for this beautiful place, for the company of friends, and for the flexibility to adapt when plans change."

Jade went next. "Grateful for the ocean and good food."

Carmen squeezed my hand. "Grateful for unexpected guests who seem cool."

They looked at me.

"Uh, grateful for you all being understanding. And not kicking me out."

Vanessa smiled. "We're not that mean."

Dinner was good. Fish, rice with vegetables, fruit for dessert. We talked more. Laughed. Even when it settled into routine, a current ran under it.

As the sun set, Vanessa announced evening yoga. "You're welcome to join, Tyler."

"I'm good. Think I'll walk the beach."

"Suit yourself."

I left them setting up mats on the covered deck. Walked along the beach as twilight deepened. The island was small. I circled it in maybe fifteen minutes. Palm trees rustled overhead. Surf hissed across the sand. The air smelled like salt and something tropical I couldn't name.

Three women back at the cabin. Doing yoga. Minimal clothing. Their vows.

I tried to think about anything else. Failed. Jade's curves. Carmen's playful smile. The way Vanessa moved.

When I returned, they were in meditation. Three silhouettes in candlelight on the deck, still in sports bras and shorts. Silent and still. I stood at the edge of the beach for a moment, watching. They looked serene. Centered.

I felt anything but.

I went to my room. Lay on the narrow bed under mosquito netting. The mattress was firm, the sheets clean and simple. Small breakers shouldered the beach outside my window. Should have been soothing.

Every laugh carried through the walls. Couldn't make out words, just rhythms. Conversation going late into the night. Probably about me. About the situation. How to maintain boundaries. How to keep the pledge intact.

One of them laughed. Carmen, maybe. The sound was warm and unguarded.

I fell asleep to the sound of waves and distant laughter, wondering what tomorrow would bring.



I woke at dawn to movement in the cabin. Quiet footsteps. The creak of the front door.

I looked out my window. Three women walking toward the beach carrying yoga mats. All in sports bras and compression shorts. I watched them set up on the sand, facing the rising sun.

Vanessa led them through poses. Her body moved fluidly, demonstrating each position. The other two followed.

I stood at the railing with coffee. Kept staring anyway.

Extended pigeon pose. Jade's hips opened wide, chest pressed forward. The stretch made me forget to breathe.

Goddess pose-legs wide, thighs flexed-made my mouth dry. All three held it, arms raised, strong and exposed.

Camel pose. Vanessa arched backward, chest pushed toward the sky. Her body was a perfect curve. Long neck, defined abs, salt-sheened skin. I adjusted my grip on the mug, fingers tight.

I was staring. Knew it. My eyes didn't listen.

Vanessa held the pose, eyes closed. Her breath slowed, deliberate. Then her eyes opened. Met mine directly.

I swallowed. Heat climbed. I looked away first.

She smiled slightly. Didn't break the pose. After a moment she called out, "Want to join us?"

My throat tightened. "I'm good," I said. Too quickly.

She nodded and returned to leading the others.

I went inside. Sat at the table with my coffee. It tasted like nothing.

When they came back, everyone was flushed and sweaty. They took turns showering. Privacy was theoretical. Water hammered the pipes; Carmen sang off-key; Jade's laugh cut through, bright and sudden.

Breakfast was casual. Fruit, granola, yogurt. Carmen made a joke about me being "easy on the eyes first thing in the morning." Jade shot her a warning look.

Vanessa set a boundary. She took a slow breath, hands resting on the table. "We're here for discipline and focus. Tyler is our guest and we will respect our vows."

"I'm just being friendly," Carmen protested.

"You're being you," Jade said.

"Is that a problem?"

Jade's stare answered. Carmen's grin faded.

Vanessa's voice stayed calm. "We're all adults. We can handle this. Let's be mindful."

Murmurs of agreement circled the table. Forks scraped. No one joked.

I'd keep my distance. Respect their practice.

The day stretched out hot and slow. We divided tasks without much discussion. Just fell into a rhythm.

I helped Carmen gather fallen coconuts while Jade inventoried the pantry. Carmen showed me how to test which ones were good. "You shake them. Hear that sloshing? That's the water inside. Those are the fresh ones."

She wore her white bikini and a loose tank top that kept slipping off one shoulder. She'd push it back up absently, completely unaware. Or maybe completely aware, I couldn't tell.

"You're pretty handy for a marketing guy," she said, watching me climb a low palm to knock down a coconut.

"I climb rocks for fun. This is basically the same thing."

"If you say so." She grinned. "Just don't fall and break your neck. We'd have to explain that to the captain."

Humidity pressed a hand to my chest. Nobody wore much. I stopped wearing a shirt after noon, couldn't handle the fabric sticking to my skin. The women stayed in bikinis. It started feeling normal.

Except every time I turned around, there was exposed skin. Curves. Cleavage. Bodies moving. Noticing was inevitable.

That afternoon I went swimming. Let the ocean cool me down, wash away the weird sexual tension building in the cabin.

When I came out of the water, Jade was on the beach. Lying on a towel in her red bikini. Sunglasses on. Book in hand.

I grabbed my towel and sat on the sand. Close enough to talk. Not too close. Just existing in the same space.

"Good swim?" she asked without looking up.

"Yeah. Needed to cool off."

"It's brutal today." She set down her book. "You doing okay? With all this?"

"Honestly? It's weird. But you're all being cool about it."

"We're trying." She smiled slightly. "Though it's not easy."

"The celibacy thing?"

"The discipline thing," she corrected. "It's not just about sex. It's about controlling impulses. Focusing on what matters."

"And I'm an impulse?"

She laughed. "You're a distraction."

"Sorry."

"Don't be. You paid for this place same as we did." She adjusted her sunglasses. "Besides, it's good practice. Resisting temptation and all that."

The tide ticked against the shore. Steady rhythm.

"Can I ask what happened?" she said. "With your breakup?"

I didn't have to answer. Could have deflected. But something about sitting on an island with a stranger made it easier.

"Girlfriend of four years cheated. Found out two months ago. Classic story. She fucked her coworker."

"Shit. That's rough."

"Yeah. Spent too long wondering what I did wrong. Finally realized I needed to get away, clear my head."

"Hence the private island."

"Hence the not-so-private island."

She laughed again. "Well, for what it's worth, you seem like you're handling it well."

"I'm not. I'm just good at pretending."

"That's called being an adult." She paused. "We can be adults without pretending this isn't a factor, though."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean you're here. We're here. We're all aware of... dynamics. Doesn't mean we can't handle it."

We talked more. She told me about her work. Sixty-hour weeks, constant pressure, client demands. She used sex as stress relief. "Too much," she admitted. "That's why I needed this. To reset. Prove I could control myself."

"How's that going?"

"Terrible," she said flatly. "But I'm trying."

We were sitting close now. I didn't remember moving closer.

She talked about her priorities, her need to prove she could do hard things. I found myself watching her face. The way sunlight caught in her auburn hair. The freckles dusting her shoulders. The curve of her breasts in the red bikini top.

She was attractive. Very attractive. And she was looking at me like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

Her hand moved. Gestured as she made a point about work-life balance. Her fingers brushed my arm.

Lingered.

The contact lasted two seconds. Maybe three. But it was deliberate. Her fingertips warm against my skin. Heat punched low. I forgot what we were saying.

Our eyes met. Held too long.

She pulled back abruptly. Her knuckles went white on the book as she grabbed it. Stood up fast.

"I should go," she said. Her voice was different. Tighter. "The vow and all that."

"Yeah. Right."

She grabbed her towel. Walked back toward the cabin without looking back, her shoulders tense.

I sat on the beach, staring at the ocean, completely confused.

Her touch had been intentional. The way she looked at me had been intentional.

But she'd pulled away.

The boundary.

I lay back on the sand, letting the sun beat down on me. Eight more days of this. Eight more days of beautiful women and unspoken tension.

I was screwed.

Jade's fingers still warm on my skin. Vanessa's eyes still on mine. Carmen's laugh in the walls. I wasn't sleeping tonight.


⚜




Chapter 2

⚜

Day three.

I stood on the dock at sunrise, scanning the horizon. Empty water. Blue in every direction. No motor sounds. No boats.

Seven more days until pickup. If the boat even showed on time.

Behind me, the women were doing yoga on the beach. I could hear Vanessa's calm voice guiding them through poses. The rhythm of their breathing. The occasional shift of feet in sand. I turned, watched despite myself.

Three bodies moving through sun salutations. Sports bras and compression shorts. Vanessa leading, demonstrating each pose with fluid precision.

She held warrior pose, arms extended. Her gaze swept across the water.

Found me.

She didn't look away. Her stare pinned me for three heartbeats while staying in the pose. Then she transitioned smoothly into the next position, calling instructions to the others.

I turned back to the empty horizon. Swallowed hard.

I tried waving down a passing fishing boat around noon. Too far out. They didn't see me. Or didn't care.

When I got back to the cabin, Jade was taking inventory of the pantry. Notepad in hand, counting cans.

"How's it look?" I asked.

"Stocked for about a week. Maybe ten days if we ration portions." She tapped her pen against the notepad. "We should start supplementing. Coconuts, fish, whatever else we can find."

"There's a spear in the utility closet. I can try the reef."

She nodded. "Good. Because we've got seven more days. Maybe more if the boats are late."

The reality settled. We were stuck here. Together.

Carmen walked through in just bikini bottoms and a sports bra. Casual. Like she'd forgotten I was there. Or stopped caring.

Jade met my eyes. Raised an eyebrow. I looked away.

"I'll go check the spear," I said.

The heat made clothes impractical. I got that. But the lack of clothing also made everything else impractical. Maintaining distance. Respecting boundaries. Not staring.

The afternoon sun was brutal. I grabbed snorkel gear and the spear, headed for the reef. The water was cooler than the air, which wasn't saying much. Still, diving helped clear my head.

I spent an hour hunting. The fish were quick but I was patient. Finally caught two decent-sized ones near the coral. Not huge, but enough to supplement dinner.

When I brought them back, Vanessa was on the deck. She was in her black one-piece, still damp from a swim. The outline of her nipples showing through the thin fabric. Coconut sunscreen caught the light on her shoulders.

"Nice catch," she said.

"Thanks. Know how to clean them?"

"I do, actually."

She showed me how to scale and gut them properly. Her hands moved efficiently, practiced. No hesitation. She'd done this a hundred times before.

"You've done this before," I said.

"I grew up near the coast in California. My dad taught me." She smiled slightly. "Feels good to use those skills again."

Our hands brushed when she handed me the knife. Brief contact. Her fingers lingered a moment longer than necessary.

Then she pulled back. Focused on the fish.

That night we cooked the fish with rice and vegetables. Everyone was quieter than usual. The reality of being stuck here was settling in.

After dinner, Carmen pulled out a bottle of rum from the cabin supplies. "Found this in the back of a cupboard. Anyone want some?"

We sat on the deck under stars. Passed the bottle around. The rum burned going down but loosened the tension. Made everything feel softer. Less fraught.

For a while we just sat. Listened to the waves. The night was warm, humid. Insects chirped in the palms. The moon was half-full, casting silver light across the water.

"So," Carmen said eventually. "Are we going to talk about the elephant in the room?"

Jade shot her a look. "Carmen."

"What? We're all thinking it."

Vanessa stayed silent. Watching. Her face unreadable in the dim light.

"Thinking what?" I asked, though I knew.

Carmen turned to me. Her dark eyes caught the moonlight. "That we're all attracted to you. And it's making this whole discipline thing a lot harder than it should be."

Heat crept up my neck. "I'm trying to give you space. Respect your practice."

"We know," Jade said. "And we appreciate that. But Carmen's not wrong."

Vanessa finally spoke. "We all agreed to this retreat. To build self-control. To focus inward." She took a breath. "But the situation has changed."

"So what are you saying?" I asked.

"I'm saying it's not your responsibility," Vanessa said. "This is our practice. We need to maintain it."

But her eyes locked on mine a moment too long when she said it.

We scattered to our rooms, the deck still warm underfoot. I lay in bed listening to voices in the hall. Low. A short laugh. Then silence.

I stared at the mosquito netting above me. Seven more days. At minimum.



Day four passed in a blur of heat and careful distance.

Morning yoga. I stayed inside. Focused on making coffee. Listened to their breath cues from the kitchen. Willpower lasted two poses.

Jade glanced over when I appeared at the window. Held it. One corner of her mouth lifted before she continued her pose. That smile said everything.

Later, Carmen brushed past me in the narrow hallway. Too close. The cabin wasn't that small. Her palm crowded my waist as she squeezed by. She didn't say sorry this time. Just caught my gaze and kept moving.

Jade moved through the cabin in just her red bikini. No cover-up. No pretense. She'd stopped bothering with that.

Lunch was quiet. Everyone eating but not really talking. Static in the air.

That afternoon I went to gather fallen coconuts from the beach. Carmen joined me without being asked. We worked in silence, testing which ones were fresh, cracking them open with a rock.

She grinned. Playful edge to it. "You know, if we get stuck here much longer, we could always keep each other warm. Body heat. Survival and all that."

"Carmen." Vanessa's voice carried from the deck. Even. Composed. "Can you help me with the laundry?"

Carmen's grin faded. "Sure." She glanced at me, then headed back to the cabin.

Gentle redirect. Clear boundary. But I saw the strain in Vanessa's posture as she turned away. Her thumb rubbing sunscreen into the same shoulder twice.

That evening I caught Vanessa watching me while she folded laundry. She didn't look away immediately. Just regarded me, steady and unhurried, then returned to the clothes.

Three women. All attractive. All sworn to celibacy. All clearly struggling with my presence.

I was struggling too. Every glance felt loaded. Every accidental touch sent sparks through me. My dreams were vivid and frustrating. I woke up with an erection every morning, listening to them move around the cabin.

Dishes slipped in my hands. My palms stayed damp. The doorknob was hot at midday. I jerked my hand back.



Day five. Late morning. I was doing dishes when Carmen came up behind me.

I didn't hear her approach. Just suddenly she was there, reaching past me for a glass. Her body pressed against my back. Warm. Wet from swimming. The smell of salt and sunscreen.

"Sorry," she said. "Needed water."

She didn't move away.

I stood frozen, hands in the sink. Her breasts pressed against my shoulder blades through the thin bikini top. Her breath on my neck.

"Carmen-"

Her hand touched my shoulder. Turned me slowly to face her.

She was in her tiny white bikini. Hair wet and falling around her face. A damp curl at her temple catching light. Dark eyes locked on mine.

"This doesn't have to be complicated," she said softly. "Just two adults. Nobody has to know."

My throat went dry. I hadn't had sex since Rachel. Two months. And Carmen was gorgeous and willing and right there.

"But your vow," I managed. "Vanessa said-"

"I'm saying I want you." Her hand slid down my chest. Fingers trailing over my stomach. "Do you want me?"

I paused. The honest answer was yes. Obviously yes. She was gorgeous. Available. Pressing against me. But something felt wrong about this.

My hands shook. Breath hitched. I stepped back.

"Yes," I admitted. "But-"

She kissed me before I could finish. Her lips crushed against mine. Desperate.

Her lips were soft and insistent. Her body pressed flush against mine. Her hand gripped my shoulder. For a moment I responded. Couldn't help it. She tasted like salt and something sweet.

Then I pulled back. Put my hands on her shoulders. Lifted her wrists off my chest.

"We can't. Not like this."

"Why not?" Her eyes flashed. Hurt. Anger.

"I just can't."

Her expression shifted. Hurt flashed deeper. Then she covered it with a tight smile.

"Right. Boundaries. Sorry."

She grabbed her water, crossed to the cupboards. Set the glass down hard. A moment later she walked out.

I stood at the sink, heart thudding. Wet dishes forgotten.

Fuck.

I'd rejected her. Done the right thing, supposedly. But she'd looked hurt. And I felt like an asshole.

The rest of the morning was tense. I avoided the main cabin, spent time on the beach. Tried to process what had happened. Carmen wanted me. Badly enough to break her vow. And I'd said no.

Part of me wondered if I'd made a mistake.

That afternoon I helped Vanessa prep dinner. Chopped onions while she boiled pasta. Simple work. Domestic.

"This helps," she said quietly. "Having you here."

I nodded. Didn't know what else to say.

Dinner was awkward. Carmen sat at the opposite end of the table, wouldn't make eye contact. Jade and Vanessa said nothing, though their silence felt deliberate.

The conversation was stilted. Surface-level. Friction multiplied.

After dinner, Carmen disappeared to her room. Jade approached me while I was stacking plates.

"Can you help me move furniture in my room?" she asked. "The bed's right under the window and it's too hot. Need to shift it."

"Yeah, sure."

Her room was small. Single bed, dresser, window facing the beach. The space smelled like her-something floral and clean. We grabbed opposite ends of the bed frame, shifted it away from the wall, angling it toward the center of the room for better airflow.

Close quarters. I was acutely aware of her proximity. The curve of her hips in her shorts. The way her tank top clung to her breasts. The small space made everything feel intimate. Charged.

"Better?" I asked when we'd positioned it.

"Much better. Thank you." She brushed her hands together. "This helps. Having you here. We're lucky, actually."

We stood there a moment. Both breathing a little harder than the task warranted.

"Carmen told us what happened," Jade said suddenly. "After dinner."

I froze. "Oh."

"Don't feel bad. You did the right thing."

"Doesn't feel like it."

She sat on the edge of the bed. Gestured for me to sit beside her. I did, leaving space between us.

"But it's hard, right?" she said. "Being around us. We're all... struggling with the same thing."

"Yeah. It's hard."

"I came here to build control." She looked at her hands. "I wanted to prove I could resist impulse. That I wasn't ruled by my sex drive." She laughed without humor. "Instead I just want you more."

Charge in the air between us.

"I'm attracted to all of you," I admitted. "But I don't want to fuck up your retreat."

"Maybe fighting it is fucking it up more."

She turned to face me. We were close now. I could see the green of her eyes. The freckles on her shoulders. The rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

"What if this is what we need?" she continued. "What if forcing ourselves to resist is making it worse?"

"Jade-"

"I've been fantasizing about you constantly." Her voice dropped. "Every night. Every time I see you. I came here to control myself and I'm failing."

My pulse kicked against my ribs. "So what are you saying?"

She moved closer. Her knee touched mine. Her hand rested on my thigh.

"I'm saying I want you. And I think you want me."

She leaned in. Kissed me.

I didn't pull away this time.

Her lips were insistent. Demanding. Different from Carmen's kiss. More controlled but just as intense. Her hand moved to my neck, pulling me closer. I responded, kissing her back, my hand finding her waist. Her skin was warm through the thin tank top.

She made a small sound. Need. Want. Her other hand gripped my shoulder, nails pressing in slightly.

She broke the kiss. Breathing hard. Eyes locked on mine. "Tell me to stop and I'll stop."

I didn't tell her to stop.

I couldn't. Didn't want to. Carmen's rejected kiss still stung in my memory but this felt different. Jade wasn't sneaking. Carmen had already told them. And Jade wasn't asking me to help her prove something. She was admitting she'd already failed. And so had I.

She kissed me again. Harder. Her hands went to my shirt, pulling it over my head. I helped. Then her tank top. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were full and heavy, nipples already hard.

I reached for her. She pushed my hand away.

"Stay," she said. Clipped. Direct. "Let me."

She dropped to her knees in front of me.

My brain stuttered. Stopped. Restarted. She was on her knees. Between my legs. Looking up at me with those green eyes while her hands worked the button on my shorts.

"Jade, you don't have to-"

"I know." She freed me from my shorts, wrapped her hand around my cock. I was already hard. Had been since she kissed me. "I want to."

Her hand felt incredible. Warm. Confident. She stroked me once. Twice. Her grip firm and purposeful. No hesitation.

She met my stare and held it for one trembling heartbeat before leaning in and taking me in her mouth, the heat hitting me first like a wave, then the wetness, then the devastating pressure of her lips sliding down my shaft in one slow, claiming descent that made my vision blur at the edges.

Fuck.

Wet heat engulfed me. Her tongue worked the underside while she sank deeper. No hesitation. No teasing.

I gripped the edge of the bed. Breath coming rough.

She eased back. Lips dragging along me. Then deeper. Her hand came up to grip the base, stroking in rhythm. Her other hand cradled my balls, rolling them gently.

"Jesus," I breathed.

She hummed around me. The vibration shot straight through my cock, up my spine. Every movement was deliberate. Practiced.

Her auburn hair fell around her face. I wanted to push it back, see her better. But I was frozen, overwhelmed by sensation.

She sank all the way down, buried me. Her throat fluttered around my tip. Her eyes watered but she didn't pull off. Didn't gag. Sealed there, swallowing around me.

Then she moved faster. More desperate.

I watched her. Auburn hair falling around her face. Lips stretched around me. Cheeks hollowed as she sucked. The wet sounds of her mouth. Obscene and perfect. The sight alone was almost enough.

She came up for air with a messy gasp. Spit connected her lips to my cock. "You taste good."

Then she went back. Hands and mouth working together. Deep and eager. She descended until her nose pressed skin. Held for a beat, then slid back and repeated.

My hand tangled in her hair. She made a satisfied sound. Used my grip as leverage. The bed frame bit into my thighs.

Her eyes were watering. Mascara smudged.

She pulled off, caught her breath. Locked eyes with fierce intensity. "Eyes on me," she said. Clipped. Direct. "Stay with me."

Then she took me back in. Harder. Faster.

"Jade, I'm close."

She doubled down. Her hand massaged my balls, tightened slightly. Her other hand gripped my thigh hard enough to leave marks.

The pressure built. Coiled. I tried to pull back, give her a chance to move. She didn't let me. Pinned my hips and kept moving. Faster. Determined.

"Jade-"

I came in a rush that tore through me with an intensity I hadn't felt in months, and she took it all without pulling off, her throat working around me in steady rhythmic pulses that milked every last tremor from my body, drawing it out until I was empty and shaking and completely undone.

When I finally finished, she didn't pull off immediately. Stayed there, breathing through her nose, letting me soften slightly in her mouth. Then she eased back slowly and licked me clean. Deliberate and thorough. Making sure she got every drop.

Then she sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. A wry tilt to her lips. Like she'd won something.

"I'm not sorry," she said. Her voice was slightly rough. "Now you know. That's control."

I couldn't speak. Limbs loose. A pleasant ache settling in.

She stood. Pulled her tank top back on. "You should probably go back to your room."

"Yeah. Right."

I pulled my shorts back up and grabbed my shirt with shaking hands. Walked to the door. Turned back.

She was sitting on the bed, knees drawn up, watching me with an expression I couldn't read.

"Jade-"

"Don't overthink it," she said. "We're adults. We wanted each other. Now we know."

I nodded. Left.

Back in my room, I lay on my bed and stared at the ceiling. Nerves still buzzing.

I'd just gotten a blowjob from Jade. In her room. While Carmen and Vanessa were somewhere in the cabin.

Part of me felt guilty. I'd rejected Carmen this morning, then let Jade do that hours later. What did that make me?

But the guilt was distant. Muted. Mostly I felt satisfied. And confused. And wondering what happened next.

Through the walls I heard voices. Vanessa and Carmen. Jade's voice with theirs. The surf carried half-words to my door.

They knew. Of course they knew.

Jade had given me a blowjob. Enthusiastic and desperate and skilled. She'd swallowed every drop. Licked me clean. Told me she wasn't sorry.

And somehow I knew this was just the beginning. The careful distance we'd maintained was gone. Carmen wanted me. Jade had taken me. Vanessa...

I didn't know what Vanessa wanted. But I'd seen the way she looked at me.

Five more days on this island. At least.

Sleep finally pulled me under with the tide.


⚜




Chapter 3

⚜

Day six.

I woke up unsure what to expect. My stomach twisted as I got dressed. Jade's mouth on me was still vivid. The way she'd swallowed. The satisfied look in her eyes after.

I emerged from my room expecting judgment. Found all three women at the breakfast table instead.

Jade looked satisfied. No guilt. No regret. She met my eyes and smiled slightly before returning to her fruit.

Carmen looked jealous. Her gaze flicked between me and Jade. Jaw tight. She stabbed at her oatmeal.

Vanessa looked troubled. Her coffee sat untouched. Concern tugged at her brow even as she kept her voice level when she said good morning.

"Morning," I said.

"Morning," they echoed.

I sat. Poured coffee. My hands weren't quite steady. The cup clinked against the saucer.

Carmen passed me the fruit bowl. Our fingers touched. She held the contact a moment. Then pulled back.

Jade reached for the crackers. Her leg brushed mine under the table. Deliberate or accident, I couldn't tell.

Vanessa watched it all. Silent. A held breath, then she returned to her coffee.

Breakfast was quiet. The tension from yesterday hadn't disappeared. It had shifted. Changed shape. Become something heavier.

After breakfast, Vanessa pulled me aside while the others cleaned up. We stood on the deck. The morning sun was already hot. She wore her black one-piece, hair up in a bun.

"What happened with Jade is between you two," she said quietly. "But it's affecting all of us."

"I know. I'm sorry."

"We chose this. Let's own it." She touched my arm briefly. Her fingers lingered. Warm against my skin. "But things are... complicated now."

I offered again to isolate myself. Sleep on the beach. Give them space.

"That won't help." Her thumb pressed slightly against my forearm before she pulled away. "We're stuck together. And honestly..." She trailed off. Her focus slid to my mouth, then back up.

"Honestly what?"

"Nothing. Just... it's fine. We'll figure it out."

She went inside. I stood on the deck, processing. Her touch had been deliberate. Brief but intentional. And the way she'd looked at me.

Four more days until pickup. Maybe. I was losing count.

I needed to clear my head.

I grabbed a book and headed for the hammock I'd strung between two palms the day before. Found a spot with shade. Tried to read. The words swam. I kept thinking about Jade's mouth. Carmen's hurt expression. Vanessa's hand on my arm.

An hour later, Carmen appeared.

She walked across the sand toward me. White bikini practically see-through from the ocean water still clinging to the fabric. Hair loose. Expression determined.

She didn't say anything at first. Just sat on the edge of the hammock. The shift in weight made it swing. Brought her closer to me.

"I'm not mad about yesterday," she said.

"Okay."

"But Jade got what I asked for first."

I set the book down. "This isn't a competition."

"Isn't it though?" She turned to face me fully. The hammock swung again. Our legs touched. "Jade already broke the seal. The vow's done. So what's stopping us now?"

"Carmen-"

"I want you." Her hand touched my chest. Fingers spreading across my sternum. "You want me. Say it."

She kissed me before I could answer. Aggressive. Demanding. Her hand gripped the back of my neck, pulling me closer.

I responded. Couldn't help it. Her lips were soft and insistent. She tasted like coconut and salt. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and I met it. My hand found her waist. Bare skin. Sun-hot.

The hammock swung under us, completely unstable. She pulled back, breathing hard. Laughed into the kiss.

"Not here," she said. "This angle's impossible. The beach. Come on."

She stood and pulled me up. Led me by the hand toward a cluster of palms near the water. Away from the cabin. Out of sight.

She spread out a large, wide towel she'd brought. Looked at me with dark eyes. "Your turn."

"Carmen, are you sure-"

"I'm sure." She reached behind her back. Untied her bikini top. It fell away. Her breasts were perky and full. Tan lines visible, nipples already hard.

Then she slid off her bikini bottoms. Stood there completely naked. Confident. No hesitation.

My shorts felt too tight. I pulled off my shirt. Dropped my board shorts. My cock was already rock hard. Had been since she kissed me.

She caught my wrist, guided me back until the towel met my shoulders, then sank onto me in one slow, claiming slide.

Slick heat engulfed me. She was already wet. Took me all the way inside. I groaned.

She grinned. Started moving. Slow at first. Rolling her hips. Taking what she wanted. Nails digging into my chest.

I watched her move above me. The way her body shifted. Her small waist. The curve of her hips. She was gorgeous and she knew it. Used it. Controlled the pace completely.

Then faster. Her breasts bounced with each movement. She threw her head back, hair swinging. Sun glazed her shoulders. Sweat beaded on her chest, running down her stomach.

Her moans carried on the wind. She arched and stared down at me, mouth open, letting the island hear it. "Fuck me harder," she said. Sharper, louder. Like she wanted the palms to know my name.

She rode me hard. Hips slamming down, her hands splayed on my chest. The wet sounds of our bodies joining. She wasn't quiet. Didn't hold back. Each moan loud and unrestrained.

My hands gripped her hips. She ground down in tight circles, then rose and slammed back. The angle hit deep. I could feel everything.

"More," she demanded again. "Deeper."

I shifted my grip, holding her in place and driving up into her. She gasped. Her fingers clawed at my chest, leaving marks.

"Yes," she moaned. "Just like that. Don't you dare stop."

"Wait," I said. Breath ragged. "Turn around."

I pulled out. She gasped at the loss. I flipped her over fast. She landed on her hands and knees on the towel. She looked back at me over her shoulder, grinning.

"Fuck yes," she said.

I gripped her hips. Pushed inside from behind. Deeper this way. The angle hit different.

"God," she moaned. "Just like that."

I fucked her hard. Each thrust made her gasp. Made her ass ripple. She arched her back, pushed back onto me.

She reached between her legs. Started touching herself. Rubbing her clit while I pounded into her from behind. Her fingers worked fast. Desperate.

"I'm close," she said. Voice muffled against the towel. "Don't stop. Make me come."

I gripped her hips harder. Pulled her back onto me with each thrust. Her moans got louder. More frantic.

She came screaming, her whole body tensing and clenching around me like a fist, the pressure building and cresting in waves that seemed to ripple through her from core to fingertips, each pulsing contraction milking me deeper into my own edge.

I couldn't hold back. I finished inside her seconds later. Deep. Groaned as I emptied myself. She kept pushing back, taking everything, milking every pulse.

We stayed like that for a moment. Both slick with sweat. Connected. Swell thudded beyond the reef.

Then she climbed off slowly. We collapsed onto the towel. Side by side. The sun beat down. Her skin tasted like salt when I kissed her shoulder.

"Worth the wait," she said after a minute. Her hand found mine. Squeezed. "We should do this again. Often."

I didn't know what to say. Part of me agreed. Part of me was already wondering what Vanessa and Jade would think.

We got dressed slowly. I brushed grains of hand from her hip while she tied her bikini back on. Grinned at me. "Say what you need. We'll keep this clean and kind."

We walked back to the cabin. Disheveled. Hair a mess. Sand still clinging despite our attempts to brush it off.

Vanessa was on the deck. She watched us approach. A knowing look crossed her face. Small flinch behind a steady mouth. But she knew. Of course she knew.

Carmen went inside without acknowledging her. I stood at the base of the deck stairs.

"Have a good swim?" Vanessa asked. Her voice was even. Controlled.

"Something like that."

She nodded once. Looked out at the ocean. Her thumb worried the rim of her coffee cup. Didn't say anything else.

I went to my room. Took a cold shower. Let the water wash away the sand and sweat. My mind raced.

I'd had sex with Carmen on the beach. In broad daylight. She'd been loud. Unrestrained. Taking what she wanted without hesitation.

Jade had blown me last night. Enthusiastic and skilled. Swallowed everything. Told me she wasn't sorry.

Both women had broken their vows. For me. Because of me.

And Vanessa. I kept thinking about Vanessa. The way she'd touched my arm this morning. The conflict in her eyes. The way she looked at me now. Like she was fighting herself. Losing.

The afternoon dragged. I tried reading. Failed. Tried swimming. My mind wouldn't settle.

The day passed slowly. Hours felt like days.

Dinner was tense. Everyone knew what had happened. No one mentioned it directly. We passed dishes. Made small talk about the food. The weather. Anything except what mattered.

Until Carmen broke the pretense.

Jade and Carmen discussed their encounters semi-openly. Competitive edge to their words. Comparing. Keeping score. Testing boundaries.

"So we're both off the vow now," Carmen said. "That makes things easier."

"Does it?" Jade raised an eyebrow. "Easier how?"

"I bet I can handle more than you can," Carmen said. Grinned.

Jade's smile was sharp. "Is that a challenge?"

Vanessa stayed quiet. Picked at her food. Barely ate.

After dinner, she asked me to walk with her on the beach.

We walked in silence for a while. The moon was full. The water reflected silver light. Palm fronds rustled overhead. The surf ticked like static on the sand.

Finally she spoke. "Two years. No sex. I teach control, remember? I'm supposed to be the example." She stopped walking. Turned to face me. "But I want you."

I waited. Let her continue.

"Being around you. Watching Jade and Carmen. It's breaking me down."

She wore a simple tank top and shorts. Hair loose for the first time since I'd arrived. It fell past her shoulders in dark waves streaked with silver. She looked younger. More vulnerable.

"I've wanted you since you arrived," she said quietly. "I've just been... holding back."

The admission hung between us. Honest. Raw.

"But right now I just... need you."

The tension was unbearable. We stood close. The night warm and humid around us. I could hear her breathing. See the rise and fall of her chest.

"Do you want this?" I asked. "Really?"

"More than anything."

She kissed me with desperate hunger, two years of practiced control shattering in one breathless moment as her hands gripped my face and pulled me closer, like she was afraid I might disappear if she didn't hold on tight enough. I responded immediately. Wrapped my arms around her. Felt her body press against mine.

She was warm and soft and trembling slightly. The kiss deepened. Her tongue pushed into my mouth. I met it. Tasted her. Mint and something sweet.

When we broke apart, we were both breathing hard.

"Come with me," she said.

She led me back to the cabin. The others were in their rooms. Doors closed. We moved quietly through the living area. Into her bedroom.

She closed the door. Locked it. Turned to face me.

For a moment she just looked at me. Then she started undressing. Slow. Methodical. Trying to maintain some composure.

Tank top first. Then sports bra underneath. Her breasts were full and firm. D cup. Hard lats under soft skin. The kind of strength you feel when she squeezes with her thighs.

Then shorts. Then underwear. She stood completely naked. Strong and beautiful. Her body was incredible. Toned from decades of yoga. Every muscle defined. Golden-brown skin smooth in the moonlight.

I stripped quickly. Less graceful. Just eager. My cock was already hard.

She looked at it. Then at me. Control vanished.

She stepped between my knees, pressed me back by the sternum, and lowered herself, breath trembling.

We kissed. Hard. Her naked body pressed against mine. Skin on skin. Heat and softness and strength.

Her skin was smooth. Warm. I ran my hands down her back. Felt every curve. Every muscle. She was perfect.

Then she moved down. Kissed my chest. My stomach. Lower. Taking her time. Building anticipation.

She looked up at me. Dark eyes intense. Then her mouth sealed around me-slick and steady, a slow pull that tightened my thighs.

Warm mouth. Wet. Tight pull of her lips. She was focused. Intense. She cupped me only in passing, knuckles grazing as her tongue traced the ridge.

She took me deep, paused to breathe against me, then climbed again. Slow spirals with her tongue. No rush. Just steady heat building.

I gripped the sheets. Tried not to make noise. The walls were thin. Jade and Carmen were just rooms away.

Vanessa worked with controlled precision. Palm-twisting strokes. Hollowed-cheek suction. She was incredible. Too good. I was already close.

I touched her shoulder. She pulled off. Looked up at me with warm brown eyes.

"Not yet," she said. "I want to feel you inside me."

She climbed up my body. Positioned herself over me. Sank down slowly.

Gripping. Stretching. She took me all the way. Sat there for a moment. Eyes closed. Breath held. Adjusting to the fullness.

Her eyes opened. Locked on mine. Something shifted in them. Vulnerability. Need.

Then she started moving. Slow at first. Rolling her hips. Riding me with control. Her breathing stayed even. Measured. Yoga breathing. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. She was trying to maintain composure even now.

But I could see the cracks. The way her breath hitched slightly. The tremor in her thighs. Two years of celibacy ending. All that pent-up need finally releasing.

I watched her. Hands on her hips. She was beautiful. Moonlight silvered the line of her hip.

She leaned forward. Steadied herself on my shoulder. Rode me harder. Her breath came quicker. Less controlled. Then ragged, then shallow, then caught.

"Don't stop," she whispered. "Please don't stop."

I sat up. Wrapped my arms around her. Held her close while she moved. She buried her face against my neck. Nails scratched down my back.

"Tyler," she breathed. Just my name. Quiet but desperate.

I felt her tighten around me. Her breath hitched. She came quietly. Shaking. Biting down on my shoulder to stay silent. Her whole body trembling.

I held her through it. Didn't stop moving. She was sensitive. Overstimulated. But she didn't push me away.

"Again," she whispered against my neck. "Make me come again."

I laid her back gently. Stayed inside her. Her legs wrapped around my waist. Pulled me deeper. We moved together. Face to face. Eye contact direct and intense. She wouldn't look away. Neither would I.

I pushed inside. Deep and steady. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. Brown and warm and vulnerable. I could see everything in them. Need. Release. Years of control finally breaking.

"Don't stop," she whispered.

I didn't. I kept the rhythm steady. Deep. She gasped. She covered her mouth with her hand to stay quiet, biting down into her thumb.

I drove slow, then held, then pressed deeper. She clutched at the sheets, then gripped my forearm, digging into the skin.

It didn't take long. She came again. Harder this time. Tears in her eyes. Silent scream behind her hand.

The sight pushed me over. I finished inside her. Deep. Heat flooding through me. She held me there. Legs tight around me. Taking everything.

We stayed connected for a long moment. Both slick with sweat. Hearts pounding.

Then I eased out. Lay beside her. She turned into me. Pressed her face against my chest.

"Two years," she said quietly. Voice rough. "I held out for two years."

I held her. Ran my fingers through her hair. "Maybe you don't need to hold back anymore."

She laughed. Soft and broken. "Maybe not."

We lay there in silence. The ocean waves outside. The night warm around us. Eventually she fell asleep in my arms.

I stayed awake. Thinking. Processing.

I'd been with all three of them now. Jade's mouth. Carmen on the beach. Vanessa in her bed. Three women. All beautiful. All sworn to celibacy. All breaking their vows for me.

The situation was insane. Impossible. But it was happening.

Eventually I slipped out of Vanessa's bed. Went back to my room. Lay in the dark listening to the ocean.

What happened now?



Day seven. Morning.

I emerged from my room nervous. Found all three women already at the breakfast table. They looked at me. At each other. Everyone knew.

Jade spoke first. "So we all broke the vow."

Carmen grinned. "Guess that makes things interesting."

Vanessa took a slow breath. "We need to talk about this."

We sat. Ate. The conversation started awkward. Stilted. Nobody made eye contact at first.

Then Carmen broke the ice. "So this is weird, right? We can admit that?"

Jade laughed. Short and sharp. "Extremely weird."

"But it happened," Vanessa said quietly. "We all made choices."

The conversation became more honest. More real.

"We're on an island," Carmen said. "Nobody else knows. Does it matter?"

"It matters," Vanessa said. "But maybe not the way I thought."

She looked at me. Then at the others. "I came here to teach discipline. To help us build control." She paused. "But maybe forcing ourselves to resist something we all want is the wrong lesson."

Jade leaned back in her chair. "So what are you saying?"

"I'm saying we can be honest about what we want. All of us. Maybe we should stop fighting it."

"You mean share him," Carmen said bluntly. "Officially."

Vanessa nodded. "If everyone agrees. If we establish some ground rules."

They all looked at me.

"I'm... okay with that," I said, understatement of the century. "If you all are."

I held my mug like a life raft and let them figure out the logistics of sharing me.

They discussed it. Negotiated. Three women working out logistics like they were planning a schedule. It was surreal.

Jade laid out the first rule. "No sneaking around. If you're going to be with Tyler, just say it. Be open."

Carmen nodded. "Agreed. And we check in. If someone feels left out or uncomfortable, we talk about it."

"Everyone can say no," Vanessa added. "To anything. Anytime. No questions asked."

Jade tapped the tabletop once. Carmen lifted her mug. Simple rules. Clear boundaries.

They were practical about it. Direct. No drama. Just three women working out how to share one guy.

I sat there, mostly silent. This was their dynamic to work out. I was just... along for the ride.

"So we're doing this," Jade said. "Three more days. We make the most of it."

Carmen raised her coffee mug. "Works for me."

Vanessa smiled slightly. "Okay then."

They all looked at me again. I felt overwhelmed. Bewildered. Lucky. Confused.

"Three more days," I echoed.

Three more days on this island. With three women who all wanted me. Who'd agreed to share me.

I was either the luckiest guy alive or completely out of my depth.

Probably both.


⚜




Chapter 4

⚜

Day seven. Afternoon.

The ground rules were established. No sneaking. Check in. Everyone can say no. Simple enough in theory.

In practice, it meant three women who all wanted me, and three more days on this island. I was still processing it. The surrealism hadn't faded. If anything, it had intensified. Every time I thought I'd wrapped my head around the situation, someone would look at me a certain way and reality would tilt again.

I tried reading on the deck. Got through maybe two pages before my mind wandered. Carmen was swimming. Vanessa doing yoga stretches near the palm trees. Where was Jade?

The answer came when she appeared next to me on the deck. She wore her red bikini and nothing else. Confident. Direct. Freckles visible on her shoulders in the afternoon sun.

"I want you again," she said. No preamble.

I set the book down. "Okay."

"But not like last time." She sat on the edge of my chair. Leaned close. Her green eyes locked on mine. "I need it rough. Hair pulling. Spanking. Don't hold back."

Heat punched through me. "You sure?"

"I'm telling you what I want. Can you handle that?"

She treated sex like a contact sport. No softness. Just a challenge to see who would break first.

"Yeah. I can handle it."

She took my hand. Led me to her room. Closed the door behind us. The click of the latch felt significant. Deliberate.

She kissed me hard. Aggressive. No warm-up. Just need. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in. I responded with equal intensity. My hands found her waist. Pulled her against me. Her skin was hot from the sun. Salt-sticky.

She broke the kiss. Breathing hard. Green eyes locked on mine. "Against the wall. Now."

I pushed her back until her shoulders hit the wooden wall. She grinned. Reached for my board shorts. Freed my cock. Already hard.

She dropped to her knees, looked up at me with those green eyes, and took me in her mouth without hesitation.

Wet heat and suction hit me immediately. She worked fast and enthusiastically, taking me deep while her hand gripped the base. She hollowed her cheeks and used her tongue on the underside with practiced skill.

I tangled my fingers in her auburn hair. Gripped. She moaned around me. The vibration shot through my cock.

She pulled off. Spit connected her lips to my tip. "Harder. Use me."

I tightened my grip on her hair. Guided her back onto me. Set the pace. Fast. Deep. She took it all. Didn't gag. Just opened wider. Let me fuck her mouth.

The room filled with the wet, heavy sound of her mouth working and her ragged breathing through her nose. She didn't blink. Didn't look away. Just devoured me like she was trying to erase every other thought in my head. Her nails dug into my thighs.

I pulled her off before I got too close. She gasped for air. Mascara smudged. Lips swollen. Spit connecting us still. She looked wrecked already. Satisfied by that alone.

"Turn around," I said. Voice rough.

She stood and stripped off her bikini top, then the bottoms without hesitation. Her body was all curves and strength - full breasts, wide hips, freckles continuing down her chest. She bent over the bed with her hands gripping the sheets and looked back at me over her shoulder.

"Give it to me," she said. "Harder than you gave Carmen."

The competition was always there, even now. Especially now. I grabbed her hips, lined myself up, and pushed inside.

The first thrust drew a gasp from both of us. She was wet and ready, taking me all the way with a groan as I filled her.

I didn't start slow because she didn't want slow. I fucked her hard with deep strokes and a fast pace that made her gasp with each thrust, made her ass ripple.

"Hair," she demanded. "Pull it."

I grabbed a fistful of her auburn hair. Pulled. Her back arched. She moaned loud.

"Harder."

I tightened my grip. Pulled harder. Used it as leverage. Drove deeper.

"Yes. Fuck. Just like that."

My other hand came down on her ass. Hard. The slap echoed in the small room.

"Again," she gasped.

I spanked her again. Left a red handprint on her freckled skin. She arched into me. Demanding more.

"Make me feel it," she said between gasps. "Make me feel it tomorrow."

I gave her what she asked for. Rough and hard. Hair pulled tight. Spanking her ass until it was red. Fucking her with intensity that matched her need.

She was loud. Didn't try to stay quiet. Let the whole cabin hear. Competitive even in this. Wanting Carmen and Vanessa to know how hard she was taking it.

"I can take it harder than they can," she said. Clipped. Direct. "Prove it."

I drove deeper. Harder. Chased that edge she was pushing me toward.

She came first. Her whole body tensed. Clenched around me. She screamed into the mattress. Muffled but still loud.

The feeling of her pulsing around me pushed me over. I kept going. Riding through her orgasm. Drove deeper. Finished inside her. Deep. She groaned as I filled her.

We stayed like that for a moment. Sweat-slicked and trembling. The afternoon heat pressed in through the window. Salt air mixed with the smell of sex. I could hear waves outside. Carmen laughing somewhere on the beach.

"Satisfied?" I asked.

She looked back at me. Grinned. "For now. Just needed to remember I'm not last priority."

She wiped herself off with a towel. Got dressed like nothing had happened. Red bikini back on. Hair smoothed back into place. I did the same. Pulled on my board shorts with shaking hands.

"Thanks," she said as I headed for the door. Casual. Like I'd helped her move furniture. "That's what I needed."

I went back to my room. Took a minute to catch my breath. Process. Jade's intensity matched her personality in every other area. Demanding. Competitive. Knowing exactly what she wanted and taking it.

Three women. Three completely different approaches. I was learning them. Their rhythms. Their needs.



That evening, Carmen caught me in the hallway. I was heading to grab water from the kitchen. She intercepted. Blocked my path with a smile.

She was in her white bikini. Hair damp from the ocean. Water still beaded on her shoulders.

"My turn," she said. Playful grin. Like we were sharing a favorite toy.

"Now?"

"Shower. Come on." She took my hand. Pulled me toward the bathroom before I could answer.

She led me to one of the bathrooms. Left the door cracked. Not quite closed. Steam filled the small space quickly as she started the water. She stripped off her bikini. I shed my shorts.

She stepped under the spray. Pulled me in with her. Water cascaded over both of us. Hot. The shower was cramped. Barely room for two.

She kissed me with that playful energy that was pure Carmen. Her hands roamed my chest, down my stomach, and wrapped around my cock.

"Already hard again," she said against my lips. "You recover fast."

She stroked me with slow, deliberate movements while watching my reaction.

I reached between her legs. Found her already wet. Not just from the shower. She gasped as I slid a finger inside.

"Tease," she breathed.

We touched each other. No rush. Just exploration. Steam filling the small space. Making everything slick and warm. Her hand working my cock. My fingers inside her. Adding a second when she moaned for it. Mouths meeting between gasps.

She was completely present. Focused on sensation. On pleasure. No competition. No proving anything. Just enjoying.

Then she turned. Pressed her hands against the tile wall. Looked back at me over her shoulder. Water ran down her spine. Over the curve of her ass. Her dark hair plastered to her back.

"Take me like this."

I positioned myself and pushed inside. She was tight and slick, taking me with a moan that echoed in the small space.

I fucked her standing with my hands on her hips, water making everything slippery. The angle was perfect and deep. She rocked back to meet each thrust, her moans bouncing off the tile.

I got close. She felt it. My rhythm changing. Getting erratic.

"Not yet," she said. Reached back. Stopped me. "Hold it."

"Carmen-"

"Wait. I want to make this last."

She pulled off, turned around, and dropped to her knees in the shower with water hitting her face. She took me in her mouth, slow and sensual, bringing me right to the edge before stopping completely.

I groaned. Frustrated.

She grinned up at me. "Patience."

She did it again. Mouth and hand working together. Building me up. Stopping right before I finished.

"Carmen, I can't-"

"You can." She stood. Kissed me. "One more time."

She turned back around. Bent over. I slid inside again. Fucked her harder this time. Chasing relief she kept denying.

She was close too. I could tell. Her breathing. The way she clenched around me.

"I'm going to-" she gasped.

She came hard. Clenching around me. Screaming. Her whole body shaking with it.

I was right there. Right on the edge. About to follow her over.

"Stop," she said. Breathless. "Pull out."

"Carmen-"

"Now."

I pulled out. Throbbing. Desperate. She turned and dropped to her knees in the shower. Water cascading over both of us.

She looked up at me. Grinned. Then leaned forward and ran her tongue along my tip. Slow. Teasing.

I groaned. My hips jerked forward.

She pulled back. "Not yet."

She did it again. Just her tongue. Circling the head. Licking. Never taking me in her mouth. Just enough to drive me insane.

"Carmen, please-"

She stopped completely. Let me throb in the air. Watched me with that playful smile.

Then she leaned in again. Tongue flat against my tip. Licking in slow circles. Building me back up. I was so close. Right there.

She pulled back again. Waited. Let me cool down just slightly.

"You're killing me."

"I know." She grinned. Then her tongue was back. Licking. Teasing. Focusing on the most sensitive spot.

This time she didn't stop. Just kept licking. Slow and deliberate. Her eyes locked on mine. Her hand cupped my balls, holding them gently while her tongue worked.

I couldn't hold it. Not anymore.

I came with a groan. Hot streaks across her face. Her cheeks. Her lips. Her tongue still out, catching some of it. She grinned up at me through it all.

She stayed there while water cascaded over us. Steam thick in the air. The tile was cold against my feet but her skin was fever-hot where we touched.

She stood up slowly. Kissed me. Soft this time. Affectionate.

"Worth the wait?" she asked.

"You're evil."

She laughed. "You loved it."

I couldn't argue. She'd turned the whole thing into a game. Playful torture. And I'd enjoyed every frustrating second.

We cleaned up properly. Washed each other. More tender now. Less urgent. Then got out and dried off.

"Same time tomorrow?" she asked. Grinning.

"We'll see."

She kissed me again. Left the bathroom first. I followed a minute later. Found Vanessa in the kitchen. She looked at me. Then at Carmen. Knew exactly what had happened. Smiled slightly but said nothing.



Day eight. Early morning.

I woke before dawn. The sky was that deep blue before sunrise. I could hear movement outside. Someone on the beach.

I got dressed. Walked out. Found Vanessa already there. Setting up for sunrise yoga. Two mats laid out on the sand. Alone.

She wore her black one-piece. Hair in a bun. Silver streaks catching the pre-dawn light. She saw me approach. Smiled. Like she'd been expecting me.

"Want to join me this time?"

"I don't really know yoga."

"I'll guide you."

I walked across the sand. She spread out a second mat for me.

"Just follow my breathing," she said. "That's all yoga is. Breath and movement."

The sun was just starting to rise, orange light spreading across the water. We started with simple poses and she guided me through each one with that calm, steady voice I'd come to recognize.

"Breathe in. Hold. Breathe out."

I followed. Tried to focus. But I was acutely aware of her body. The way she moved. The curve of her back. Her breasts in the one-piece.

After several poses, she moved closer. Adjusted my form. Her hands on my hips. Correcting my alignment.

"Better," she said. Her breath warm on my neck.

The touch lingered. Her palms flat against my sides. I could feel the heat of her through my thin shirt.

"Vanessa."

She moved around to face me. Brown eyes intense. "I want you again. Here. Now."

The beach was empty. Just us and the rising sun.

I kissed her. She responded immediately. Her hands gripped my shoulders. Pulled me down onto the mat.

We undressed each other slowly and deliberately, taking our time. The morning was ours and we had nowhere to be.

She lay back on the mat and I settled between her legs, kissing down her body. She tasted like salt and sunscreen. I found the heat between her thighs.

I used my mouth on her with slow, focused attention. She guided me with her breathing - a sharp inhale when I hit the right spot, a long exhale when I needed to adjust.

"There. Stay there."

I did. My tongue working her clit. Two fingers inside. Matching the rhythm of her breath.

She came quietly. Shaking. Her thighs clenching around my head.

When she recovered, she pulled me up. Kissed me. Tasted herself on my lips.

"Now I want you inside me."

We moved into position, spooning on the yoga mat while facing the ocean. She guided me inside from behind with slow, deliberate movements until I was buried deep.

"Match my breathing," she said. "In when you push. Out when you pull."

I followed her lead. Slow rhythm. Deliberate. Each thrust synchronized with her breath. In. Out. In. Out.

There was no rush. No clawing or teasing. Just the heat of her breath syncing with mine and the slide of her body against my back. Every inch of skin touching, grounding me in the moment.

She reached between her legs. Touched herself while I moved inside her. Matched the breathing rhythm with her fingers.

"Don't stop," she breathed. "Keep this pace."

I maintained it. Even when I got close. When I wanted to go faster. Harder. I stayed with her breath. Let her control the tempo.

She came again. Quiet intensity. Her whole body trembling.

"One more," she whispered. "On your back."

I pulled out and lay back on the mat. She stood for a second, silhouetted against the sunrise, then stepped over me. She didn't face me this time. She turned around, presenting her back to me.

"Watch," she said.

She lowered herself slowly. I watched her ass descended, her wet pussy swallowing my cock inch by inch until she was seated fully on my lap. The view was incredible-the arch of her spine, the smooth curve of her ass spreading against my thighs, the silver streaks in her bun catching the light.

She began to ride. Slow at first. Using her core strength to lift and lower herself with terrifying precision. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my shins, stretching her back in a way that tightened her internal muscles around me like a vice.

"Deep breath," she commanded, though her voice was tight.

I reached up. Cupped her ass. The skin was cool from the morning air but she was burning up inside. I guided her rhythm, pulling her down harder with each stroke. She looked back over her shoulder, meeting my gaze. Her face was flushed, eyes dark with focus.

She picked up the pace. Bouncing now. Harder. The wet sound of skin slapping skin joined the rhythm of the waves. I could see everything-her opening stretching around me, her body working, the sheer physical control she had even in pleasure.

Then her hand reached back between my legs. Found my balls. Cupped them gently while she continued riding. The dual sensation made me gasp-her tight heat sliding up and down my shaft while her fingers explored below with deliberate curiosity.

She rolled them in her palm. Squeezed lightly. Then her fingertips began to tickle and tease with feather-light touches that sent electricity shooting up my spine. The contrast between the firm grip of her pussy and the gentle teasing of her fingers was overwhelming.

"You like that?" she asked, voice breathy but still controlled.

"Fuck, yes."

She increased both sensations-riding harder while her fingers continued their maddening exploration. Tickling. Cupping. Rolling. Each touch perfectly timed with her movements.

"Now you," she gasped, looking back at me again. "Let go."

I drove my hips up. Met her descent. Buried myself as deep as I could go. The combination of her hand and her body pushed me over the edge. I finished inside her with a groan, my hands gripping her hips tight as she rode out the aftershocks, her fingers still gently cupping me through the waves of pleasure.

We lay there still connected, watching the sun climb fully above the horizon. Orange and pink painted the sky. The ocean reflected it all back like a mirror. Beautiful and surreal and temporary.

"This is my favorite way," she said quietly. "Slow. Present."

"Mine too."

She turned her head. Kissed my shoulder. "I spent two years avoiding this. Now I can't imagine going back."

"To celibacy?"

"To being alone." She paused. "Even when this ends. When we go home. I won't regret this."

The reality hung between us. Two more days. Then back to normal life. Austin. California. Chicago. Miami. Four separate lives.

Eventually we got dressed. Walked back to the cabin holding hands. The others were still sleeping. The cabin quiet except for the creak of floorboards. We made coffee together. Domestic and intimate.



That evening, all four of us sat on the deck. Drinking rum from the cabin supplies. The tropical heat had faded to warm humidity. Bearable now. Stars came out overhead. Thousands of them. No light pollution this far from the mainland.

We talked about random things. Movies we'd seen. Books we'd read. Carmen told a story about a disastrous influencer campaign. Jade complained about a client. Normal conversation. Like we were old friends on vacation.

The conversation was relaxed. Easy. We'd fallen into a rhythm. A dynamic that somehow worked despite being completely insane.

Carmen broke the comfortable silence. "What if we stopped taking turns?"

Jade looked at her. "What do you mean?"

"I mean..." Carmen's hand touched Jade's arm. Then reached for mine. "What if we all stopped taking turns? Did this together?"

The implication hung in the air.

Jade caught on. Leaned toward Carmen. Kissed her cheek while looking at me. Testing. Seeing how I'd react.

Blood rushed south. My pulse hammered.

Vanessa watched with parted lips, her breathing picking up speed. The interest in her expression was unmistakable.

"You want to?" Carmen asked me directly.

My mouth went dry. The image of the three of them together wiped the ability to form a sentence right out of my head. "Yeah," I managed. My voice sounded rough even to my own ears.

Vanessa spoke quietly. "I want to watch first. See how it goes. Then maybe... I'll join."

Jade and Carmen agreed immediately.

"Tomorrow morning," Vanessa said. "We'll try it."

The agreement settled over us. Something new. Something none of us had done before. The energy shifted. Electric.

We finished the rum. The conversation continued but the tension was different now. Anticipatory. Building toward something new. Carmen kept touching Jade's arm. Vanessa's eyes kept finding mine. The air felt charged.

When we finally went to separate rooms, I lay awake. Thinking. Tomorrow morning. A threesome. Two women. Me.

I'd had sex with each of them separately. But together? That was different. More intense. More overwhelming.

I fell asleep wondering if I could actually handle it.



Day nine. Morning.

Jade was still sleeping when the rest of us gathered in the main room. She'd stayed up late reading and drinking rum. Carmen had suggested trying the threesome while she napped. Vanessa and I had agreed.

Part of me felt guilty. Leaving her out. But another part recognized this might be easier. Three people instead of four. Less complicated for a first attempt.

"She'll be pissed she missed it," Carmen said. Stating the obvious.

"We'll make it up to her," Vanessa replied. Trying to convince herself as much as us.

We pushed furniture aside. Made space on the floor. Laid out the mats and towels.

Vanessa stood back initially. Watching. Just observing like she'd said she wanted. But when Carmen started undressing, beckoning her closer, something shifted in Vanessa's expression. The control cracked.

She moved forward. Helped Carmen with the bikini top. The watching phase lasted maybe thirty seconds before she was fully participating.

Carmen untied Vanessa's one-piece. Peeled it down her shoulders. Revealed her breasts. Kissed her collarbone. Vanessa responded with a soft sound, pulling Carmen's bikini bottoms off. Their bodies pressed together. Soft curves meeting. Two beautiful women exploring each other. For a moment they forgot I was there.

Then they remembered. Turned to me. Both smiling.

They undressed me together. Four hands. Two mouths. Carmen unbuttoned my shorts. Vanessa pulled my shirt over my head. Overwhelming even before anything really started.

Carmen kissed me while Vanessa kissed down my chest. Then lower.

They both knelt in front of me, looked up with hungry eyes, and then worked together in a way that short-circuited my brain.

Two mouths on my cock, alternating and collaborating. Vanessa's tongue traced the underside while Carmen's lips sealed around the head, then they switched. I couldn't tell where one mouth ended and the other began.

My knees buckled. I gripped one shoulder in each hand and tried to stay upright.

"Lie down," Vanessa said.

I did. They followed.

I lost track of who was where. Soft lips dragged down my stomach while hot, wet suction tightened around my cock. I looked down to see dark hair and silver-streaked waves tangled together, two mouths working in a rhythm that made my vision swim.

"I need him inside me," Carmen said. She climbed on top. Sank down onto my cock. Slow. Taking her time.

Vanessa moved up. Straddled my face. I gripped her thighs. Pulled her down. Used my mouth on her while Carmen rode me.

Vanessa's breath stayed controlled even now. "Slower. Stay with me."

Carmen moved in rhythm with Vanessa's breathing. They were synchronizing. Working together.

I was drowning in it. Couldn't track whose wetness I was tasting or whose heat was wrapped around my cock. Vanessa ground down on my face while Carmen rode me with increasing desperation. My hands gripped Vanessa's thighs on instinct while my hips thrust upward. Thought disappeared completely - there was only sensation flooding every nerve.

"Switch," Vanessa said after several minutes. Her voice breathless but controlled.

They changed positions. Vanessa rode me now with that intense focus that was purely hers, brown eyes burning into mine. Carmen sat on my face with playful energy, grinding and teasing.

Carmen's teasing started. "Not yet, handsome. Hold on. Make it last."

Vanessa maintained her steady rhythm. Breath-guided. In. Out. Even while I was inside her. Even while she was riding me.

"I want to try something," Vanessa said. She climbed off me. Looked at Carmen. "Get down on all fours."

Carmen moved off my face, and positioned herself on the mat. Vanessa lay down in front of Carmen, presenting her pussy to Carmen's flushed face. Carme leaned forwards, her hands gripping Vanessa's muscular thighs, pulling her closer, and I heard the wet sounds of Carmen's tongue working.

"Tyler," Vanessa said. Her voice tight with pleasure. "Take Carmen. From behind."

I moved behind Carmen. Her ass was angled straight up, her face buried between Vanessa's thighs. Her pussy glistened with wetness, presenting itself to me.

I gripped her hips. Pushed inside. She moaned against Vanessa's heat, the vibration making Vanessa gasp.

"Harder," Vanessa said. Not sure if she meant Carmen's tongue or my thrusts. Maybe both.

I fucked Carmen hard. Each thrust pushed her face deeper into Vanessa. Carmen's muffled sounds of pleasure mixed with Vanessa's controlled breathing that was starting to break.

Carmen's body rocked with each impact. Her hands gripped Vanessa's thighs tighter. The wet sounds multiplied - my cock driving into Carmen, Carmen's mouth working Vanessa, all of it blending together.

Above them, Vanessa's breasts bounced with every thrust I delivered to Carmen. The movement rippled through both their bodies. I couldn't look away from the sight - Vanessa's full tits swaying, Carmen's ass taking each impact.

"Don't stop," Vanessa said. Her breath finally losing that perfect control. "Either of you. Don't stop."

I pounded into Carmen harder. Faster. Her ass bounced with each thrust. She was taking it eagerly, pushing back to meet me while still servicing Vanessa with her tongue.

I brought my hand down on Carmen's ass. Sharp. The crack echoed in the room. She moaned louder against Vanessa's pussy. I spanked her again. Harder. Her skin flushed pink where my palm landed.

Vanessa's hands tangled in Carmen's hair. Holding her in place. Grinding down on her face. The composed yoga instructor was gone - this was pure need.

Carmen came first. Her whole body tensed. Muffled cries against Vanessa's pussy. The contractions around my cock almost pushed me over the edge but I held on.

"Keep going," Vanessa gasped. "I'm close."

I kept fucking Carmen through her orgasm. She kept working Vanessa with her tongue even as she shook. Dedicated. Determined.

Vanessa's breath hitched. Once. Twice. Then she came with a long, low moan that filled the room. Her thighs clamped around Carmen's head. Her whole body shuddered.

I was right on the edge. Couldn't hold back much longer.

"Pull out," Vanessa said. Still catching her breath. "I want it in my throat."

I pulled out of Carmen. She whimpered at the loss, her body still trembling from her orgasm. I moved around to where Vanessa lay on the mat.

Vanessa positioned herself deliberately. She lay back, propped herself up slightly on her elbows, and tilted her head back. The angle opened her throat. Her dark hair spread across the mat beneath her. Those warm brown eyes looked up at me with clear invitation.

I straddled her chest, my knees on either side of her ribs. My cock was slick from Carmen's wetness, still rock hard and desperate for release. Vanessa opened her mouth wide, tongue out, ready.

I pushed inside. Slowly at first. Her lips sealed around me. Then deeper. Her throat opened to accept me, relaxing with the practiced control of someone who knew exactly what she was doing.

The sensation was incredible. Tight. Wet. Hot. I could see everything from this angle - my cock disappearing into her mouth, sliding deeper into her throat. The outline of my shaft visible beneath the skin of her neck as I pushed in fully.

I started to thrust. Gentle at first, then harder as she took it without resistance. Her throat contracted around me with each movement. Swallowing reflexively. The muscles working my length.

Carmen moved beside us. I felt her presence before I saw her. Then her mouth was on my balls, warm and wet. She sucked gently, her tongue working over the sensitive skin while I continued fucking Vanessa's throat.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. Vanessa's throat squeezing me with each thrust. Carmen's mouth providing constant stimulation below. I couldn't process it all. Couldn't think. Could only feel.

Vanessa's hands gripped my thighs. Not pushing me away - pulling me deeper. Encouraging me. Her eyes watered slightly but never closed. She watched me the whole time with that intense focus.

I thrust faster. Deeper. My cock buried completely in her throat with each stroke. Carmen's tongue traced patterns on my balls, occasionally taking one fully into her mouth before switching to the other.

The pressure built rapidly. Too much stimulation. Too intense. I was right on the edge.

"I'm going to come," I managed to say. Warning her.

Vanessa's grip on my thighs tightened. She didn't pull back. Didn't hesitate. She wanted it.

I came hard, buried deep in Vanessa's throat. The orgasm hit like a wave, intense and prolonged. My cock pulsed again and again, each contraction sending another surge down her throat.

Vanessa swallowed around me. I felt every movement of her throat muscles working to take it all. She didn't spill a drop. Just kept swallowing, milking every last pulse from me.

Carmen kept working my balls through it all. Her mouth gentle but persistent, prolonging each wave of pleasure until I was completely spent.

When I finally pulled out, Vanessa gasped for air. Her chest heaved. Saliva connected my cock to her lips for a moment before breaking. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at me with pure satisfaction in her eyes.

"Perfect," she said, her voice slightly hoarse.

Before I could even process what had just happened, Carmen was there. Hungry. Desperate. She grabbed my still-sensitive cock and wrapped her lips around it without hesitation.

"Carmen-" I started, but the word died in my throat.

She sucked hard. Aggressive. Her tongue worked over the head, seeking out every last drop. I was already spent but she didn't care. She wanted it all.

The sensitivity was almost painful. Too much. But she kept going, hollowing her cheeks, creating suction that pulled sensations from me I didn't know I had left.

My legs started shaking. I couldn't stay upright. My hands found her hair, not to guide her but just to hold on to something. She moaned around my cock, the vibration traveling through my oversensitive flesh.

She sucked and licked and worked me over until I was trembling uncontrollably. Until there was nothing left to give. Until I was completely, utterly drained.

Finally, she pulled back. Licked her lips. Grinned up at me with wild satisfaction in her eyes.

"Couldn't let any go to waste," she said, breathing hard.

All three of us collapsed in a tangle of limbs on the floor. The room smelled like sex and coconut sunscreen. Someone's hair was in my face. A leg draped over mine. I couldn't tell whose was whose and didn't care.

"Holy shit," Carmen said. Her hand found mine. Squeezed.

Vanessa wiped her mouth. Smiled. "That was... intense."

"Intense," I managed. Understatement. My whole body felt like liquid. Boneless.

I couldn't speak beyond that. Couldn't form coherent thoughts. Two women had just coordinated and collaborated to completely destroy me. I was living a fantasy I hadn't even known existed until five minutes ago.

Eventually Carmen got up, joints popping, and brought water for all of us. We drank in silence and recovered slowly.

"We should do that again," Carmen said. "With Jade next time."

"Definitely," Vanessa agreed.

We moved out to the deck after cleaning up. Put the furniture back. Tried to make it look normal. But the energy was different. Satisfied. Glowing.



Afternoon.

Jade woke up around noon. I heard her bedroom door open. Footsteps in the hall. She came out to the main room, then spotted us through the window on the deck. Hair messy from sleep. Still in just a tank top and underwear.

She stepped outside. Looked at the three of us. Still lounging. Still looking satisfied. The mats and towels were back in place but the evidence was obvious. The way we were sitting. The looks on our faces.

She put it together immediately.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Her voice was sharp. "You did it without me?"

"You were sleeping," Carmen said. "We didn't want to wake you."

"Bullshit. You left me out."

Vanessa stood. "Jade, we're sorry. That wasn't fair."

"No. It wasn't." She looked at me. "Tonight. Full attention. Got it?"

"Yeah. Got it."

She stormed back to her room. Slammed the door.

Carmen and Vanessa exchanged looks. Guilty. They'd known this would happen.

"We need to balance this better," Vanessa said quietly. "Include everyone."

"Tonight," I said. "I'll make it up to her."

The rest of the afternoon was tense. Jade stayed in her room. Door closed. I could hear her moving around. Pacing maybe. Processing.

She came out for lunch. Didn't talk much. Just ate crackers and fruit. Watched us with sharp green eyes. The competition wasn't playful anymore. It was real. She felt excluded. Left behind.

Carmen tried to joke. Jade didn't laugh.

Vanessa tried to apologize again. Jade waved her off.

The air in the cabin changed. Heavy. Sharp. We'd crossed a line together but left Jade behind. She ate her crackers like she wanted to crush them. There was no playful banter today.

We'd have to fix this. Tonight.

I spent the afternoon thinking about how to make it up to her. What she'd want. What she'd need. The answer was obvious. Attention. Full attention. No sharing. No splitting focus.

Just her.

One more day on the island. The boat would arrive tomorrow morning. Then this would all end. Back to reality. Back to normal life.

But for now, we had tonight and tomorrow. One more day to figure out how four people could share this impossible situation without hurting each other.

I hoped it was enough time.


⚜




Chapter 5

⚜

Day nine. Evening.

The sun was setting when Jade found me on the deck. I'd been sitting alone, watching the sky turn orange and pink. Thinking about tomorrow. The boat would arrive. This would all end.

She appeared beside me without warning. Red bikini. Auburn hair loose around her shoulders. Green eyes locked on mine with that competitive intensity I'd learned to recognize.

"We need to talk," she said.

"Okay."

"I felt left out this morning. You know that."

"I know. I'm sorry."

"I don't want an apology." She sat on the edge of my chair. Close. Her bare thigh pressed against mine. "I want your full attention. Right now. Just me."

Heat flooded through me. "Yeah. Okay."

She stood. Held out her hand. "Then come with me."

I followed her to her room. The door clicked shut behind us. She turned to face me with that fierce look that was pure Jade.

"I want you to fuck me like you're claiming me," she said. No preamble. Direct as always. "Show me I matter. Show me I'm not last priority."

"You're not-"

"Then prove it." She kissed me hard. Demanding. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in.

I responded with equal intensity. Pulled her against me. She made a satisfied sound. Ground her hips against mine. Her body was hot against me. The red bikini barely there between us. I could feel every curve. Every breath.

She bit my lower lip. Hard enough to sting. Her hands slid down my chest. Possessive. Taking what she wanted.

We undressed each other fast. Urgent. She stripped off her bikini top. I pulled off my shirt. Her hands worked my shorts. Mine found her bikini bottoms. Within seconds we were both naked.

She dropped to her knees. Looked up at me with those green eyes. "I'm going to make you forget this morning even happened."

She took me in her mouth without warning. Deep. Enthusiastic. Her hand gripped the base while her lips sealed around me. The wet heat was immediate and overwhelming.

She went to work immediately. Raw enthusiasm and relentless pace. Wet heat and suction, her throat opening inch by inch as she took me deeper.

Auburn hair fell around her face. She watched me the whole time. Challenging. Daring me to look away. Each bob of her head pushed her further down my shaft without hesitation.

I tangled my fingers in her hair. She hummed her approval. The vibration traveled straight through me.

"Harder," she demanded, pulling back just long enough to speak. Saliva glistened on her lips. "Use me. Don't treat me gentle."

I tightened my grip in her hair. Guided her back onto me. Controlled the pace. Faster. Rougher. She opened her jaw wider and took it without flinching.

Her nails carved tracks into my thighs. She didn't gag. Didn't hesitate. Just devoured me with the same intensity she brought to every challenge.

Slick, messy sounds echoed in the small room. My pulse hammered in my ears. Her breathing stayed ragged through her nose but she never slowed.

My thighs started shaking. Too close. I yanked her back by the hair before I lost it completely.

She gasped. Mascara streaked. Lips swollen and red. That triumphant grin spread across her face.

"Turn around," I said. Voice rough.

She stood. Bent over the bed without hesitation. Hands gripping the sheets. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

"Give it to me," she said. "Rough. Like you mean it."

I gripped her hips. Lined myself up. Pushed inside.

She was soaked. Took me to the hilt with a groan. I didn't ease in. She'd asked for rough. I gave it to her from the first thrust.

Hard strokes. Relentless pace. Each impact drew a gasp. Skin slapping skin echoed off the walls. Her moans climbed in volume.

"Pull my hair," she ordered. Not a request.

I grabbed a fistful of auburn strands. Yanked. Her spine curved, ass lifting higher. A shout tore out of her.

"More. Stop holding back."

I wrapped her hair tighter around my fist. Used it to pull her back onto each thrust. Drove deeper. Faster.

The angle let me bury myself completely. Hot and slick and gripping. Her breasts swayed beneath her. Thighs shook with the force.

"Yes. Fuck. Exactly like that."

My free hand cracked across her ass. The impact echoed.

"Again," she demanded through clenched teeth.

I spanked her a second time. Then a third. Red bloomed across her freckled skin. She arched into the sting and drove back harder onto my cock.

"Show me," she said between gasps. "Show me you want me."

I gave her everything she asked for. Rough and hard and unrelenting. Hair pulled tight. Spanking her ass until it was red. Fucking her with an intensity that matched her need.

She was loud. Didn't try to stay quiet. Didn't care who heard.

"I can take more than they ever could," she gasped. "Show me you know it."

Even mid-fuck, she had to compete. Had to win.

I gave her what she wanted. Pounded into her without mercy. The bed frame groaned and scraped across the floor.

She came with a scream muffled by the mattress. Her inner muscles clamped down like a vice. The sound still carried through the thin walls-she wanted them to hear.

I kept going. Riding through her orgasm. She was sensitive. Overstimulated. But she didn't tell me to stop.

"On my back," she gasped. "Pull out. Finish on my back."

I was close. Too close to argue. I pulled out and she stayed bent over, hands gripping the sheets, back arched and waiting.

A few quick pumps and I came across her lower back in hot streaks. She groaned as the heat hit her skin.

I stood there breathing hard. Watching my cum on her freckled skin. She stayed bent over for a moment. Catching her breath. Then slowly straightened.

She looked back at me. Satisfied. "That's what I needed."

She grabbed a towel. Wiped herself off. Got dressed like nothing had happened. Red bikini back on. Hair smoothed back into place.

"Thanks," she said casually. Like I'd helped her move furniture again. "Just needed to know I mattered."

"You do."

She smiled. Real this time. Not competitive. Just genuine. "I know. Now."

She left. I collapsed onto her bed. Stared at the ceiling. Processing.

Tomorrow the boat would come. One more day. One more morning.

And I had a feeling tomorrow would be even more intense than tonight.



Day ten. Early morning.

I woke before dawn. The sky held that deep blue before sunrise. Last morning on the island. The boat would arrive later today. Back to Austin. Back to my old life.

Movement in the main room. Voices. All three women awake.

I got dressed and walked out. Found them on the deck watching the horizon. They turned when I appeared.

"Morning," Vanessa said. Her voice carried that instructor calm, but heat simmered beneath it.

"Last morning," Carmen added with a knowing smile.

"Boat comes today," Jade said. "We should use every minute we have left."

They all looked at me. The implication settled heavy in the humid air.

"All of us," Vanessa said. "Together. One final time."

My stomach tightened. Cock already stirring.

"Yeah," I said. My voice came out rough. "Let's do it."

Carmen grinned. "Come on then."

They led me to the main room. The furniture had been shoved against the walls. Mats covered the floor. Towels stacked nearby. They'd planned this while I slept.

Three women facing me. Vanessa in her black one-piece. Carmen in white. Jade in red.

"No one gets left out this time," Jade said, eyes on me.

"Everyone gets attention," Carmen added.

Vanessa stepped close. "You won't forget this."

They descended on each other first. Hands peeling away fabric. Vanessa stripped Carmen's bikini top. Jade untied Vanessa's one-piece. Carmen slid Jade's bottoms down her legs, then shimmied out of her own. Bodies pressed together as they worked.

I stood frozen. Couldn't have looked away if the cabin caught fire. The casual intimacy of it. Carmen's palms on Vanessa's ribs. Jade's mouth on Carmen's shoulder. Vanessa's fingernails tracing Jade's spine. They knew exactly what they were doing to me.

Then they undressed me together. Six hands. Three mouths.

Carmen unbuttoned my shorts. Jade pulled my shirt over my head. Vanessa kissed down my chest while the others worked. Their hands everywhere at once. Touching. Exploring. Building anticipation.

They guided me down to the mats. I lay back. They knelt around me.

"We're going to start together," Vanessa said. Her voice controlled but breathless. "All three of us."

They knelt between my legs. Three faces tilted up. Dark eyes. Warm brown. Fierce green.

Then three mouths descended at once.

Every thought evaporated.

Who was doing what became impossible to track. A tongue traced patterns. Lips sealed tight and pulled. A hand stroked firmly. They rotated positions seamlessly. Covering every inch.

Three heads between my thighs. The weight. The wet sounds echoing off the walls. All that hair-silver-streaked brown, black, auburn-tangled together in a way that made my chest tighten.

I gripped the mat hard enough to hurt. Tried to anchor myself. Failed spectacularly.

Jade took me into her throat while the other two worked the shaft. Then Carmen replaced her, tongue swirling playfully. Then Vanessa, slow and deliberate, refusing to let me look away.

The place smelled like coconut oil and sex. Three gorgeous women working in perfect coordination. My brain reduced to static.

"Jesus Christ," I managed.

Carmen pulled off with a wet pop. Grinned up at me. "Just warming up, handsome."

Vanessa moved first. Climbed on top. Lowered herself onto my cock slow and deliberate, taking me all the way inside with a controlled exhale.

Carmen straddled my face. Her wet heat inches from my mouth. "Your turn to work," she said playfully.

I gripped her thighs. Pulled her down. Used my tongue on her. She gasped. Ground down onto my face.

Jade wasn't content to watch. She crowded in beside us, one hand between her own legs while the other gripped my thigh. Her mouth found my neck. Teeth scraped skin.

"Don't you dare forget I'm here," she growled against my ear.

She leaned over to whisper something to Carmen. Carmen laughed breathlessly and ground down harder on my face. Then Jade kissed Vanessa's shoulder, murmured words I couldn't make out. Vanessa's controlled rhythm faltered for a heartbeat.

Vanessa rode me with perfect muscular control. Her thighs gripped tight. She refused to break eye contact, anchoring me even as sensation threatened to drag me under. She demanded my full presence.

"Stay with me," she whispered. "Don't rush this."

Carmen moved above my face, hips rolling. Her taste flooded my mouth-sweet and musky and overwhelming. "Hold on, handsome. We're not done with you yet."

Soft skin, sharp nails, wet heat everywhere. I lost the ability to track who was doing what-Vanessa's heat, Carmen's wetness, Jade's soft hands. The input jammed together. I stopped thinking and just held on.

"Switch," Vanessa said. Her voice strained. Close to breaking.

They rearranged. Carmen impaled herself on my cock with an enthusiastic moan. Jade straddled my face, thighs clamping tight around my head. Vanessa moved between them, hands guiding Carmen's hips, mouth finding Jade's breasts. Jade pressed down onto my tongue. "Look at me," she ordered. Her hand tangled in my hair, forcing my head at the angle she wanted.

I looked up. Met her stare. Fierce. Possessive. All three women moving above me. Using me. Coordinating like they'd rehearsed.

Carmen bounced hard, chasing her own pleasure. "Fuck, you're perfect for this."

Vanessa's hands steadied everyone. Adjusting angles. Slowing Carmen down. Her yoga-instructor voice cutting through. "Everyone breathe. Stay in the moment."

Another rotation. Jade mounted me with aggressive intent, slamming her hips down. Vanessa moved to my face, grinding in controlled circles matched to her inhales.

Carmen kissed shoulders. Touched breasts. Whispered encouragement I couldn't quite hear over the rush in my ears.

Every time I thought I was about to lose it, one of them would slow down or pull back. They kept me right on the edge. Like they were doing it on purpose. Which they absolutely were.

"He's right there," Carmen observed. Always reading me. "Feel how tense he is."

"Not yet," Vanessa said. She climbed off my face. "One more position first."

They moved together. Got on all fours in a line in front of me. Three perfect asses presented. Three wet pussies on display.

Jade on the left. Carmen in the middle. Vanessa on the right.

All three looked back over their shoulders at me. Their hands moved between their legs. Touching themselves. Fingers sliding through wetness.

"Come here," Jade commanded. Arching her back. Making herself even more available.

"No, me first," Carmen said. Her hips swaying. "Please, handsome. I need you."

Vanessa said nothing. Just watched me with those warm brown eyes while her fingers circled her clit. Her back arched in a perfect yoga pose.

I knelt behind Carmen first. Gripped her hips. Pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

She gasped. Pushed back against me. "Yes. Fuck yes."

I set a hard rhythm. Carmen met every thrust. Her ass bouncing against my hips. The wet sounds filling the studio.

"My turn," Jade said. Impatient. "Come on."

I pulled out of Carmen. Moved to Jade. Entered her just as hard.

She groaned. Dropped her head between her shoulders. "Harder. Don't hold back."

I fucked her rough. The way she wanted. Her fingers still working her clit. Her whole body tense.

"Please," Vanessa said softly. "I want you too."

I switched to her. Slid inside her tight heat. She exhaled slowly. Controlled even now.

"Perfect," she whispered. "Just like that."

I moved between them. Fucking each one for a dozen strokes before switching. They begged. Pleaded. Arched their backs and pushed their asses higher.

"Don't stop," Carmen moaned.

"Fuck me harder," Jade demanded.

"Please," Vanessa breathed. "More."

Three gorgeous women on their knees. All of them wet and desperate. All of them mine in this moment.

I couldn't hold back much longer.

"Where are you coming?" Jade demanded, still riding hard.

I tried to answer. My brain had stopped forming words.

"All of us," Vanessa said. Taking charge. "We all want a taste."

They rearranged me. Got me standing. All three knelt in front of me. Three faces tilted up. Three mouths open and waiting.

"Start with me," Carmen said. Her hand wrapped around my base. Guiding me to her lips.

I pushed into her mouth. Deep. Her throat opened for me. I held there for a moment, then pulled back and thrust again. Deeper this time.

The pressure built fast. Too fast.

I pulled out and moved to Jade. She grabbed my hips and pulled me forward. Took me to the back of her throat in one motion. Her eyes watered but she didn't pull away.

"Fuck," I groaned. Right on the edge.

Jade released me. I moved to Vanessa. She opened her mouth and I slid inside. That same focused intensity. Her throat muscles working around me.

The first pulse hit. I buried myself deep in Vanessa's throat and came. She swallowed. Held me there while I pulsed.

Before I finished, I pulled out and moved to Carmen. Pushed deep into her mouth. Another surge of cum. She moaned around me. Swallowed eagerly.

Then to Jade. I thrust into her throat. More cum pulsing. She took it all. Her hands gripping my thighs.

Back to Vanessa. Another deep thrust. Another pulse. She maintained eye contact the whole time. Swallowing steadily.

I moved between them. Delivering cum to each mouth. Each throat. They took turns. Shared me. Swallowed everything I gave them.

When I finally finished, I pulled back. All three licked their lips. Satisfied smiles on their faces.

"Perfect," Vanessa said. Her voice slightly hoarse.

They eased me down to the mats. I collapsed. Every muscle liquid.

They piled around me. Intertwined and breathless. Fingers tracing idle patterns. Satisfied hums and quiet laughter.

"Christ," I said. First words I could manage.

We lay there in silence. Just breathing. Just existing together. The boat would come soon. This would end. But for now, this moment was ours.

The best ten days of my life. And I didn't want them to end.



An hour later, the motor sound cut through the morning quiet.

We scrambled. Threw on clothes. Shoved furniture back into place. Tried to look like we hadn't just spent the morning in a four-person tangle on the floor.

I grabbed my already-packed bags. The women did the same. We walked down to the dock together.

The boat approached. Captain Rodriguez at the helm. Same guy who'd dropped the women off ten days ago.

He tied up and stepped onto the dock. Looked at the four of us. His eyebrow climbed but he didn't comment on our disheveled appearance.

"Apologies for the delay," he said. "Radio confusion between the charter companies. Both of you"-he gestured at me, then the women-"got booked through different systems. Took us a few days to sort it all out and realize we had people stranded out here."

"What about Captain Juan?" I asked. "He was supposed to pick me up."

"Juan's boat had engine trouble yesterday. Company asked me to grab both parties since I was coming out anyway. He'll get his fee. Don't worry."

Made sense. Sort of. At least it closed the loop.

"Everyone ready?" Rodriguez asked.

"Yeah," I said.

We loaded bags onto the boat. Stood together on the deck as the engine roared to life. The island started to shrink behind us.

Carmen pulled out her phone. "We should exchange numbers. All of us."

We did. Created a group text. Typed in names. Made promises about staying in touch.

But reality was already creeping in. Austin. California. Chicago. Miami. Four separate lives waiting.

The mainland grew larger ahead.

I looked back once at the island. Ten days ago I'd come here to disappear. Now I was leaving with three women's numbers and no idea how the hell real life was supposed to compete.

And I didn't want it to end.
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Welcome to the Sky Villa, where service means surrender. Hired as a maid in the glittering penthouse of Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, I quickly learned my duties went far beyond cleaning—my body became an amenity for Marcus, his elegant wife Eliza, and their powerful guests. Each encounter, from the first lingering touch during my uniform fitting to being shared at high-stakes parties, stripped away my inhibitions and awakened a hunger I never expected. In this world of luxury and pleasure, I discovered just how much I craved being the Free Use Maid.
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Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.
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After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!
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Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.
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One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.
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In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.
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Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.
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Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.
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Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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