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The Last Weekend

The villa sat at the end of a long, private driveway, surrounded by tall trees that made it feel completely cut off from the rest of the world. It was exactly what they had wanted — luxurious, secluded, and far enough from the city that no one would bother them for the entire weekend.

Lila stepped out of the car and looked up at the house. It was bigger than she had expected. Two stories, floor-to-ceiling windows, and a large balcony that overlooked the pool. For a moment, she just stood there, letting the warm afternoon breeze move through her hair.

Behind her, the car doors opened and closed as her friends started unloading their bags.

“Jesus, Lila,” Maya said, dragging her suitcase across the gravel. “You really went all out for your last weekend of freedom.”

Lila gave a small smile but didn’t reply right away.

She was getting married in exactly fourteen days.

Fourteen days until she became someone’s wife. Until the life she had carefully built over the past few years became permanent. The dresses were already picked. The venue was booked. The invitations had been sent. Everything was in place.

And yet, standing in front of this villa, she felt a strange tightness in her chest.

“You okay?” Jade asked quietly, coming up beside her. Jade was the only one who could read her this well.

“I’m fine,” Lila said. “Just... taking it in.”

Jade studied her for a second, then nodded. She didn’t push.

The other three women were already making their way toward the front door, laughing and talking loudly. Sofia was already planning where they should put the alcohol. Tara was filming everything on her phone. Maya was already cracking jokes about how they were going to ruin Lila before she walked down the aisle.

Lila watched them for a moment.

These were her closest friends. The women who had seen her through breakups, career changes, and family drama. They had been there when she met Daniel. They had helped her pick out her wedding dress. And now they were here to give her one last weekend to be completely selfish.

She knew what they had planned.

They hadn’t said it out loud yet, but she could feel it in the air. This wasn’t going to be a normal bachelorette weekend with cocktails and strippers and dancing. They wanted more than that. And deep down, Lila knew she wanted more too.

She just wasn’t sure how far she was actually willing to go.

“Coming?” Maya called from the doorway, holding up a bottle of champagne she had already pulled from one of the bags.

Lila took a deep breath and smiled.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m coming.”

As she walked toward the villa, she felt the weight of the next three days settle over her.

This weekend, she wasn’t going to be the responsible one. She wasn’t going to be the good girl who always did what she was supposed to do.

This weekend, she was going to let herself want things.

Even if those things were dangerous.

Even if those things would make it harder to go back to her real life on Monday.

She stepped inside the villa and closed the door behind her.
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The Hire

By the time the sun started setting, the villa was already a mess in the best way.

Empty champagne glasses sat on the kitchen island. Someone had connected their phone to the sound system, and low music played through the speakers. The sliding glass doors were open, letting in the warm evening air and the sound of the pool filter humming quietly outside.

Lila sat on one of the large couches with her legs tucked under her, a half-finished glass of wine in her hand. Across from her, Maya was sprawled out dramatically, already on her second drink. Sofia was in the kitchen opening another bottle, while Tara and Jade argued playfully about what playlist they should put on next.

It felt easy. Familiar.

For a little while, Lila almost forgot why they were really here.

Almost.

“So,” Maya said, sitting up and looking directly at Lila. “Are we going to talk about it, or are we going to pretend this is just a normal girls’ trip?”

Lila raised an eyebrow.

“Talk about what?”

“About what we’re actually doing this weekend.”

Sofia walked back into the living room with a fresh bottle of wine and sat down.

“We’ve been tiptoeing around it since we got here.”

Lila stayed quiet.

She knew this conversation was coming. She had known it the moment they booked the villa. Her friends weren’t the type to do a tame bachelorette weekend with matching shirts and penis straws. They wanted something real. Something they could actually remember.

And Lila hadn’t stopped them when they started planning.

“We already have the villa,” Tara said, swirling the wine in her glass. “We have privacy. No one’s going to bother us out here.” She looked at Lila. “So the question is... how far do you actually want to go?”

Lila took a slow sip of her wine before answering.

“I don’t know yet,” she admitted.

Maya leaned forward, her expression more serious now.

“You’re getting married in two weeks, Lila. After that, you’re going to be someone’s wife. You’re going to have responsibilities. Expectations. You’re never going to get another weekend like this again.”

“I know that,” Lila said.

“So then stop overthinking it,” Maya replied. “Just tell us what you want.”

Lila looked down at her glass.

What did she want?

She had spent the last few months being the perfect fiancée. She had smiled through engagement photos, picked out centerpieces, and listened to her future mother-in-law’s opinions about everything from the guest list to the cake flavor. She had been patient. She had been good.

And underneath all of it, there was a part of her that felt like she was disappearing.

“I want to stop being careful,” she finally said. “Just for a few days.”

The room went quiet for a moment.

Then Sofia smiled.

“Okay. Then let’s not be careful.”

Tara sat up straighter.

“So... are we doing this properly?”

Maya looked around at the group, then back at Lila.

“We hire someone,” she said. “Not just some random stripper from an agency who’s going to do a five-minute dance and leave. We find someone who’s actually willing to stay. Someone who can handle all of us.”

Lila’s stomach tightened.

She knew what Maya was suggesting.

They had talked about it vaguely before — late at night, after too many drinks — but it had always felt like a fantasy. Something they joked about but would never actually do.

Now it felt real.

“And what if he says no?” Lila asked.

“Then we find someone else,” Sofia said simply. “But I don’t think he will.”

Jade had been quiet until now. She looked at Lila carefully.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked. “Once we start, it’s not going to be cute little party games. You know that, right?”

Lila met her best friend’s eyes.

“I know.”

Jade studied her for another second, then nodded slowly.

“Okay,” she said. “Then let’s do it.”

Maya picked up her phone.

“I’ll start looking,” she said. “Any preferences?”

Lila didn’t answer right away.

She thought about Daniel. About the wedding. About the life she was supposed to step into in two weeks.

Then she pushed it all aside.

“No preferences,” she said. “Just... someone who won’t say no.”

Maya smiled.

“Got it.”

She started scrolling.
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Ryan

Ryan Torres sat in his car outside his apartment building, staring at the message on his phone.

It had come through an app he only used for work. The request was straightforward but unusually detailed:

Private bachelorette weekend. 5 women. Villa outside the city. Friday to Sunday. Full availability expected. Discretion required. $4,800 + tips.

He read it twice.

Most requests he got were for a few hours — a private dance, maybe some light play afterward. This one was different. They wanted him for the entire weekend. They were willing to pay well. And from the tone of the message, they weren’t looking for someone who would just show up, dance, and leave.

They wanted someone who could actually handle being used.

Ryan leaned his head back against the seat and exhaled slowly.

At thirty-two, he had been doing this kind of work for almost four years. It started small — private parties, the occasional “special request” from women who found him through mutual connections. Over time, it became something more consistent. He never advertised openly, but the work found him anyway.

He had a regular job too. He worked as a logistics coordinator at a warehouse on the outskirts of the city. It was quiet, stable, and completely separate from this part of his life. Most of his coworkers thought he was just a quiet guy who kept to himself and went to the gym a lot.

They had no idea.

Ryan had always been submissive. He had known it since he was in his early twenties, but he had spent years trying to ignore it. He dated normally. He tried to be the kind of man women expected — confident, in control, decisive. It never felt right. The relationships never lasted.

Eventually, he stopped pretending.

The work he did now wasn’t just about money, though the money helped. It was about the rare moments when he could stop performing and simply obey. When he could hand over control and not have to think. When he could be exactly what someone else needed without having to explain himself.

Still, he was careful. He kept this part of his life completely separate. No real names with clients. No personal information. No attachments.

This weekend would be no different.

He looked at the message again and typed his reply.

Understood. I’m available. Send the address and details.

A few minutes later, the response came through with the location and instructions.

Ryan put his phone down and stared out the windshield for a long time.

He didn’t know these women. He didn’t know what they were really like or how far they intended to take things. But he knew himself. He knew that once he agreed to something like this, he would see it through.

Even if it got heavy.

Even if it left marks.

He started the car and pulled out of the parking lot.

Three days. Five women. One weekend.

He could do that.

He had done harder things
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