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Celeste stepped out of the air-conditioned lobby and into the thick Caribbean heat, sunglasses already on, Theo two steps behind her still scrolling the itinerary on his phone.

“Pool bar is open until eleven, spa starts at eight tomorrow, and the festival kickoff is at six,” he said. “I blocked your calendar through Thursday except for the client check-in at-”

“Theo.” She stopped. “I’m on vacation. The calendar is blocked. All of it.”

He blinked. “Right. Yes. Sorry.”

The resort was loud in the way expensive places always were-music drifting from somewhere, laughter, the low roar of the ocean. Celeste followed the path toward the main pool and immediately regretted it. The place was packed. Bodies everywhere, drinks in hand, skin glistening. She wanted quiet. She got a sold-out festival week.

They reached the swim-up bar. Theo ordered her a white wine without asking. She took it and turned, already planning her escape back to the suite, when the group at the far end of the bar caught her eye.

Four young women, all early twenties, all in the smallest bikinis the resort apparently allowed. One of them-dark hair, freckles across her nose, tits practically spilling out of a hot-pink top-was laughing so hard she had to brace herself on the bar. She looked over, caught Celeste staring, and grinned like she’d been waiting for it.

“Working on vacation?” the woman called. Her voice was bright, teasing. “That’s tragic.”

Celeste’s mouth tightened. “Excuse me?”

“You’re holding your phone like it owes you money.” The woman nodded at Celeste’s hand. “And your boyfriend looks like he’s about to schedule your next breath.”

Theo made a small choking sound. “I’m not-she’s my boss.”

“Even worse.” The woman hopped off her stool. She was shorter than Celeste, curves everywhere, confidence radiating off her. “I’m Riley. These are Jade, Priya, and Tess. We’re celebrating. You should try it.”

“Celeste,” she said coolly. “And I’m not interested in celebrating.”

Riley’s eyes dragged down Celeste’s body-linen shirt, tailored shorts, the way the fabric pulled across her chest-and back up. “Shame. You look like you’d be good at it.”

Celeste felt heat crawl up her neck. She turned to Theo. “I’m going to the suite.”

“I’ll walk you-”

“No. Stay. Drink. Do whatever people do when they’re not working.”

She left before Riley could say anything else. But she felt the younger woman’s eyes on her the whole way around the pool.

An hour later Celeste was still restless. The suite was perfect-big bed, outdoor shower, ocean view-but her brain wouldn’t shut off. She changed into a swimsuit and cover-up and went back out, telling herself she just wanted a quiet corner to read.

The quiet corner didn’t exist. She ended up under a palm near the edge of the pool, book open, wine in hand, watching the crowd thin as the late-afternoon sun dropped. Most people had drifted toward the beach or the rooms. The bar was half-empty.

That’s when she saw them.

Riley and one of the others-Priya, the one with the long black braid and the gold bikini-slipped behind a row of cabanas. The farthest one had its curtain half-drawn. Celeste told herself to look away. She didn’t.

Through the gap she watched Riley push Priya down onto the wide cushioned lounger. Priya went willingly, laughing, legs already spreading. Riley climbed over her, kissed her hard, one hand sliding straight between Priya’s thighs. No preamble. Priya’s head tipped back, mouth open.

Celeste’s book slipped in her fingers.

Riley tugged the gold bikini bottom aside. Celeste could see everything-Priya’s pussy, already wet, Riley’s fingers stroking through it, spreading her open. Riley said something low. Priya nodded, hips lifting. Two fingers pushed inside. Priya’s back arched.

They weren’t quiet. Soft moans carried across the empty stretch of pool deck. Riley fucked her steadily, thumb on her clit, other hand squeezing Priya’s breast hard enough to make the flesh spill over her fingers. Priya’s hand was in Riley’s hair, holding her close while they kissed, messy and open-mouthed.

Celeste’s own thighs pressed together. She was wet. She could feel it, slick against the lining of her swimsuit. She should leave. She stayed.

Riley pulled her fingers out, shiny, and brought them to Priya’s mouth. Priya sucked them clean, eyes locked on Riley’s. Then Riley shifted down, mouth on Priya’s cunt, licking in long, deliberate strokes. Priya’s legs fell wider. One hand gripped the edge of the lounger. The other stayed in Riley’s hair, guiding her.

Celeste watched Riley’s tongue work, watched the way Priya’s stomach tensed, the way her tits bounced every time her hips jerked. Riley slid two fingers back in while she licked, curling them, and Priya came with a sharp, broken sound that Celeste felt in her own cunt.

Riley stayed there through it, licking softer, then crawled back up Priya’s body. They kissed again, slower. Priya’s hand slipped between Riley’s legs. Celeste saw Riley’s hips roll, saw her mouth open against Priya’s.

“Fuck,” Riley breathed, loud enough to carry. “Right there.”

Priya’s fingers moved faster. Riley’s free hand braced on the cushion. She came quietly, shaking, face buried in Priya’s neck, ass flexing. When she lifted her head she was smiling, flushed, completely unbothered.

They fixed their swimsuits, laughing about something Celeste couldn’t hear. Riley glanced toward the open side of the cabana-right at Celeste-and held the look for a second too long. Then she winked.

Celeste stood so fast her wine glass tipped. She caught it, heart slamming, and walked away before either of them came out. Her swimsuit was soaked. Her hands were shaking. She made it to the suite, locked the door, and leaned against it, breathing hard.

Theo knocked ten minutes later with a folder of emails.

She told him to leave them on the table and go enjoy the resort.

She didn’t open the folder. She went into the bathroom, stripped, and stood under the outdoor shower with one hand between her legs, replaying every second of what she’d seen, Riley’s mouth on Priya’s cunt, the way Riley had looked right at her after. She came fast and hard, water running over her, teeth sunk into her bottom lip so she wouldn’t make a sound.

When she finally shut the water off, her legs were unsteady.

She already knew she was in trouble.
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Celeste was halfway through her second glass of wine on the balcony when the front desk called.

Marco sounded apologetic and slightly panicked. “Ms. Moreau, I’m so sorry. There’s been a booking error. One of our guests has no room for the next two nights. Festival week, everything is full. Would you consider sharing your suite? Just two nights. We’ll comp a full spa package for you and a guest, plus daily breakfast credits.”

Celeste closed her eyes. “How small is her group?”

“She’s traveling with three friends, but their room is already at capacity. It’s only her. She’s twenty-one, very polite-”

“Fine,” Celeste said before she could talk herself out of it. “Two nights. That’s it.”

She hung up and texted Theo to stay in his own room and stop knocking unless the building was on fire.

Twenty minutes later there was a knock. Celeste opened the door and found Riley standing there in a tiny sundress, overnight bag slung over one shoulder, still flushed from the sun.

“Hey, roommate,” Riley said, grinning. “Marco said you saved my ass. Literally. My friends’ room has one bed and three people already in it.”

Celeste stepped aside. “Two nights. Daybed is yours. Bathroom has a schedule. My laptop is off-limits for commentary.”

Riley walked in, dropped her bag, and looked around. “Deal. Though the outdoor shower is going to be interesting with a schedule.”

“We’ll manage.”

They set the rules while Riley unpacked. Celeste stayed on the far side of the suite, arms crossed, trying not to watch the way the sundress rode up when Riley bent over. It didn’t work.

Riley’s friends showed up ten minutes later to drop off the rest of her things. Jade, Priya, and Tess piled into the suite like they owned it, all still in bikinis under cover-ups, carrying a bottle of something cold.

“Five minutes,” Celeste warned.

“Promise,” Tess said, already eyeing the big bed.

Jade locked the door behind them. “We just need to say goodbye properly.”

Celeste should have kicked them out. Instead she stayed on the balcony with her wine and pretended she couldn’t hear what was happening inside.

She could.

Through the open sliding door she watched Priya push Riley back onto the king bed. Riley went easily, dress already hiked up. Jade and Tess stripped out of their cover-ups. No one was shy. Priya tugged Riley’s dress off completely, leaving her in nothing but a thin thong. Riley’s tits were full and heavy, nipples tight. Priya’s mouth was on them immediately, sucking hard while Jade climbed between Riley’s legs and licked her through the thong until the fabric was soaked.

Tess knelt beside Riley’s head and kissed her, deep and filthy, one hand pinching Riley’s nipple while Priya and Jade worked lower. Jade pulled the thong aside and buried her face in Riley’s cunt. Riley moaned into Tess’s mouth, hips rolling. Celeste could see Jade’s tongue, see the way Riley’s pussy glistened, see two of Jade’s fingers sliding in and curling.

Priya moved up and straddled Riley’s face. Riley licked her without hesitation, hands gripping Priya’s ass, pulling her down. Tess shifted, got her hand between Jade’s legs, and fingered her while Jade kept eating Riley. The sounds were wet and open. Riley came first, thighs shaking around Jade’s head, mouth still working on Priya. Priya followed, grinding down, crying out. Jade and Tess weren’t far behind-Jade fucking herself on Tess’s fingers while Tess rubbed her own clit and came with her face against Riley’s neck.

They collapsed in a sweaty pile for less than a minute, laughing, kissing, then started pulling clothes back on.

“Be good,” Jade told Riley, smacking her ass. “Or don’t.”

They left. The suite smelled like sex and sunscreen.

Riley stayed naked on the bed for a moment, catching her breath, then looked toward the balcony. Celeste was still there, wine glass empty, staring.

“Rules start now?” Riley asked, voice hoarse.

“Yes.”

Riley stood, completely unselfconscious, and walked to the outdoor shower. She didn’t close the glass door all the way. Celeste watched her turn the water on, watched soap run over her tits, between her legs, down the curve of her ass. Riley took her time. When she stepped out she wrapped a towel low around her hips, leaving her breasts bare
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