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There are few clocks in the guest rooms. Time
was almost an irrelevancy on the island. That was one of the charms
of staying here, how the place seemed to be outside the hustle and
bustle, the stress and pressures of the world outside. Isola
Sabbia, which translated to something like the Island of Sand, was
off the coast of Italy, and almost in a world of its own.

It was a tiny island, but big enough for four
dozen separate little bungalow residences for the hotel's guests.
There was a small rise in the center, a hill, but not much of one.
It helped hide the bungalows from each other, for they were located
along the water's edge.

The cost of staying in one was astronomical.
This was not a place for the regular holiday crowd. This was a
place where the well-heeled came to de-stress and relax and forget
about the world for a few days or weeks.

The 'hotel' itself, was on the rise in the
center. It was where I'd come to work, after being hired by Don
Angelo, who had met me working in a Four Seasons Hotel in London.
He had seemed charming, and flirty, and rich. What wasn't to like?
The chance to come and live in Italy for a few months or maybe a
year?

The pictures of the bungalows were fabulous!
God, they were and are beautiful and luxurious! They're right on
the water, with wraparound decks and glass floors that look down
into the blue water below.

No one has to clean them of course, nor cook
their own food or do their own laundry. The rich don't do stuff
like that. That's taken care of up on the hill by people like me.
You know, regular people. Not that I do laundry. I'm a guest
facilitator, one of the people who interacts with the guests.

That means I'll bring them food or drinks or
whatever else they want, answer questions, take orders and deal
with problems that come up. Most of the guests, wherever they are
from, can speak English, which was why Don Angelo wanted people who
could speak English. I also speak French and Spanish, though, which
was another reason he hired me.

I don't kid myself that my looks weren't part
of the deal, though. My looks are always part of the deal. That's
something you get used to. Whether you like it or not is beside the
point. Men will hire me for my looks, sometimes even if I'm not as
good a candidate as someone else.

That doesn't make me feel good, of course,
but I try not to let it bother me. It is one of the benefits I get
which helps counteract the bad side of being … attractive. The bad
side is how people, mostly I mean men, will look at me everywhere I
go, like hungry dogs staring at meat.

And they'll chat you up all the time,
intruding into your personal space, whether you're buying groceries
or just going to or from work. They see you, they want you, and the
more forward (and less well-mannered) will just interrupt whatever
you're doing to try and get your number.

Sometimes a polite shake of the head is
enough. Sometimes it's not. I've had men trot along next to me
along the pavement for blocks trying to convince me to give them my
name, phone number or address! Like, go the fuck away already!

And sometimes, no matter how polite you are,
these men don't take rejection well, and will cast loud, obscene
and insulting insults your way, as if outraged that you didn't find
their presentation sufficiently of interest to grant them an
extended visit.

I must be a 'dyke' or a 'man hater', and
definitely I was a 'bitch', and, seemingly out of step with that
sort of thing, I was also certainly a 'whore' and a 'slut'. It is
tiresome, sometimes embarrassing, sometimes frightening.

That being said, I don't feel sorry for
myself for being born beautiful, or with nice hair or a great body.
I like being appreciated, like the way some men look at me, the
polite ones, like being appreciated, and have always been welcomed
by both men and women, at least in part, because people seem to
like attractive people.

Don't ask me why! I never had any problem
making lots of girlfriends, and I sure have never had any problem
finding a boyfriend. Though finding one which is worth keeping is
another story.

My name is Hannah, by the way, and I'm from
northwest London.

*

“You're kidding!”

Carmela was not kidding. She glared at me as
I stood there holding up the bathing suit. I'd just gotten there,
and she'd just shown me to the little room where I'd be sleeping
while I worked there. There were a number of blue and red bikinis
in the drawer, which they'd ordered, in my size. Blue and red were
the colors the hotel used.

The bikinis were tiny! The backs were
G-strings, not even thongs!

“Thees hees Eetalia, Eenglish Ghirl,” she
said with a sniff. “If you are shy ghirl you should just going back
home!”

Carmela was short and slim and
thirty-something and Not A Nice Person. She had a square face with
beady eyes and was in charge of the half dozen female employees,
most, like me, young and temporary. Her English was poor to
middling, and she she looked at me and everything else
suspiciously.

I had been looking forward to the new job
with a great deal of anticipation for some time. The train ride to
Italy had been delightful, and then I'd reached the coast, and
taken the boat for the trip out to the island. Everything had gone
perfectly, and the island was gorgeous, and then..

Well, I thought, staring at the two tiny
pieces of fabric. It was Italy. I mean, lots of girls went topless
when they came south to the beaches. But this was, Carmela had just
informed me, to be my daily 'uniform' while I worked there!

I protested. I went to Gianni, who was the
day manager, and he just shrugged. That was the uniform, and all
the 'girls' wore it, and that was that. My alternative was to
leave, but of course, if I did I'd have to pay them back for the
cost of the ticket. That was in the contract I'd signed, he pointed
out unsympathetically.

And, of course, I'd have to pay my own way
home, where I'd now be unemployed! I agonized over the decision,
then put on the bikini and agonized some more! The cups covered
barely less than half my breasts! I had to check the little label
to assure myself it was the right size!

They covered my nipples, then stretched
sideways for several inches, but the fabric ended just after
starting to curve around the sides of each breast. That left, in
essence, the sides of my breasts bare, along with the inner half of
each!

The bottom was... very, very short. It
consisted of a string which sat very low on my hips, and a tiny
piece of fabric, little more than a narrow inverted triangle down
the front, which started perhaps an inch above the top of my
sex!

It slid in between my legs where, just past
my sex, it turned into a finger wide strip running up between my
buttocks to the rear of the string around my waist. I'd never worn
anything half so revealing in public! I didn't even own lingerie
this revealing!

My breasts are full and heavy. Granted, I
work out a lot, and I'm barely nineteen, so they don't sag much at
all. That's pretty good given their size. But I've always had a
love-hate relationship with them. Sometimes I feel smug and coy at
the attention they get, but most of the time I get irritated at men
staring at them, and do my best not to emphasize them.

It's not like I'm huge, but I'm a slender
girl, and my breasts are – not small. They're full and round and C
cups. I looked like... a nymphet in the tiny bikini! It was a
quality top, and it supported the girls okay, but I'd still be very
visibly wobbling wherever I went, and that meant men were going to
be staring at them even more wherever I went.

As for the bikini bottom. Well, if I had any
hair at all down there I'd have to shave it off, that was for sure.
I'd never seen a bikini bottom so tiny! Wearing this all the time,
was going to practically be like walking around naked!

But it's Italy, I told myself, the land of
lazy sun and heat and water. Lots of girls go topless and quite a
few go naked. Of course, that's at the beach, not while working in
a hotel! Yes, I'd be trotting about from bungalow to bungalow, out
in the sun a lot, but I'd also be in the house on the hill dealing
with customers there.

I decided I would just have to try it. There
wasn't any real alternative. And the other girls would be wearing
the same sort of thing, right?

So, terrifically self-conscious, I left my
little room and made my way down the narrow hall of the staff
section, then down the tiled back stairs, and down another little
hall. Then, bracing myself, cringing mentally, I pushed open the
door and stepped out into the main hall.

Of course, everyone looked at me as I walked
by, especially the men! I was wearing nothing but the two little
scraps of fabric and the blocky, high heeled sandals they'd given
me. My breasts felt practically naked! My bottom actually was
naked!

I headed over to the desk, where I saw
another girl dressed in the same suit smiling at a guest as she
leaned over and showed him a map. She was blonde and big breasted
and her breasts were just so... out there! I was sure he was
staring at them not the map!

The blonde finished up with the middle aged
customer, who looked at me, dropped his eyes, and smiled. I smiled
feebly back and he turned away.

“Got to improve your smile,” the blonde said
with a big smile.

I flushed a bit. “Pardon?”

“I'm Ashley. And Carmela will slap your bare
ass if she catches you failing to smile at the customers.”

I stared at her in surprise. Surely she
didn't mean that literally?! Then again, maybe she did!

“Uhm, okay.”

“You'll get used to the suit very quickly,”
she said with a little smirk. “We all do.”

“It's … tiny!” I exclaimed.

She nodded. “Yep. We're eye candy, just like
the hotel, just like the water and beaches, and blue sky.
Everything has to be beautiful and appealing to the eye, the ear
and the taste. That's what Luis says anyway.”

“They might as well make us go naked!” I
blurted.

“Don't give them ideas,” she replied with a
laugh. “Just remember to smile a lot and be friendly, no matter
what anyone says or does. Carmela has a very fast hand and a very
old fashioned idea about how to make sure girls behave.”

“She slaps my ass I'll slap hers,” I said
darkly.

Ashley laughed. “I'd love to see that! But
that would be the end of you, dear. She's a tough bird.”

*

It was hot but we girls weren't allowed to
tie our hair back. It had to hang loosely, and it had to stay long.
I was a little nervous the first time I was sent down to one of the
bungalows in the tiny bikini, but Ashley had been right about how
quickly I'd gotten used to wearing it.

Even a few hours around the lobby, being seen
by mostly staff, though also the occasional visitor, had eased the
worst of my embarrassment and self-consciousness. It helped that
the other girls I saw were dressed in an identical tiny bikini, of
course.

I still wasn't sure, at that point, whether I
should leave. This was, after all, awfully damned sexist, and I was
against that on general principles. But even a few hours into my
stint as a bikini-clad eye candy girl I was already feeling a
strange sense of … freedom.

I know that sounds odd, but it's like... I
was doing something I had never allowed myself to do before,
showing off my body, a lot of it! And since it was an order and all
the other girls were dressed the same way, I could do that without
worrying about any sort of public condemnation. I mean, there would
be no sneers that I was dressing like a slut, that I wanted
attention.

And I was starting to feel this sense of...
egotism. I had never considered myself to be an exhibitionist, by
any means. But now I was walking around like this sex doll hotty,
with half my tits hanging out, not to mention my bare bottom, and
after my initial embarrassment I was starting to feel a sense of
pride in my body and my looks and my... well, sexiness.

Guys kept seeing me, and their eyes kept
sliding up and down my body, and while a part of me squirmed,
thinking I should be covering things, another part me basked in the
open admiration and approval.

They all wanted me! Yeah, because I was hot!
Because I was sexy! I was half naked and their eyes raced over my
body, and yet, I was in uniform. I wasn't doing anything slutty or
being a show off or anything! So there was nothing to feel guilty
over.

I mean, I knew full well how I and my
girlfriends would have looked at a girl wearing this kind of a
bathing suit on any beach in the UK. Sneers would have been on our
faces and we'd have thought she was a slut and a show off,
desperate for men.

But now it was like I had a pass on that.
This was my 'uniform', and I'd already expressed my unhappiness
over it, so I was, I guess you could say, covered.

I got to prance around being a cock tease
without anyone blaming me for it.

It was … exhilarating! I'd never felt free to
show off my body before! And I'd especially been self-conscious
about my breasts. And now, in just a few hours, all of that had
kind of been swept away!

Well, not all of it.

I was still self-conscious about being
practically naked, if not quite as much as I had been. It's more
like my self-consciousness was being masked by a kind of secret
sense of awe and glee that I was able to walk around like this
without anyone calling me names!

And, I admit, there was a kind of a sense of
sexuality to it, as well. As I said, I wasn't an exhibitionist, but
I was starting to feel like one. I was starting to feel deliciously
slutty, and basking in my ability to show off without
punishment.

There was a certain level of arousal which
came with that, too. I was not a girl who was normally aroused very
easily. I'd only had two boyfriends I'd slept with and neither had
been anything to write home about in terms of the physical pleasure
of the sex.

And my parents conservative nature and the
way they'd raised me had made me feel that sex was kind of dirty
and something to be kept hidden and severely restricted. Nudity, or
any level of nudity, was akin to that, and vaguely nasty and
dirty.

But now people, men, strangers, were looking
at my body, which was practically naked, everywhere I went! It made
my chest tight, and put butterflies in my lower stomach. It also
made me feel very 'in the mood', which was, as I say, quite unusual
for me!

And it was worse that I was inside a
building! I mean, if I was outside at the shore or on a beach,
well, but I wasn't! I was moving about behind the counter, and
upstairs to see Luis or Carmen or Angelo or Franco on this or that
errand, and being seen by visitors and other staff from the kitchen
or wherever.

And then I got my first order to go down to
one of the bungalows. It was for a Mister Vincent who had ordered a
couple of beer and some fries. The tray was given to me in the
kitchen, where the chef, Andre, and several others were working to
get ready for dinner in a couple of hours.

It felt weird, frankly, going in there in my
tiny bikini while they were all clad in long white aprons and
trousers, reinforcing my self-conscious sense I was practically
naked.

They didn't hide their interest in my body,
either, though no one was exactly ogling me. They all sure looked
me up and down, though, as Piero, one of his helpers, gave me a
tray with a big bowl of chips – fries, that is, and I retreated
back to the bar for the beers.

Then I made my way to the bar and Andre put a
couple of beers with glasses on the tray. I carried it outside into
the sun, blinking my eyes and wishing I'd thought to get my
sunglasses out. I made my way down the path, one of many, towards
the far corner of the little island, and towards Bungalow 22.

The bungalows were half on shore, half
offshore, on kind of pylons, with decks circling the ocean side. I
knocked on the front door, then knocked again.

“Around the side,” a female voice called.

I blinked in confusion, turned my head, then
started around the house on the wraparound deck. I went around to
the rear, and the breathtaking view of the water, then flushed as I
saw a naked woman laying back comfortably on a reclined lounge
chair.

“Beer and fries, ma'am,” I said, smiling
cheerily.

“Just put them on the table, hon,” she said,
in a distinctly American accent.

“Yes, ma'am.”

There was nothing particularly unusual about
people laying by the shore naked, of course. It had just taken me a
bit by surprise. She was probably a dozen years older than me, with
dyed blonde hair and big, but clearly fake breasts.

I had just leaned over to set the tray on the
table between her reclined chair and another when a naked man came
out of the bungalow. I gulped but smiled cheerily. Again, there was
nothing unusual about this sort of thing, or so I told myself.

I mean, I wasn't one to regularly go to those
sorts of beaches, especially since it costs money to go to the
south of France, Spain or Italy, but I had nothing against it,
morally speaking. It just felt a bit weird with just the three of
us together, and me hardly wearing anything either.

“You're new,” he said, looking at me
frankly.

He had short, dark hair and was much older
than the blonde, deep into his forties anyway, with a bit of a
middle aged belly. His penis hung below him flaccidly, though I did
my best not to notice it!

“Yes, sir! I just started working,” I
said.

“British, huh? Might have known from the pale
skin. You'll tan soon, baby,” he said with a grin, his eyes eyeing
my breasts.

“I'm sure I shall, sir!” I said, with as much
enthusiasm as I could fake.

Ashley, and another girl, Sofia, an Italian
girl, had been demonstrating that level of smiling enthusiasm to me
up at the hotel.

“Want to join us, baby?” he asked with a
leer.

“I'm sorry, sir,” I said apologetically. “I
must get back to the hotel and continue working.”

He sat down and picked up a chip, then popped
it into his mouth.

“Pity. A girl with a face and body like yours
has better things to do than chores.”

He took twenty euro note from a wallet on the
table, folded it in four and leaned forward, then before I realized
his intent, had thrust it into my left bra cup as he winked at
me.

“Th-thank you, sir!” I gulped, somewhat
outraged at the same time as being delighted at the money. Twenty
euros for trotting down the path with a couple of beer!

“Just remember to move fast any time I call
up for anything,” he said with a grin.
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