
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Collared Introductions

The humid tropical air clung to Jess's skin like a second layer the moment she stepped off the private boat onto the pristine white dock, the heat wrapping around her body in an almost possessive embrace. Lush palm trees swayed overhead in slow, hypnotic arcs, their wide leaves whispering secrets as the warm breeze tangled through her hair. The scent of saltwater mingled with the heady perfume of blooming orchids—thick, intoxicating, dripping with promise—filling her lungs and making her pulse kick up a notch. Beyond the dock, the resort sprawled like a hidden paradise, a labyrinth of gleaming marble pathways and secluded alcoves, each one more enticing than the last. Cascading waterfalls spilled into turquoise lagoons, their liquid music mingling with the distant murmur of laughter and low, sultry moans that drifted on the wind like an invitation. 

A tall, broad-shouldered figure emerged from the golden haze, his presence commanding the air around him. The man—Marco—was a vision of effortless dominance, his crisp white linen shirt hanging open just enough to reveal a tantalizing strip of sun-kissed olive skin and the hard planes of his chest beneath. His dark eyes gleamed with wicked intent, like he already knew every secret thought racing through her mind, and the corner of his full lips curled into a smirk that sent a bolt of heat straight to her core. 

"Welcome to Puerto Breeding, Ms. Carter," he purred, his voice a slow, decadent roll of syllables, rich and smooth like aged whiskey—the kind that burned all the way down. He extended a hand toward her, palm up, fingers strong and confident. "I'm Marco. Consider me your personal guide to… indulgence." 

Jess hesitated only a heartbeat before slipping her fingers into his, her breath hitching when his grip closed around hers—firm, warm, possessive. A shiver skittered down her spine, and lower, coiling deep in her belly. 

"Indulgence?" she echoed, arching a brow even as her voice softened, betraying the flutter of curiosity beneath. 

Marco chuckled, the sound low and dark, vibrating through his chest in a way that made her skin prickle with awareness. "Oh, you'll see," he murmured, his thumb brushing lightly over her knuckles in a fleeting caress before he released her. 

He led her along the winding path toward the main pavilion, the ground smooth beneath her sandals, the air thick with the scent of jasmine and salt. Everywhere she looked, decadence unfolded in slow, deliberate waves—guests lounged beneath billowing cabanas, their limbs tangled together like vines. Some drifted lazily in the crystalline pool, trailing fingers over bare skin, while others whispered filthy promises into each other's ears, their laughter hushed and knowing. 

But what caught Jess’s attention—what truly made her breath hitch—were the delicate black collars around the women’s necks. Some were sleek and unadorned, others embellished with tiny charms or intricate filigree, but all served the same unmistakable purpose. 

Marco noticed the direction of her gaze, his smirk deepening as he stepped closer—close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could catch the faint tang of his cologne, something dark and spicy that curled in the air between them. 

"The rules here are simple, Ms. Carter," he murmured, his voice a velvet stroke over her senses. "Every woman who enters Puerto Breeding wears a collar. It signifies consent to our... free use policy." 

Jess swallowed, her pulse fluttering like a trapped bird beneath her skin. "Free use?" 

His grin turned wolfish. "Any guest—man or woman—may approach you at any time. If you're wearing that collar, it means you're fair game." He reached into his pocket and produced a thin band of black leather, supple and smooth, the metal clasp glinting under the sunlight like a promise. "Do you accept?" 

Jess hesitated—but only for a single, suspended breath. The thrill of the unknown, the promise of unbridled pleasure, of hands and mouths claiming her without restraint… it called to her like a siren’s song, irresistible and intoxicating. She had always been the good girl, the responsible one, but something about this place—about him—made her want to shatter every rule she’d ever clung to. 

Without a word, she turned, sweeping her hair aside to bare the pale column of her neck. 

Marco let out a pleased hum, his fingers brushing her skin as he fastened the collar, his breath skimming her ear in a way that made her shiver. "Good girl," he murmured, the words dripping with dark approval. 

The leather settled around her throat, cool against her heated skin, but the weight of it—of what it meant—sent a rush of liquid heat straight between her thighs. Her breath quickened, her nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her sundress. What had she just agreed to? 

As Marco stepped back, Jess took in the scene before her with new eyes. A woman arched against the edge of the pool, her lips parted in a moan as a man’s hands roamed freely over her body, his mouth following the path of his fingers. Nearby, another woman was led away by two men, her eyes heavy with need, her body already pliant between them. The air itself vibrated with raw, unapologetic desire, and Jess’s heart hammered against her ribs in anticipation. 

Marco cleared his throat, drawing her attention back to him. "Your villa awaits, Ms. Carter," he said, his voice a silken tease. "You have the rest of the day to settle in, but I suggest you join us for dinner tonight. The evenings here can be quite... enlightening." 

He handed her a slim keycard, his fingers lingering against hers just long enough to make her breath catch. "Until then, enjoy the facilities," he murmured, his gaze dropping to the collar around her throat before flickering back up, dark and knowing. "And remember—you're free to indulge in anything that pleases you." 

With a final, lingering wink, Marco turned and disappeared into the crowd, leaving Jess alone on the path, her body humming with restless energy. The resort stretched out before her like a feast laid bare, every corner promising another taste of sin. The collar pressed lightly against her pulse point, a constant reminder—she wasn’t just a guest here. 

She was prey. 

As she walked toward her villa, Jess couldn’t help but wonder—what dark, delicious pleasures awaited her in this paradise of surrender?


Chapter 2: The Grand Tour 

Jess’s bare feet sank into the warm marble as she stepped out of the check-in lobby, the morning sun already painting the resort in golden hues that seemed to caress every curve of the architecture. The tiles pulsed with heat beneath her toes, a subtle but constant reminder of the warmth that seemed to permeate every inch of this place—both from the tropical sun and the promise of something far more intoxicating. Marco stood waiting just beyond the entrance, his broad, sculpted frame a stark silhouette against the swaying palms behind him. He wore nothing but low-slung linen pants that clung to his hips in a way that made her mouth water, the fabric teasing just enough to outline the delicious strength beneath. 

When he extended an arm, she hesitated for only a second before sliding her fingers against his, her breath hitching when his thumb traced the delicate inside of her wrist—slow, deliberate, a touch that sent an unmistakable thrill straight to her core. 

"Every inch of this place is designed for pleasure," he murmured, guiding her forward with a confidence that left no room for doubt. His voice was a low, teasing hum against her ear, the warmth of his breath sending a ripple of heat down her spine that pooled low in her belly. "By the end of the day, you’ll know exactly where you belong—where you’re meant to be." 

The path unfurled before them like a promise, lined with lush tropical blooms that perfumed the air with something heady and sweet, their petals so vibrant they seemed to pulse with life. The distant sound of laughter—rich, throaty, and utterly unrestrained—drifted from somewhere unseen, mingling playfully with the rhythmic lapping of water against smooth stone. It was a symphony of indulgence, of bodies unashamed and pleasure freely given. 

Then, the pool came into view, and Jess’s breath caught in her chest. 

It was a sprawling oasis of liquid temptation, the crystal-clear water shimmering under the sun like molten glass, inviting and dangerous all at once. Bodies lounged on plush chaises, some lazily sprawled, others tangled in ways that made her pulse quicken. A woman with sun-kissed skin arched her back as a man’s mouth traced the delicate curve of her hip, his tongue flicking against her skin in slow, teasing strokes that drew a breathy moan from her lips. Her fingers knotted in his hair, tugging him closer—harder—her thighs trembling with the effort not to press against his mouth. 

Nearby, another pair drifted in the water, their limbs entwined, lips locked in a slow, wet kiss that spoke of lazy mornings and endless desire. His hands roamed over her waist, dipping below the surface to tease at the sensitive skin just inside her hip bone, and she melted into him with a sigh that was pure sin. 

Marco smirked, watching the way Jess’s lips parted slightly, the flush creeping up her throat. "No swimsuits allowed here," he murmured, his thumb tracing idle, torturous circles on the inside of her wrist. "The moment you step in, you’re fair game. Anyone can touch. Anyone can taste." His grin deepened at the way she shivered. "Everyone gets to play." 

Jess swallowed hard, her pulse fluttering beneath her collar like a trapped bird. 

They moved on, the path leading them toward the poolside bar where a man leaned against the counter like he owned it—all sun-kissed skin, effortless confidence, and a smirk that promised wicked things. Antonio. His gaze flicked to the delicate leather collar resting against Jess’s throat, then up to her face, his lips curving in a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach clench with anticipation. 

"Fresh meat?" he purred, his voice like dark honey, thick and irresistible. 

Marco chuckled, his fingers tightening ever so slightly around Jess’s waist. "Be nice, hermano. She’s just getting acquainted." 

Antonio reached for a glass, his fingers deft and sure as he poured something amber and sparkling, the liquid catching the light like liquid gold. He slid it toward Jess, his fingertips brushing hers—lingering just a second too long, his touch sending a spark of electricity up her arm. "Thirsty?" 

She took the drink, the condensation cool against her palm, but before she could answer, a low, throaty moan cut through the air. A few feet away, a woman with fire-red hair laughed as a stranger’s hands slid up her bare thighs, his fingers skimming higher, teasing the soft skin near the apex of her legs. Her head tipped back in open invitation, her body arching into his touch—no hesitation, no shame, just pure, unadulterated want. 

Jess’s skin prickled with awareness, her breath coming quicker now, her body humming with an energy she couldn’t ignore. 

Marco guided her away, his hand settling at the small of her back as they passed a series of glass-walled chambers, each one a glimpse into a world of decadence. Inside, ropes coiled around wrists, binding bodies in intricate knots that left just enough room for aching, delicious friction. A woman gasped as her partner pressed her flush against the wall, his mouth devouring hers while his hands explored with reckless abandon. Another couple moved in perfect sync on a velvet chaise, her thighs spread over his hips as they rocked together, her moans muffled against his shoulder. 

"Tomorrow, we’ll explore these in detail," Marco promised, his breath warm against her temple, his voice rough with the promise of wicked things to come. 

The final stop was a beachside bar, its open-air design letting in the salt-kissed breeze and the rhythmic crash of waves against the shore. The air here was thick with laughter, with whispered promises, with the slick sound of skin on skin. A woman with golden hair knelt between a man’s spread thighs, her lips wrapped around him in slow, torturous strokes, her fingers teasing the base in a way that made his grip tighten on the arms of his chair. Nearby, another couple swayed to a rhythm only they could hear, their bodies pressed so close there was no space left between them, her nails raking down his back as his mouth found her throat. 

Jess’s throat went dry, her body aching in ways she had never known before. 

As the tour ended, Marco turned to her, his gaze heavy and dark with promise. "Still nervous?" 

She exhaled slowly, running her fingers over her collar—the leather warm from her skin, the weight of it grounding her in a way she didn’t expect. The air smelled of salt, of sweat, of want, and for the first time since arriving, she felt it—the pull, the need, the rightness of it all. 

She met his eyes and smiled. "No." 

His grin was wicked, his fingers tightening around hers in a silent vow. "Good. Because tonight… the real fun begins."


Chapter 3: The First Encounter 

The golden torchlight flickered wildly, painting the sandy floor of The Wet Spot in shifting, seductive shadows. Jess perched on the edge of a low stool at the bar, her fingers lazily tracing the condensation on her cocktail glass before bringing it to her lips. The drink was decadent—sweet tropical fruit mingling with the slow, smoky burn of aged rum, the kind that made her toes curl and her skin prickle with warmth. Around her, the air pulsed with uninhibited pleasure: the slick sounds of tongues exploring skin, muffled moans swallowed by the crash of distant waves, the rustle of fabric falling away as bodies surrendered to desire. 

A couple nearby was lost in their own world, tangled together on one of the plush cabana beds. The woman’s body arched like a bowstring, her breath hitching as her partner’s teeth scraped possessively along her collarbone. His hands roamed, skimming the curve of her waist before sliding beneath the flimsy barrier of her swimsuit, teasing the wet heat between her thighs. Jess watched, her own pulse quickening, the ache between her legs throbbing in time with their desperate movements. She shifted on the stool, the rough fabric of her bikini bottoms rubbing deliciously against her slick folds, but it wasn’t enough. 

Then she felt it—the slow, searing weight of someone’s gaze, heavy and deliberate. 

She turned, and there he was. 

Lucas. 

Tall, built like a man who knew exactly how to use his body, his presence alone seemed to darken the air around him. His smirk was wicked, promising nothing but sinful indulgence, and the way he moved—like a predator circling its prey—sent a shiver down her spine. The torchlight flickered across the sharp cut of his jaw, the dark scruff shadowing his face, the deep, hooded eyes that drank her in like she was the last sip of whiskey in the desert. His gaze burned, locked onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. 

He didn’t ask permission. 

His fingers brushed against the supple leather collar encircling her throat, the material warm from her skin. The touch was light, but the meaning behind it wasn’t—mine, it whispered, and Jess’s stomach tightened in response. 

“You look like you could use some company,” he murmured, his voice roughened with lust, a sound that curled low in her belly like smoke. 

Before she could answer—before she could even think—his hand slid up her thigh, fingers teasing the delicate edge of her bikini bottoms. The contact was electric, a spark that ignited her nerves, sending a flood of heat straight to her core. Jess bit down on her lower lip, her grip tightening around her glass, but she didn’t push him away. The thrill of it, of being wanted so openly, of his fingers daring to claim what they wanted, sent her pulse skittering. 

Lucas didn’t give her time to protest. With one smooth motion, his hands gripped her hips and yanked her off the stool, settling her onto his lap in one possessive move. The hard length of him pressed against her, hot and insistent, and a breathy gasp escaped her before she could stop it. His mouth crashed into hers, hungry and demanding, his tongue sweeping against hers with a dominance that left her dizzy. The taste of him—spice, salt, sin—flooded her senses, and her fingers tangled in his hair, holding on for dear life. 

Around them, the bar didn’t pause. If anything, the energy shifted—the murmured conversations turning breathless, the teasing touches growing bolder, as if their raw display had given everyone permission to indulge. The bartender smirked, sliding another drink their way without a word, as if watching strangers fuck in his establishment was just part of the nightly routine. 

Lucas’s hands were relentless—palming the curve of her waist, gripping the swell of her hips, teasing the damp fabric between her thighs until she was squirming against him. Jess rocked into his touch, her body moving on instinct, chasing the delicious friction as his fingers traced lazy, torturous circles over the thin barrier of her bikini. His groan vibrated against her lips, his grip tightening to the point of pain, and the sting only made her wetter. 

Then his hands were on her ass, lifting her effortlessly, shifting her until she was fully astride him. The edge of the bar dug into her back as he yanked her bikini bottoms aside, his fingers sliding through her soaked folds with a growl of approval. 

“Fuck,” he rumbled, his voice rough with need, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re dripping for me already.” 

Jess whimpered, her nails biting into his shoulders as he teased her, circling her clit with rough, deliberate strokes that sent sparks shooting up her spine. The pleasure coiled tighter, her hips jerking against his hand as she chased the sensation, uncaring of the eyes on them—uncaring of anything but the way his touch lit her up from the inside. 

Lucas didn’t make her wait. 

With a sharp tug, he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy in his hand, the head slick with need. He guided her down onto him in one fluid thrust, filling her so completely she saw stars. The stretch burned just enough to be perfect, and Jess cried out, her head falling back as he began to move, his grip bruising as he fucked her right there, in the open, where anyone could see. 

The waves crashed in time with their rhythm, the salt air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Pleasure built, sharp and relentless, each thrust driving her higher until Jess shattered around him, her body trembling as the orgasm ripped through her. Lucas followed with a groan, his hips stuttering as he spilled inside her, his forehead pressed to her shoulder as he rode out the aftershocks. 

For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing, the distant laughter of strangers lost in their own pleasure, the endless sigh of the ocean. 

Then Lucas pulled back, his smirk returning as he brushed a thumb over her kiss-swollen lips. 

“Still thirsty?” he asked, nodding toward her forgotten drink. 

Jess laughed, breathless, wrecked, her body still humming from the aftershocks. 

She had a feeling this was only the beginning.


Chapter 4: Exploring the Playrooms 

The air in Puerto Breeding clung to Jess’s skin like a second lover, thick with the scent of salt and sweat, the humid embrace of The Wet Spot lingering on her body like a phantom touch. The memory of Lucas’s hands on her—rough and demanding, pinning her against the bar as he took her right there in front of everyone—still sent liquid heat spiraling through her. Her thighs clenched at the thought, the ghost of his fingers between them making her breath hitch. But Marco’s words from earlier curled through her mind like smoke, dark and tempting—“The playrooms are where fantasies become reality.” 

She followed the dimly lit corridor, the pulse of distant music vibrating through the floor, guiding her deeper into the resort’s hidden heart. The walls seemed to breathe around her, shadows shifting like watching eyes. The first door she pushed open revealed a room bathed in crimson light, the glow catching on every curve of leather and steel. Padded benches lined the space, their surfaces worn smooth by countless bodies, and gleaming restraints dangled from the ceiling, swaying slightly as if still warm from use. The air here was heavy, charged with the sound of leather striking skin, sharp cracks followed by breathless moans swallowed by the relentless thrum of bass. 

A woman knelt at the center of the room, her wrists bound above her head, the ropes taut enough to make her back arch in perfect submission. A man circled her, his fingers trailing the curve of her spine before lifting the flogger—black and supple, the falls whispering against her skin before the first strike landed. Jess’s breath caught as it connected—sharp, precise—drawing a gasp that melted into a sigh. The woman’s thighs trembled, her skin flushing under the attention, and Jess felt her own body respond, heat pooling low in her belly, her nipples tightening against the thin fabric of her dress. 

She moved on, drawn by the murmur of voices and the soft rustle of fabric, the promise of something even more decadent. The next room was a den of tangled limbs and whispered promises, fur throws scattered across the floor like fallen petals, bodies draped over each other with lazy, indulgent hunger. A silver-haired man—Roberto, she’d heard him introduced earlier—prowled the edges, his gaze sharp, assessing, like a wolf circling a feast. 

When his eyes locked onto hers, Jess felt it like a touch—like fingers skimming down her spine, leaving fire in their wake. 

“First time in the playrooms?” His voice was rough, edged with the kind of authority that made her pulse jump, her skin prickling with anticipation. 

She nodded, unable to speak as his fingers brushed the collar at her throat, the leather warm from her skin, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her swallow. His smirk was slow, knowing, as if he could already see the way her body ached for more. 

“Good girl,” he murmured, the words curling around her like smoke. “You’ll learn quickly here.” 

He guided her to a padded bench where a man waited, his wrists bound to the frame, his muscles taut with anticipation. Roberto pressed a flogger into Jess’s palm, the weight of it unfamiliar but thrilling, the leather smooth against her fingers. 

“Show me what you can do.” 

Her first strike was hesitant, a testing flick of her wrist, but the man’s groan of approval sent a rush of power through her, her own breath coming faster. The next was firmer, the crack of leather against skin sending a jolt straight to her core, her clit throbbing in time with the rhythm. Roberto’s hand settled on her lower back, guiding her, his breath hot against her ear as he murmured, 

“Again.” 

By the time they moved to the final room—a mirrored paradise of exposed pleasure, bodies pressed against glass for anyone to watch—Jess was drunk on the sensation of control, of being both seen and used. A red-haired woman caught her eye, her lips parted in invitation, her fingers already working between her own thighs, her hips rocking into her own touch. 

“Want to join?” she purred, her voice dripping with promise. 

Jess didn’t hesitate. 

Later, back in the Grotto, Roberto’s hands were firm as he tied her wrists with silk, the ropes biting just enough to make her gasp, the friction sending sparks across her vision. The first strike of the flogger sent pain and pleasure twisting together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The crowd watched, their murmurs a distant hum as Roberto orchestrated her unraveling, each touch, each command, pulling her deeper into the haze. 

When he finally released her, Jess was breathless, her skin alive with the echoes of sensation, every nerve singing. The resort pulsed around her, a living thing, whispering promises of more to come. 

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5: Poolside Pleasures 

The sun was relentless, pouring over Jess in thick, golden waves as she stepped onto the pool deck, the heat of the tiles searing against the soles of her bare feet. The water shimmered like liquid glass, broken only by the occasional ripple—a flash of toned limbs beneath the surface, the slow, deliberate parting of lips in a submerged kiss. Around her, bodies sprawled across loungers, slick with oil and sweat, their moans blending with the lazy slap of water against the pool’s edge. The air was thick with salt and coconut, yes, but beneath that, something darker, muskier—the unmistakable scent of arousal left unchecked, of skin warmed by the sun and slick with desire. 

Jess let her towel drop, the breeze ghosting over her skin as she stretched out on an empty chaise, arching her back just enough to feel the sun’s heat lick between her thighs. The collar around her throat was a silent declaration, a claim, and she caught the flicker of gazes following the curve of her waist, the dip of her navel, the way her nipples tightened under the weight of their stares. She shifted, just slightly, just enough to watch their pupils darken, their lips part. 

A shadow fell over her, blocking the sun for just a moment before she recognized the familiar smirk of Antonio, the pool attendant, standing over her with a cocktail in hand. The glass was slick with condensation, the ice clinking softly as he tilted it toward her. “You look thirsty,” he murmured, his voice a low purr that sent a shiver down her spine. His fingers brushed hers as he passed her the drink, his thumb tracing the delicate inside of her wrist where her pulse jumped in response. 

She took a slow sip, the ice biting her tongue, the liquor burning sweetly down her throat. But his attention never wavered—his gaze was heavy, possessive, as he knelt beside her, his hands sliding up her thighs with deliberate leisure. His palms were warm, rough in a way that made her breath hitch, his fingers pressing just hard enough to leave the ghost of his touch behind. Jess parted her legs, just a fraction—an invitation, a challenge. 

Antonio’s laugh was a deep rumble as he leaned in, his mouth trailing kisses along the inside of her knee, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh there. “Eager,” he murmured against her skin, his breath hot, his tongue flicking out to taste the salt on her. 

She didn’t deny it. 

A ripple of movement caught her eye—a group of men watching from nearby, their swim trunks straining against the evidence of their hunger. The first to approach was sun-kissed and broad-shouldered, his hands rough as they skimmed her waist, pulling her up against him. His mouth crashed over hers, tasting of salt and tequila, his cock already hard and pressing insistently against her hip. 

Then came the brothers—twins, maybe, with matching wicked grins and hands that knew exactly where to touch. One claimed her mouth, his kiss deep and demanding, while the other knelt between her thighs, his tongue laving over her with slow, practiced strokes that had her moaning into the first man’s kiss. Jess tangled her fingers in his hair, her hips lifting off the chaise as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

The poolside became a blur of hands and mouths, of skin sliding against skin. Someone turned her onto her stomach, pressing her into the lounge as a thick cock filled her from behind, the stretch delicious, the friction perfect. Another man knelt before her, feeding himself into her mouth with shallow thrusts, his fingers twisting in her hair to guide her rhythm. The heat of the sun, the cool drag of fingers between her legs—she was drowning in sensation, in the way their bodies moved over and around her, claiming every inch. 

Then the water swallowed her whole. Weightless, buoyant, she was passed between bodies, her back pressed against one man’s chest while another guided himself inside her, the water lapping at her skin as she rocked against him. Waves rippled around them, the sounds of pleasure muffled by the pool’s embrace, her nails biting into the arms wrapped around her waist as she rode him, slow and deep. 

“That’s it,” someone growled in her ear, his voice rough with need. “Take what you need.” 

By the time the sky bled into twilight, Jess was limp with satisfaction, floating in the shallows as laughter and moans echoed around her. Her skin hummed, every inch alive with the memory of touch, of lips and teeth and hands that had left her trembling. 

She watched as new arrivals shed their inhibitions, their hunger mirroring her own. 

The night was just beginning.


Chapter 6: A Night at the Orgy 

The grand ballroom pulsed with an energy so raw it sent shivers down Jess’s spine the moment she stepped inside. Crystal chandeliers hung like molten gold overhead, their flickering light casting sinuous shadows over the sea of bodies sprawled across plush divans, velvet chaises, and thick Persian rugs. The air was thick—not just with the heady mix of jasmine and sweat, but with the unmistakable musk of unchecked desire. It clung to her skin, seeped into her lungs, made her own breath come faster as she took it all in. 

Everywhere she looked, pleasure unfolded in a dizzying display. A woman with raven-black hair was draped over the arm of a chaise, her back arched like a bowstring as two men worshipped her body—one between her thighs, his tongue lapping at her with slow, maddening precision, while the other kneaded her breasts, pinching her nipples just hard enough to make her gasp. A few feet away, Antonio—his dark skin gleaming under the low light—had a redhead bent over an ottoman, his powerful hips pistoning into her with a rhythm that made the furniture creak beneath them. The woman’s fingers clutched at the upholstery, her cries muffled but no less desperate. 

Jess’s mouth went dry. She barely registered the server who glided past, pressing a chilled flute of champagne into her hand. The bubbles burst against her lips, crisp and bright, but even that couldn’t distract her from the way her own body hummed with anticipation. 

Then—heat. A firm, familiar presence pressed against her back, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. Lucas. His hands settled on her waist, possessive and sure, before sliding up the curve of her ribs. His breath was warm against her ear, his voice rough with promise. "Ready for round two?" 

She didn’t even have time to answer before his mouth crashed down on hers, stealing her breath with a kiss that was all teeth and tongue and barely leashed hunger. He tasted like whiskey and sin, and when he pulled away just long enough to spin her around and press her against a nearby marble column, she didn’t resist. The stone was cool against her flushed skin, a delicious contrast as Lucas’s hands roamed—cupping her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers, then sliding lower, teasing the damp heat between her legs. 

She gasped as he lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist before she could even think. There was no slow buildup, no teasing—just the slick, urgent pressure of him pushing inside her in one deep, relentless stroke. Jess cried out, her nails biting into his shoulders as he set a punishing pace, each thrust driving her higher. The column dug into her back, the slight pain only fueling the pleasure, and soon the sounds of the orgy around them faded to a distant hum. All she could hear was the slap of their bodies, the ragged hitch of Lucas’s breath, the way he murmured filthy, broken praises against her skin. 

When he came, it was with a groan that vibrated through her, his grip tightening almost painfully as he buried himself deep inside her. For a moment, they stayed like that—breathless, clinging to each other—before strong hands pried her away, guiding her toward a pile of silk cushions in a shadowed alcove. 

A woman was waiting for her. Dark curls tumbled over her shoulders, framing a wicked smile that sent a fresh thrill through Jess’s body. She said nothing, just leaned in, her nails scraping lightly down Jess’s stomach before her mouth followed, licking a slow, torturous path up the inside of her thigh. Jess shuddered, her hips lifting off the cushions in silent plea. The woman chuckled—a low, knowing sound—before finally, finally giving her what she wanted. 

The first flick of her tongue had Jess’s back arching, her fingers twisting in the silken sheets beneath her. It was too much and not enough all at once, every stroke sending sparks skittering up her spine. She was so close—so fucking close—when a shadow fell over them. 

Marco. 

He stood like some god of debauchery, his tailored slacks doing nothing to hide the thick outline of his cock. His gaze burned as it traveled over her body, lingering on the marks left by Lucas, the flush of her skin, the way her lips parted in anticipation. 

"You’re a quick learner," he murmured, his thumb brushing her swollen lower lip. 

Jess didn’t hesitate. She slid to her knees before him, her fingers already working his belt with practiced ease. The moment she freed him, she leaned in, taking him into her mouth with a slow, deliberate swirl of her tongue. He tasted like power and salt and sin, and when his fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her pace, she moaned around him, hollowing her cheeks to take him deeper. 

With a growl, he hauled her up and tossed her onto the nearest chaise. His body covered hers, his mouth claiming hers in a kiss that left her breathless. Then—with no preamble—he was inside her, stretching her with a single, relentless thrust. Jess gasped, her legs locking around his waist as he set a brutal rhythm, each snap of his hips driving her closer to the edge. 

The world narrowed to nothing but the feel of him, the way his dominance seared into her like a brand. The sounds of the orgy around them—moans, laughter, the wet slap of skin on skin—faded to a distant roar, drowned out by the pounding of her own pulse. 

When she came, it was with a scream, her body convulsing around him as pleasure tore through her like lightning. Marco followed moments later, his teeth sinking into her shoulder as he spilled inside her with a ragged groan. 

Spent and sated, she curled against him, her breath still uneven. But even as the night spun on around them, Jess knew one thing for certain—this was only the beginning.


Chapter 7: The Voyeur’s Delight 

The whispers had followed her all morning—soft, tantalizing murmurs that curled around her like smoke, teasing hints of a secret room where desire was both a spectator sport and a private indulgence. Jess had caught fragments of conversation over breakfast—low, breathless laughter between a couple at the next table, the way a woman’s fingers had tightened around her champagne flute as she murmured something about two-way mirrors and no names, no rules. It had been enough to make Jess’s skin prickle with anticipation, her thighs pressing together under the table as her imagination ran wild. 

Now, she traced her fingers along the resort’s hidden corridor, the walls lined in rich, dark wood that absorbed the low, sultry lighting like a lover’s embrace. The air here was different—heavy with salt and sweat and something richer, muskier, the kind of scent that clung to sheets after a long night of tangled limbs and whispered promises. Every step sent another pulse of heat between her legs, the anticipation building with each breath. 

A staff member materialized from the shadows, his smile slow and knowing as he held out a strip of black silk. "Rules are simple," he murmured, his voice a velvet stroke against her skin, deep enough to make her shiver. "No names. No speaking. And this—" He dangled the blindfold between them, letting it sway like a pendulum, teasing. "—is optional, but highly recommended. Unless, of course, you want to see exactly who’s watching you." 

Jess took it, the fabric cool and slippery between her fingers, like secrets given physical form. The promise of anonymity sent a thrill skittering down her spine, curling low in her belly. She tied it over her eyes, the world dissolving into darkness—but not silence. Oh, never silence. 

The door clicked shut behind her, sealing her in a labyrinth of whispered moans and the slick, wet sounds of bodies moving in the dark. The scent of leather and sex clung to the air, mingling with something darker, sweeter—desire stripped bare of pretense, raw and unfiltered. The heat of the room pressed against her skin, thick as a touch, and she could already feel the dampness gathering between her thighs. 

Her fingers brushed against smooth glass first, cool and unyielding, then warmer, rougher textures—bodies pressed against the other side of the two-way mirrors. A couple, tangled and frantic, their mouths fused together in a kiss that looked more like a battle, tongues clashing, teeth nipping. The woman’s back arched as her partner’s hand disappeared between her thighs, fingers working in slow, deliberate circles that had her gasping, her nails digging into his shoulders. Jess’s breath hitched. She could see them, every desperate hitch of their hips, every shuddering exhale—but they couldn’t see her. The power of it coiled low in her belly, hot and insistent, her own fingers twitching with the urge to touch herself. 

Deeper into the room, the layout shifted—rows of private booths, each with a single, unassuming hole at waist height, just large enough for a hand to slip through. Jess’s pulse hammered as she stepped into one, the walls close, intimate, the air thick with the scent of skin and sweat. The tight space made every breath feel like a secret, every rustle of fabric against her sensitive skin an electric shock. 

Then—warmth. 

A hand slid through the opening, fingers broad and sure, beckoning. Jess didn’t hesitate. She pressed closer, her thighs parting as those fingers found her, tracing her slick folds with agonizing precision. A gasp tore from her lips as one dipped inside, curling just right, while a thumb circled her clit with slow, maddening pressure. 

She didn’t know who it was. A guest? A staff member? It didn’t matter. The anonymity was intoxicating—the way those fingers worked her, relentless, as muffled groans vibrated through the walls around her, the sound of someone else’s pleasure mingling with her own. The rhythm was perfect, alternating between deep, claiming strokes and feather-light teases that left her trembling, her hips rocking forward, chasing more. 

When she could take no more, she stumbled back, her legs unsteady, her core clenched tight around nothing. The blindfold stayed in place as she was guided to a mirrored alcove, the surface cool against her bare back as she reclined on a plush bench. Leather cuffs fastened around her wrists, the restraint sending another jolt of heat through her, the knowledge that she was at someone else’s mercy making her wetter, needier. 

Then—touch. 

A feather-light stroke along her inner thigh, teasing, taunting. A masked attendant, perhaps, or another guest—she couldn’t tell, didn’t care. The sensation was unbearable, the slow drag of something soft and torturous against her oversensitive skin. She writhed, her hips lifting, seeking more, her breath coming in shallow gasps. 

A chuckle, low and dark, vibrated through the air before the touch vanished—only to return as a tongue, hot and wicked, licking a slow, deliberate stripe up her center. Jess cried out, her back bowing off the bench as pleasure crashed over her, wave after wave, until the room dissolved into a haze of gasps and the distant, echoing sounds of others lost in their own ecstasy. 

When the cuffs released her, Jess slumped forward, her body humming, her skin still alight. The blindfold slipped away, but the shadows clung to her, the weight of unseen eyes lingering like a caress. 

She had been watched. 

And she had loved every second of it.


Chapter 8: The Gangbang 

The note arrived just as the last tremors of her voyeuristic high had begun to fade, slipping beneath her door like a secret too delicious to keep. It was thick, cream-colored parchment, the kind that felt expensive between her fingers, the edges slightly textured—so unlike the disposable scraps of paper she was used to. The handwriting was elegant, each letter curling like a lover’s whisper, soft yet commanding. 

Jess— 

Your presence is requested in Suite 9 at midnight. You will be met by six men, all eager to acquaint themselves with your body. They have been selected for their stamina, their skill, and their devotion to pleasure—men who know how to worship, how to ruin, how to make you forget every name but theirs. Do not wear anything. Not a scrap. Not a thread. Let your skin be the only thing that greets them. Do not be late, darling. Patience is not their virtue. 

Beneath the words, an address was scrawled in looping ink—somewhere private, somewhere decadent—along with a single, shudder-inducing directive: Kneel upon arrival. 

Heat pooled between her thighs as she read it again, the paper trembling in her fingers, her skin already prickling with anticipation. The promise of being surrounded, taken, used by six pairs of hands, six hungry mouths, six cocks begging for her attention—it sent a current of electricity crackling through her, making her nipples harden and her breath hitch. She could already imagine the way their eyes would devour her as she stepped into the room, naked and willing, the way their hands would claim her before she even had a chance to speak. 

Midnight came too slowly, each passing minute an agonizing tease. 

When she finally stood outside Suite 9, bare and breathless, the cool air of the hallway ghosting over her flushed skin, she didn’t hesitate. The door swung open before she could even lift her hand to knock, revealing a dimly lit paradise of sin—low, golden lighting, plush furniture draped in black silk, the scent of expensive cologne and musk thick in the air. 

And the men. 

Six of them. 

They lounged with the lazy confidence of predators who knew their prey had already surrendered. Some sat on the sprawling leather couch, their muscular frames relaxed, silk robes barely clinging to their broad shoulders. Others stood by the bar, smirking as their eyes raked over her nakedness, lingering on the curves she knew they’d soon be mapping with their hands, their tongues, their teeth. One in particular, with dark eyes that burned like embers and a smirk that promised wicked, unforgiving things, gestured to the plush rug beneath him. 

Kneel. 

She did. 

The click of the locking door behind her sent a thrill down her spine—no turning back now. And then the hands were on her, rough and possessive, fingers twisting into her hair and yanking her head back with just enough pain to make her gasp. Another man traced the curve of her throat with his tongue, slow and savoring, before nipping at the sensitive skin there, his breath hot against her pulse. 

“Look at you,” one murmured, his voice gravel and smoke, calloused fingers brushing over her collarbone. “Already wet and ready for us, and we haven’t even started yet.” 

He wasn’t wrong. The moment the door had opened, her body had betrayed her, slickness gathering between her thighs, her nipples pebbling under the weight of their stares. 

They stripped her of dignity before they properly touched her—hands mapping the slope of her waist, the dip of her spine, the swell of her ass, fingers digging in just hard enough to leave marks. Teeth grazed the delicate skin of her inner thigh, scraping higher, higher—until a thumb dragged through the slick heat of her cunt, spreading her open with a satisfied hum. She keened, her hips jerking forward, desperate for more. 

But they weren’t done teasing. 

Two men pulled her up, guiding her to the edge of the bed before pressing her shoulders down until her head dangled off the side. The mirrored ceiling above reflected her—lips parted, eyes dark with lust, her hair spilling like ink over the silk sheets. And then the first cock pushed past her lips, thick and unrelenting, filling her mouth until her jaw ached. She choked, saliva slipping from the corners of her mouth as he fucked into her throat with slow, measured thrusts, groaning at the tight heat of her. 

Meanwhile, another man knelt between her thighs, his tongue flicking her clit in merciless circles before sinking two fingers deep inside her, curling just right. Pleasure and overstimulation warred inside her, her moans muffled by the cock stretching her lips, her hips rolling helplessly against his mouth. 

Then—pain. Bliss. A sharp crack against her ass sent white-hot sensation spiraling through her before thick fingers speared into her from behind, stretching her even wider. She wasn’t given time to adjust before a second cock replaced them, splitting her open with a brutal thrust that had her seeing stars. 

The men moved like a well-oiled machine, trading places, filling her in every way imaginable—one bending her over the spanking horse, her wrists bound to the legs as two took her at once, one in her cunt, the other in her ass, their rhythm relentless, their groans mingling with the wet, filthy sounds of their bodies slamming together. Sweat dripped down her back, her muscles trembling with the effort of holding herself up as they claimed her, their voices rough with praise. 

“Fuck, she’s tight—” 

“Look at her take it, greedy little thing—” 

A third man fed himself into her mouth, his fingers tightening in her hair as he rocked deeper, his groan vibrating down her throat. She could taste salt and skin, could feel the way his thighs tensed as he fought for control. 

The first orgasm ripped through her with no warning, her walls clamping down hard around the cock buried inside her, her vision whiting out as pleasure burned through every nerve. The man above her cursed, his hips snapping faster, his grip bruising as he spilled down her throat with a shudder. 

But they weren’t done. 

Another took his place. Another filled her. Another painted her skin with their release—her tits glistening, her stomach streaked, her thighs sticky with evidence of their hunger. She lost count of how many times she came, how many hands marked her, how many cocks stretched her beyond thought, beyond reason, until she was nothing but a trembling, gasping mess, her body a canvas of bite marks and spend. 

The men murmured their approval as they dressed, one pressing a kiss to her forehead like some twisted benediction before the door unlocked. 

Jess collapsed onto the silk sheets, her pulse still pounding, her skin still burning with the memory of every touch, every thrust. 

And even as the suite emptied, one truth seared itself into her mind— 

She would beg for this again. Soon.


Chapter 9: Winding Down

The scent of leather clung to the parchment in her hands, thick and intoxicating, wrapping around her senses like a promise. Jess traced the edges of the note with trembling fingers, savoring the heavy weight of the paper between them. It was embossed with Marco’s initials—M.V.—in gleaming gold foil, the letters pressing into the pad of her thumb as if branding her. 

"Jess— 

My chambers. Midnight. You will come as you are—nothing more, nothing less. I expect obedience. Kneel when you arrive. 

—Marco." 

A shiver skated down her spine, pooling low in her belly. Last night had been debauchery, an unrestrained feast of hands and tongues and greedy, grasping pleasure. But this—this was different. 

Marco’s domain. His rules. His control. 

The anticipation was almost unbearable. 

When the clock struck midnight, she stood before his door, heart pounding like a drumbeat beneath her ribs. The knock left her fingertips before she could second-guess herself, and the door swung open instantly—as if he’d been waiting, poised just on the other side. 

Marco stood there, bare-chested, his muscles taut beneath the flickering glow of the lamps. The shadows carved his body into something primal, dangerous, every ridge of his abdomen a temptation. His dark eyes pinned her in place, raking over her bare skin with a possessiveness that stole her breath. 

Then his fingers curled around the leather collar at her throat, the one he’d fastened there himself last night. 

"Good girl," he murmured, voice rough. The words stroked over her skin like a caress before he tugged her inside. 

The room was a temple of dominance, shadows licking the walls like worshippers at an altar. Polished restraints glinted from hooks beside the bed, the spanking bench sat waiting in the center of the room, and an array of floggers hung gleaming like sacred relics. The air itself was thick with sandalwood and sin, the scent curling around her, suffocating in the best way. 

"Center of the room." His voice brooked no argument, the command vibrating through her bones. "Kneel." 

Jess obeyed without thought, her knees sinking into the plush rug, the fibers whispering against her bare skin. Marco circled her like a predator stalking prey, his footsteps deliberate, slow. She could feel his gaze tracing the curve of her spine, the dip of her waist, the swell of her ass. 

His palm slid over her shoulder first, warm and heavy, then down her back in a languid stroke that made her shiver. When his fingers wrapped around the back of her neck, pressing down with deliberate pressure, she went willingly, her forehead nearly brushing the floor in submission. 

"You belong here," he said, the words dark with possession. "Mine." 

She whimpered, the weight of his claim settling deep, so deep inside her. 

The blindfold slithered over her eyes next, plunging her into velvety darkness. The loss of sight sharpened everything else—the whisper of his breath against her ear, the brush of his knuckles over her nipples, teasing them into taut peaks before his teeth bit down on her shoulder. 

She gasped, arching into the pain, craving more of it. 

"That’s it," Marco purred, his hand tangling in her hair, tugging just enough to sting. "Feel it." 

A whistle of air—then the crisp crack of the riding crop against her ass. She jerked, a ragged moan tearing from her throat as the sting bloomed into heat, spreading like wildfire under her skin. 

Again. 

Again. 

By the fourth strike, her skin burned, her thighs slick with need. Marco didn’t relent, dragging her up only to fasten her wrists to the bedposts with thick leather cuffs. The restraints bit into her flesh, the pressure deliciously unforgiving. 

His palm cracked down on her ass—once, twice—each smack echoing through the room, each one sending shocks of pleasure-pain radiating through her. The pauses between them were torture, the anticipation brutal. 

"Such a pretty mess," he murmured, his fingers sliding between her thighs to find her dripping. "You love this, don’t you?" 

She couldn’t lie. "Yes—Sir." 

A dark chuckle, then he was behind her, his cock driving into her with one brutal thrust. Jess cried out, the stretch exquisite, the pain a brand searing her from the inside. 

Marco fucked her with ruthless precision, his grip in her hair keeping her arched, vulnerable. His teeth grazed her throat, his groans hot against her skin, the sound raw and unfiltered. 

"You take it so well," he rasped, pounding into her. "Perfect little fucktoy." 

The words seared her, sent pleasure coiling tight in her gut. But when she teetered on the edge, Marco pulled away, leaving her shaking, empty, aching. 

"Not yet," he growled, flipping her onto the spanking bench, the smooth leather cool against her overheated skin. 

The vibrator came next—a cruel, buzzing torment pressed against her clit as he took her from behind again. Every thrust sent the pleasure higher, every denial a sweet agony that had her writhing, begging. 

"Please—" she sobbed, her thighs trembling, her body strung tight as a bowstring. 

Marco’s fingers tightened in her hair. "Come." 

The command shattered her. 

Orgasm ripped through her like a storm, her body convulsing around him as he fucked her through it, his own release hot inside her moments later, spilling deep with a groan that vibrated against her spine. 

After, he cradled her limp form, his touch unexpectedly gentle as he offered water, stroked her spine. No words. No tenderness. 

Just the quiet understanding of surrender.


Chapter 10: The Final Feast 

The grand dining hall of Puerto Breeding was a living, breathing thing—a decadent beast writhing beneath the flicker of golden candlelight. Jess paused in the arched doorway, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as the scene unfolded before her. The air was thick with the scent of salt and sugar, of champagne and sweat, of bodies moving together in a rhythm as old as time. The long mahogany tables groaned under the weight of silver platters piled high with glistening oysters, their shells parted like lovers’ lips, ripe mangoes split open and dripping juice down trembling fingers, and dark chocolates melting under the heat of so many hungry hands. Everywhere she looked, there was temptation—food, flesh, the promise of pleasure so deep it bordered on pain. 

A server—bare but for a thin silk apron tied loosely at the waist—pressed a chilled glass into her hand, his fingers lingering just a second too long against her wrist. Jess took a slow sip, the bubbles bursting on her tongue like tiny, effervescent kisses as her gaze traveled the room. The sight of so many bodies tangled together sent a shiver down her spine. A woman arched over a table, her fingers knotted in the tablecloth as a man feasted between her thighs, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles that had her gasping. A trio laughed against the far wall, their mouths and hands roaming without hesitation—one woman’s head thrown back as another sucked a bruise into her throat, while a man traced his fingers down the curve of her spine, lower, lower… A couple writhed beneath the nearest table, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh punctuating the sultry jazz humming through hidden speakers, their moans muffled only by the press of desperate lips. 

Then she saw him. 

Antonio lounged at the head of the center table, his bronzed body gleaming under the candlelight like something carved from gold. One hand was tangled in the hair of the woman kneeling between his spread thighs, her lips stretched around his cock, her tongue flicking over the flushed head with practiced ease. His dark eyes locked onto Jess, a slow smirk curving his lips as he crooked a finger. Her pulse jumped, her skin already tingling with anticipation. 

She sauntered over, the silk of her robe whispering open with each step, revealing the marks Marco had left the night before—bruises in the shape of teeth, the faint red stripes of his crop, the evidence of their games written across her skin like a love letter. Antonio’s gaze darkened as she slid into his lap, her bare thighs framing his hips, the heat of him searing against her. The woman beneath them didn’t pause, her lips still working Antonio’s cock with slow, wet sucks, her fingers digging into Jess’s calf in silent welcome, urging her closer. 

“Missed you,” Antonio murmured, his hands sliding up her waist, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. 

Jess rolled her hips, grinding down on the hard length of him, already slick against her skin. “Prove it.” 

A warm presence pressed against her back—Lucas, his familiar cologne wrapping around her like a second skin as his fingers slipped between her thighs, finding her wet and ready. “You taste even better than I remember,” he growled, his teeth scraping her shoulder, his fingers circling her clit with just the right pressure, just the right rhythm to make her gasp. 

She arched into his touch as Antonio’s mouth crashed into hers, his tongue hot and demanding, tasting of champagne and sin. The woman beneath them moaned around Antonio’s cock, the vibrations shooting straight through Jess’s core, tightening the coil of pleasure already winding low in her belly. 

Then the crowd shifted, parting like water as Marco emerged from the shadows. His gaze pinned her—possessive, primal—as he closed the distance. Without a word, he gripped her chin, tilting her face up. The silent command was clear. 

Jess let him pull her from the tangle of limbs, her body humming with anticipation. The polished wood of the table was cool against her stomach as Marco bent her over it, his hands spreading her thighs wide, exposing her to the hungry eyes of the room. A hush fell over the guests, broken only by the wet sound of his fingers sliding into her, testing, stretching, working her open with slow, deliberate strokes that had her biting her lip to keep from crying out. 

“Look at them,” Marco ordered, his voice rough with need. 

Jess lifted her head. The guests watched, their hands drifting to their own bodies, their lips parted in hunger. A woman’s fingers disappeared between her own thighs, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. A man stroked himself in time with Marco’s movements, his eyes locked on Jess like she was the only thing keeping him from drowning. 

Then Marco was inside her, one brutal thrust stealing her breath, filling her so completely she saw stars. The table rocked beneath them as he fucked her with relentless precision, his grip on her hips sure to leave bruises, his cock dragging against every sensitive inch of her. The room erupted in cheers, in moans, in the slick sound of hands working cocks and fingers plunging into wet heat. 

Jess lost herself in it—the stretch, the heat, the way Marco’s growls vibrated through her, the way his body moved against hers like he was trying to brand her from the inside out. Pleasure coiled tight, then snapped, her climax tearing through her with a scream that echoed off the walls. Marco followed, his release spilling into her with a groan that sounded like surrender. 

Dawn crept in through the high windows by the time the feast ended, the guests sated and sprawled in hazy contentment, their bodies glistening with sweat and satisfaction. Jess dressed slowly, her limbs heavy, her skin still humming from the night’s indulgences. Marco pressed a kiss to her collarbone, his lips lingering over the marks he’d left. Antonio nipped at her wrist, his teeth sharp, his eyes promising more. Lucas whispered something filthy in her ear—a vow, a threat, a promise of what awaited her when she returned. 

No tears. No goodbyes. 

Just the whisper of silk as she adjusted her collar—his collar—and stepped into the waiting car. 

The island faded in the rearview mirror, but the hunger in her smile remained. 

See you soon.
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