
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Arrival in Paradise 

The moment Isabella’s sandal-clad foot landed on the sun-warmed tarmac, the thick, fragrant air of the island wrapped around her like a lover’s arms, pulling her deeper into its embrace. The heat was immediate, clinging to her skin, making the thin fabric of her sundress feel like an unnecessary barrier between her body and the primal energy of this place. The scent of saltwater and the heady perfume of tropical blooms—hibiscus, jasmine, and something wilder, more intoxicating—filled her lungs with every breath, stirring something restless and hungry inside her. 

She paused, tilting her face up to the sun, letting the golden light bathe her skin as a slow, knowing smile curved her lips. She had dreamed of this moment for months, ever since she had stumbled upon the resort’s discreet website late one sleepless night, her fingers trembling as she scrolled through the images of secluded villas, private beaches, and anonymous encounters whispered about in the fine print. 

Puerto Breeding. The name alone had sent a shudder of anticipation through her, her pulse quickening as she read between the lines of the elegant promotional copy. A resort where fantasies weren’t just encouraged—they were required. And now, she was here. 

The wind tugged playfully at the hem of her dress as she took in the scene before her. The resort sprawled like a lush, forbidden dream, all swaying palms and hidden pathways that promised secrets just out of sight. The ocean stretched endlessly, its turquoise waters so clear she could see the shifting shadows of fish darting beneath the surface. Beyond the beach, the resort’s villas were nestled among the foliage—pillared verandas draped in bougainvillea, private pools shimmering under the sun, and somewhere, the muffled sound of laughter tangled with soft moans. 

Then she saw him. 

Rodrigo. 

His name came to her lips before she even realized she had spoken it, her voice breathless as he strode toward her with the effortless confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was—and exactly what she was here for. Tall, broad-shouldered, his skin kissed by the sun, his dark eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach clench. She recognized him from the website, of course—the resort’s host, they called him, though she already suspected his duties ran far deeper than simple hospitality. 

“Welcome to Puerto Breeding, Isabella,” he murmured, his voice a rich, smooth timbre that rolled over her like warm honey. “We’ve been waiting for you.” 

The way he said it sent a jolt straight through her core, her fingers tightening reflexively around the strap of her bag as if she needed something to steady herself. His gaze traced the curve of her throat, the dip of her collarbones, the way her dress clung to the swell of her hips. She felt seen, utterly known, in a way that made her skin prickle with awareness. 

“It’s even more beautiful than the photos,” she managed to say, though the words felt inadequate, her voice barely above a whisper. 

Rodrigo’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smirk as he stepped closer, close enough that she could smell the faint spice of his cologne, something dark and intoxicating that made her want to press her nose to his throat and breathe him in. 

“Oh, Isabella,” he murmured, his fingers brushing against the small of her back as he guided her toward a waiting electric cart, “you haven’t seen anything yet.” 

The cart was sleek, its seats cool against the backs of her thighs as she settled in, Rodrigo’s hand lingering just a heartbeat too long on her hip before he took his place beside her. The engine purred to life, and they began gliding along the winding path, deeper into the heart of the resort. Every turn revealed something new—hidden alcoves where couples tangled in the shadows, the shimmer of a secluded pool, the distant sound of skin meeting skin in rhythmic, intoxicating harmony. 

Rodrigo’s fingers slid casually onto her knee, his touch light at first, teasing. Then, without warning, his grip tightened just slightly, his thumb tracing slow circles on the sensitive skin just above her knee, inching higher with each lazy stroke. Isabella swallowed hard, her breath coming faster as she fought the urge to press her thighs together. 

“Before we reach your villa,” he said, his voice dropping into a low, rough murmur, “there’s something you need to understand.” 

Isabella turned toward him, her lips parted, her pulse hammering in her throat. 

Rodrigo reached into the compartment beside him, his movements deliberate, unhurried. When his hand returned, he held something sleek and black, its edges catching the sunlight. A collar. 

Her breath stuttered. 

The leather was supple, the silver clasp gleaming as he ran his thumb over it in a slow, possessive caress. She had known, of course—had read the rules, had dreamed of this—but seeing it in his hands made something deep inside her coil tight with anticipation. 

“Puerto Breeding operates on a very specific philosophy,” Rodrigo continued, his dark eyes burning into hers. “Complete surrender. Absolute freedom. No hesitation, no refusal.” 

His fingers trailed up her thigh, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of her dress as he leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. 

“When you put this on, you belong to us. To every man here. You are free use, Isabella. Whenever. However. Wherever.” 

She shivered, her nipples pebbling beneath her dress, her skin alight with the promise of what was to come. 

Rodrigo pressed the collar into her hands, watching as her fingers trembled around it. “This is your choice,” he murmured. “But if you put it on, you don’t take it off. Not until your stay is over.” 

Isabella exhaled, slow and steady, her heart pounding so hard she was certain he could hear it. Then, without breaking his gaze, she lifted the collar to her throat. 

The click of the clasp was soft, final. 

The moment it locked into place, a bolt of heat shot straight through her, her skin flushing as if his hands were already all over her. The weight of it against her throat was a constant reminder—she was no longer just a guest. She was theirs. 

Rodrigo’s smile deepened, his fingers sliding higher, brushing teasingly against the hem of her panties. 

“Good girl,” he purred. 

And as the cart rolled toward her villa, Isabella let her head fall back, her body thrumming with anticipation. 

The game had just begun.


Chapter 2: The Villas 

The villa was a sanctuary of sin, every inch designed to seduce. Isabella let her fingertips trail along the polished teak dresser, savoring the way the wood warmed beneath her touch, smooth as the skin of a lover. The sheer drapes billowed in the ocean breeze, their delicate fabric whispering against her bare arms as they parted to reveal glimpses of turquoise water beyond the infinity pool. The view was intoxicating—endless blue meeting the horizon, the sun glinting off the waves like scattered diamonds. She shrugged off her travel clothes, the humid air kissing her bare skin as she reached for the silk robe draped over the bed. The fabric slithered over her curves, cool and luxurious, clinging to her body as if it knew every secret she carried beneath it. 

Stepping onto the patio, she dipped her toes into the pool’s warm embrace, the water lapping at her ankles in slow, teasing ripples. The heat of the afternoon sun had seeped into the tiles beneath her feet, grounding her in the moment. A silver tray held chilled champagne and ripe mango slices, their golden flesh glistening with juice. She plucked a slice from the plate, letting the sweet nectar drip onto her tongue before chasing it with a slow sip of champagne. The bubbles fizzed against her lips, crisp and bright, but they did nothing to calm the restless heat between her thighs. Rodrigo’s words still hummed in her veins—free use—and the collar around her throat felt heavier with every breath, a constant reminder of the submission she had agreed to. 

The door clicked open behind her. 

She turned, her pulse spiking as a man filled the doorway. He was tall, his broad shoulders blocking the light, his dark eyes raking over her with predatory intent. The robe suddenly felt too thin, too revealing under his gaze, as if he could see straight through the delicate fabric to the flush of her skin beneath. He didn’t speak, didn’t introduce himself—just stepped forward, his presence overwhelming the space between them, the air thickening with unspoken dominance. 

His fingers grazed the collar, a rough thumb tracing the edge where leather met skin, sending a shiver down her spine. “You’re wearing it.” His voice was gravel, low and commanding, the kind of sound that settled deep in her belly and coiled tight. “Good. That means you know what you’re here for.” 

Isabella’s breath hitched as his hand slid to the nape of her neck, his grip firm, possessive. “Kneel.” 

The order sent a jolt through her, her body obeying before her mind could protest, her knees meeting the cool tile with a quiet surrender. The silk robe parted as she sank down, exposing the flush of her chest, the tight peaks of her nipples already pebbled under his scrutiny. Marco’s belt buckle clinked, the sound sharp in the quiet villa, his fingers working the leather with deliberate slowness. He freed himself with a rough tug, his cock thick and already hard, the tip glistening with the evidence of his arousal. 

“Open.” 

She hesitated—just for a heartbeat—before leaning in, her lips parting, her breath coming in shallow pants. His fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her onto him, the first press of his cock against her tongue sending a shock of heat through her. The first taste was intoxicating, salt and musk flooding her senses as he filled her mouth, his girth stretching her lips wide. He set the rhythm, his hips rocking forward, his grip tightening when she gagged, the pressure of him at the back of her throat making her eyes water. “Deeper,” he growled, and she obeyed, her throat working around him, her fingers digging into his thighs for balance as he fucked her mouth with slow, relentless strokes. 

When he finally pulled away, it was only to drag her up by her hair, his mouth crashing onto hers in a kiss that was brutal, possessive, his tongue claiming hers as if he needed to taste himself on her lips. The robe was torn from her body in one swift motion, the delicate fabric no match for his strength, leaving her bare and trembling before him. She gasped as he lifted her, tossing her onto the bed with a force that made her blood sing, the sheets cool against her overheated skin. 

There was no preamble, no gentle exploration. His fingers slid between her legs, testing her wetness, his touch rough and demanding before he thrust inside in one brutal stroke. Isabella arched, a cry tearing from her lips as he stretched her, filled her completely, the burn of his invasion giving way to a pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. He pinned her wrists above her head, his hips driving into her with relentless precision, each snap of his body sending pleasure coiling tighter, her muscles clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, the headboard knocking against the wall in time with his thrusts, the rhythm unyielding until she shattered, her release crashing over her in waves that left her gasping, her body trembling beneath him. 

Marco followed with a growl, his teeth sinking into her shoulder as he spilled inside her, marking her in every way that mattered, his hips grinding against hers to take every last drop. When he finally pulled away, his dark eyes gleamed with satisfaction, his thumb swiping over the bite mark he’d left behind. “You’ll do just fine here,” he murmured, before leaving her trembling on the sheets, her body still humming from his touch, her skin flushed and sensitive. 

The villa was silent again, but the air was thick with the scent of sex and salt, the promise of more to come lingering like the taste of him on her tongue.


Chapter 3: Initiation 

The candles flickered, their golden light casting long, sinuous shadows across the villa’s opulent bedroom. The flames danced in the humid air, gilding the sweat-slicked planes of Marco’s chest as he stood before Isabella, his presence a dark, unyielding force that demanded obedience. The scent of saltwater clung to the room, mingling with something deeper, muskier—him—an intoxicating blend of leather, sun-warmed skin, and raw, masculine desire. The air was thick with it, wrapping around her like an invisible caress, making her pulse quicken before he had even touched her. This was their second meeting, and still Isabella knew nothing of him.

"Kneel." 

The single word sent a tremor through her, low and electric, settling deep in her core. Same initial command as the first time. She obeyed without hesitation now, her bare knees sinking into the plush rug beside the bed, the fibers soft and luxurious against her skin. The memory of his touch still burned through her—his fingers twisting in her hair, the rough scrape of his calloused palm against her throat, the way he had taken her mouth with ruthless ownership just hours before, his cock filling her until she choked on the sheer size of him. 

He unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, the leather sliding free with a whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. His gaze never left hers, dark and unreadable, as he stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating against her flushed skin. The scent of him enveloped her—spice and sweat and something primal that made her mouth water. 

"Open your mouth." 

Her lips parted before she could think, her breath coming in shallow, uneven rasps. His fingers tangled in her hair, fisting tightly, guiding her forward until the first brush of his cock against her tongue sent fire licking down her spine. The taste of him—salt and male and raw, unfiltered desire—made her moan, the vibration drawing a low, approving growl from his throat. 

"That’s it," he murmured, tightening his grip, forcing her to take him deeper. "Good girl." 

She hollowed her cheeks, letting him push further into the wet heat of her mouth, the stretch burning in the most delicious way. Her pulse hammered, her body thrumming with the thrill of submission, the way his restrained control made her ache for more. His fingers flexed in her hair, guiding her head with effortless dominance, his breath roughening when she flicked her tongue along the underside of his length, teasing the thick vein there. 

His free hand cupped her jaw, tilting her head back so he could watch her—watch the way her lips stretched obscenely around him, the way tears pricked the corners of her eyes as he thrust deeper, his cock nudging the back of her throat. She gagged, her body instinctively resisting, but he didn’t relent, his grip unyielding as he worked himself in and out of her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. 

When he finally pulled away, she gasped, her lips swollen and slick, her breath ragged. He hauled her up by her arms, his mouth crashing onto hers in a kiss that was all teeth and dominance, his tongue claiming hers with the same ruthless possession. His hands were everywhere—rough and possessive—peeling away her thin robe, exposing her bare skin to the candlelight. His fingers pinched her nipples, rolling them between his fingertips until they turned stiff and aching, her back arching into his touch. 

She didn’t resist when he pushed her onto the bed, when his calloused fingers traced down her stomach and between her thighs, finding her already slick and ready, her body betraying how much she craved him. He didn’t tease. 

The first thrust stole her breath, filling her so completely her vision blurred. He was relentless from the start, setting a brutal pace that left no room for gentleness. Each snap of his hips drove a strangled cry from her lips, her nails raking down his back, marking him in turn as he claimed her. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound lost beneath the slap of skin against skin, the ragged sounds of their breathing. 

Then he flipped her onto her stomach, wrenching her hips up, forcing her to take him at this new, devastating angle. Isabella sobbed into the sheets, the pleasure coiling so tight she thought she might shatter. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, holding her in place as he drove into her, each thrust hitting that sweet, aching spot inside her that made her toes curl. 

She came with a broken cry, her body clamping around him as the orgasm tore through her, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her until she was trembling beneath him. Marco followed, his groan hot against her ear as he spilled inside her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, his body shuddering with the force of his release. 

When he finally pulled away, her limbs were limp, her body humming with the aftershocks, her skin flushed and oversensitive. He traced a finger down the slope of her spine, satisfaction dark in his voice. 

"You learn fast." 

And just like that, the night swallowed him again, leaving her breathless, wrecked—and craving more.


Chapter 4: Exploring the Resort 

The morning sun spilled liquid gold over the villa’s terrace, its warmth spilling across Isabella’s bare skin like melted honey as she stepped outside. The collar around her throat—sleek black leather, snug as a promise—felt heavier today, the weight of it an unspoken reminder of her place here, a deliberate contrast to the delicate chain that had once adorned her neck. The resort sprawled before her, lush and decadent, alive with the murmur of hushed conversations, the rhythmic slap of waves against the infinity pool’s edge, the occasional breathy moan drifting from behind swaying palms—each sound a tantalizing thread in the fabric of this place. 

She wandered through the gardens first, the air thick with the perfume of hibiscus and plumeria, mingling with the salt-kissed breeze from the ocean beyond. The paths twisted past secluded alcoves, some empty, others occupied by tangled limbs and whispered commands. A woman arched over a stone bench, her thighs quivering as a man loomed behind her, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips while his cock drove into her with slow, deliberate strokes. Isabella’s breath caught as the woman’s moans hitched higher, the sound muffled by her own wrist pressed between her teeth. The man’s free hand slid around her throat, not choking, just holding—owning—and Isabella felt her own pulse throb between her legs in answer. 

The poolside bar hummed with laughter, the clink of ice against glass, the low thrum of a bassline weaving through the chatter. She slid onto a stool, the cool marble beneath her thighs a contrast to the sun’s relentless heat. Javier, the bartender, flashed her a knowing smirk as he set a cocktail in front of her, the condensation already beading on the glass. His fingers brushed hers as he pushed it toward her, deliberate, lingering—calloused skin dragging against her knuckles just long enough to make her breath stutter. 

“You look thirsty,” he murmured, his voice rough like aged whiskey, his dark eyes dropping to her lips. “But I think I know what you really need.” 

Before she could answer—before she could even draw breath—his hand closed around her wrist, yanking her behind the bar with a single, effortless pull. The polished counter pressed into her stomach as he spun her, his other hand already pushing her shorts down her thighs, the fabric pooling at her knees. His fingers found her slick and ready, stroking her just once, teasingly, before he lined himself up and shoved into her without preamble. 

“Fuck—” The word tore from her as he filled her in one brutal thrust, his grip bruising on her hips. His rhythm was relentless, each movement dragging a choked moan from her lips, her fingers scrambling for purchase against the smooth surface beneath her. The other bartenders watched, smirking, one even palming himself through his slacks, his gaze locked on the way Javier’s body moved against hers. She could feel every inch of him, the stretch, the heat, the way his cock hit that perfect spot inside her with every snap of his hips. 

When he came, it was with a groan against her neck, his teeth sinking into her skin just shy of breaking it, his body shuddering as he spilled into her. He pulled out with a wet sound, leaving her trembling, her thighs slick with the evidence of his need. 

“Good girl,” he purred, swatting her ass as she straightened her clothes, his voice thick with satisfaction. 

Later, near the tennis courts, a tanned, muscular man caught her eye—Mateo, his name tag read. He didn’t ask, didn’t hesitate. Just took her wrist, his grip firm as he led her to a shaded cabana, the fabric fluttering in the warm breeze. 

“You’ll take every inch, won’t you, sweetheart?” 

His cock was already hard when he pushed her onto the lounger, his hands rough as he spread her thighs wider, his fingers sliding through her wetness before guiding himself inside. He fucked her like he played—hard, precise, no wasted motion. Isabella clawed at the cushions, her cries muffled by his palm when he clamped it over her mouth, his other hand fisting in her hair to hold her still as he drove into her again and again. 

When he finished, he dragged her to her knees, his fingers tight in her hair as he pressed his cock to her lips. “Clean me up.” 

She obeyed, her tongue swirling around his length, lapping at the salty tang of their combined pleasure before taking him deep, her throat flexing around him until he groaned, his hips jerking as she swallowed him down. 

Twilight painted the sky in hues of violet and indigo when she stumbled upon the grotto, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Men lounged on plush cushions, their gazes hungry as one beckoned her closer with a curl of his fingers. 

“Come here, pet.” 

Hands pulled her down, mouths and cocks claiming her at once—one between her lips, another in her hands, a third pressing into her from behind, filling her until she was gasping, her body arching between them. The air filled with groans, praise, the slick sounds of her pleasure, their voices rough with want as they took turns with her, each one leaving her more breathless than the last. 

After, she collapsed onto a lounger, her skin flushed, her limbs heavy with exhaustion and satisfaction. The stars blinked to life above her, the resort humming around her like a living thing, every whisper, every moan, every heartbeat a reminder of the hunger she’d fed—and the hunger that still remained. 

A slow smile curved her lips. 

The nerves were gone. 

Now, there was only need.


Chapter 5: The Poolside Encounter 

Isabella stretched luxuriously across the plush lounge chair, her bronzed skin shimmering under the midday sun. The coconut oil she’d smoothed over her body earlier had soaked in, leaving her with a dewy glow that caught the light with every subtle shift of her limbs. The heat of the sun seeped into her muscles, loosening them, coaxing out the tension she hadn’t even realized she’d been carrying. The pool before her was a sparkling oasis, its crystal-clear surface disturbed only by the occasional ripple of movement beneath—bodies gliding through the water, limbs tangling, laughter bubbling up between breathless kisses. 

She took a slow, indulgent sip of her cocktail, the ice clinking softly against the glass as she tilted it to her lips. The sharp bite of rum mingled with the bright tang of citrus, the flavors bursting across her tongue before settling into a slow, sweet burn down her throat. Her thighs parted just slightly, enough for the warmth of the sun to seep between them, teasing at the sensitive skin beneath the damp fabric of her bikini. 

The atmosphere around her was thick with desire, the air humming with the sounds of pleasure. A few loungers over, a woman in a sheer sarong arched her back with a gasp as her partner’s fingers slipped beneath the delicate fabric, his touch bold and unapologetic. Near the swim-up bar, a man had a giggling woman bent over the edge, his palm coming down on the curve of her ass with a sharp, stinging smack before he gripped her hips and thrust inside her, drawing a moan that echoed across the water. 

Isabella exhaled slowly, her fingers trailing idly along the edge of her bikini top. The damp fabric clung to her skin, the thin material doing little to hide the stiff peaks of her nipples beneath. She teased the underside of her breast, her touch feather-light, just enough to make her breath hitch. The sensation sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, her body already aching for more. 

“You look lonely.” 

The voice was smooth, rich with amusement, and it sent a shiver down her spine. She turned her head to see Luis standing beside her, his bare chest glistening with a sheen of water and sweat, his swim trunks slung low on his hips, revealing the sharp cut of his v-line. His dark eyes were fixed on her fingers, still toying with the edge of her bikini, and the smirk that curled his lips was nothing short of predatory. 

“Or maybe just waiting for the right company,” she countered, arching slightly into her own touch, her gaze never leaving his. 

Luis chuckled, the sound deep and velvety, and stepped closer. His fingers traced the delicate line of her collarbone before drifting lower, his thumb brushing the edge of her bikini top, teasing the swell of her breast. “Let’s fix that.” 

Before she could respond, a shadow fell over them, blocking the sun. Pablo loomed beside the lounger, his massive frame casting her in shade, his hand settling possessively on her waist. “She doesn’t look lonely,” he rumbled, his voice rough with hunger. “She looks like she needs to be filled.” 

Luis glanced at him, then back at Isabella, and something unspoken passed between them—a silent understanding, a shared need. A promise. 

“Then let’s not waste time,” Luis murmured, his fingers tightening slightly on her skin. 

They guided her toward one of the private cabanas, the sheer curtains fluttering in the warm breeze, offering just enough seclusion without completely hiding them from view. The moment they were inside, Luis wasted no time. He peeled her bikini top aside, his mouth closing over her nipple, his tongue circling the stiff peak before sucking hard. Isabella gasped, her back arching off the cushions, her fingers twisting in his dark hair. 

Pablo knelt between her thighs, his hands rough as he dragged her bikini bottoms down, his breath hot against her skin. His tongue was relentless, lashing her clit in firm, deliberate strokes before plunging inside her, his groan vibrating against her as he tasted her. Isabella cried out, her legs trembling, her hips lifting off the lounger as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. 

Luis pinned her wrists above her head, his free hand kneading her breast, his teeth grazing her nipple in a way that made her whimper. Pablo didn’t let up—he devoured her, his fingers spreading her wider, his tongue working her until she was writhing beneath him, her arousal dripping onto his lips. 

When she came, it was with a choked scream, her body bowing off the cushions, her thighs clamping around Pablo’s head as waves of pleasure crashed over her. He didn’t stop, his mouth working her through the tremors until she was gasping, oversensitive, her fingers clawing at the cushions beneath her. 

Luis kissed her then, his tongue sliding against hers, the taste of her still on his lips. Then he dragged her up, flipping her onto her hands and knees. In one smooth motion, he buried himself inside her, his cock stretching her with a single deep thrust that stole her breath. Isabella moaned, rolling her hips back to meet him, her body already craving more. 

Pablo moved in front of her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided his cock between her lips. She took him eagerly, hollowing her cheeks as he pushed deeper, the salt of his skin heavy on her tongue. 

Luis set a punishing pace behind her, each thrust driving her forward, her mouth sliding on Pablo’s length in time with the rhythm. The cabana filled with the slap of skin, the muffled sounds of her moans, the men’s rough groans as they took their pleasure from her. 

“Fuck, she’s perfect,” Luis gritted out, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. 

Pablo came first, his release spilling hot down her throat, his grip tightening in her hair as he held her still, forcing her to take every drop. Luis followed, his hips stuttering as he buried himself deep inside her, his groan raw as he emptied himself with a shudder. 

Isabella collapsed onto the cushions, breathless, her body humming with satisfaction, her skin flushed and damp. Luis brushed a kiss to her temple, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist in a way that promised more. 

“We’ll be seeing more of you,” he murmured, his voice rough with lingering desire. 

Isabella smiled, lazy and sated, as she watched them go. 

The hunger inside her only grew.


Chapter 6: The Dungeon 

The whispers had been impossible to ignore, tugging at her like invisible strings, pulling her deeper into the labyrinth of the estate. 

Isabella traced her fingers along the cold, uneven stone wall as she descended the winding staircase, each step bringing her closer to the unknown. The air grew heavier, thick with the scent of leather, polished wood, and something darker—something primal. The rhythmic sounds from below sent a shiver down her spine—sharp, stinging slaps, the deep, guttural groans of surrender, the creak of restraints straining under tension. Her pulse hammered in her throat, her breath coming faster as anticipation coiled low in her belly. 

At the bottom, flickering torchlight painted the dungeon in shifting gold and shadow. The space was vast, a hidden world of pleasure and pain. Racks lined the walls, displaying an array of wicked instruments—floggers with braided tails, supple leather cuffs, gleaming metal contraptions she couldn’t name but instinctively understood. A polished spanking bench dominated the center of the room, its surface smooth from use, reflecting the firelight like a promise. Against the far wall, a St. Andrew’s cross stood imposing, its straps hanging loose, waiting for willing wrists and ankles to bind. 

“So, our newest guest has found her way to the deep end.” 

The voice rolled over her like dark velvet, rich and commanding, sending a tremor through her body. She turned to see him—Master Alejandro, tall and broad-shouldered, his presence filling the room. His leather vest clung to his torso, the material straining slightly as he flexed his gloved fingers around a coiled whip. His gaze was heavy, penetrating, stripping her bare without a single touch. 

Isabella swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. “I was curious.” 

Alejandro circled her slowly, his boots silent against the stone, his movements deliberate. The air between them crackled with tension. “Curiosity is dangerous here,” he murmured, stopping just behind her. His breath was warm against her ear, sending a fresh wave of heat through her. “Are you here to watch… or play?” 

Her skin prickled, her nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her dress. “Play.” 

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips. Without warning, his hand came down on her ass—a sharp, stinging slap that made her gasp. The impact reverberated through her, a delicious burn spreading under her skin. Her body arched instinctively, pressing back into his touch, craving more. 

“Good.” He caught her wrist in a firm grip, guiding her toward the spanking bench. “You will speak only when spoken to. You will take what I give you.” His fingers traced the delicate curve of her throat, his touch possessive. “And you will thank me for it.” 

The first cuff snapped closed around her wrist, the cold metal biting into her skin as he secured her above her head. The second followed, then the restraints at her ankles, spreading her wide, leaving her utterly exposed. Alejandro’s palm landed again, harder this time, the sound echoing off the stone walls. She whimpered, her hips jerking involuntarily, but there was nowhere to go—no escape from the pleasure-pain radiating through her. 

“Count.” 

“One,” she gasped, her voice trembling. 

The next strike came lower, just where her thigh met her ass, and her breath hitched as fire licked across her skin. “Two.” 

He alternated between cruel and kind—sharp slaps that left her trembling, then the soothing drag of his fingers over the heated flesh, his touch almost tender. By the time he reached ten, her body was alight, every nerve singing, her skin flushed and sensitive. 

Alejandro leaned over her, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re doing so well, querida.” 

The blindfold came next, soft black silk sliding over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Without sight, every sensation was magnified—the whisper of leather against her inner thigh, the sudden, electric sting of the violet wand teasing her clit. She cried out, her back arching, but his grip on her hips held her still, his strength unyielding. 

“Patience.” His teeth grazed her shoulder, sending another shiver through her. “I’m not done with you yet.” 

He turned her onto her back, spreading her legs wider, securing them with padded cuffs that left her completely open to him. His fingers slid inside her first, long and skilled, curling just right to stroke that sweet spot deep within. She sobbed as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, her hips rocking against his hand, desperate for more. Then his tongue replaced them, laving slow, torturous circles around her clit until she was writhing, begging, her voice breaking with need. 

When he finally sheathed himself inside her, it was with a single, relentless thrust, filling her completely. Isabella screamed, her body clamping around him as he set a brutal pace, each snap of his hips driving her closer to the edge. His fingers dug into her thighs, holding her in place as he took her, claimed her, made her his. 

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. 

She shattered, her orgasm tearing through her with such force her vision whited out. Alejandro followed, his groan raw as he spilled deep inside her, his body shuddering with release. 

Spent and trembling, he released her, gathering her against his chest. A warm cloth smoothed over her skin, his touch unexpectedly gentle as he wiped away the sweat and tears. 

“You did well, querida,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead. 

Isabella curled into him, her body humming with satisfaction—and the quiet, thrilling knowledge that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 7: The Beachfront Orgy 

The sun bled into the horizon, staining the sky in molten gold and violet as Isabella wandered the shoreline, the damp sand cool beneath her bare feet. The ocean breeze carried the scent of salt and something muskier, something primal that made her skin prickle with anticipation. The distant crash of waves was punctuated by something else—low moans, breathless laughter, the slick, rhythmic sound of bodies moving together in a symphony of pleasure. 

Her pulse quickened, her breath coming just a little faster as she followed the sounds, drawn by an instinct deeper than curiosity. The hem of her sheer cover-up fluttered around her thighs, the fabric clinging to her damp skin where the ocean spray had kissed her. 

She stepped past a cluster of swaying palms, their fronds whispering secrets in the warm air—and then she froze. 

Bodies. Everywhere. 

A tangle of limbs sprawled across the sand, glistening with sweat and seawater under the fading light. A woman with sun-kissed skin arched beneath the hands of two men, her thighs spread wide as one buried his face between them, his tongue working in slow, deliberate strokes that made her whimper. The other man kneaded her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers before leaning down to suck one into his mouth, his free hand sliding down to grip her hip, holding her steady as she writhed beneath them. 

Nearby, a couple writhed in the shallows, the woman’s back pressed to the man’s chest as he drove into her with deep, measured thrusts. The water lapped at their bodies, swirling around them as his fingers dug into her hips, leaving faint red marks in their wake. The woman’s head fell back against his shoulder, her lips parted in a silent cry as he hit a spot inside her that made her thighs tremble. 

Isabella’s breath hitched. Heat pooled low in her belly, her nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her cover-up until they ached. The sight of them—the sounds—sent a rush of wetness between her thighs, and she bit her lip, her fingers twitching at her sides. 

Should she—? 

A hand slid around her waist, warm and sure, pulling her back against a soft, curvaceous body. 

“You don’t have to watch,” a woman murmured against her ear, her voice rich and teasing, her breath hot on Isabella’s skin. 

Before Isabella could reply, fingers skimmed up her stomach, slipping beneath the hem of her dress with deliberate intent. The woman’s touch was slow, exploring, tracing the curve of her ribs before brushing the underside of her breast, her thumb circling just shy of her nipple. Isabella gasped, her head falling back against the woman’s shoulder—just as a man stepped into her space. 

Tall, broad-shouldered, his skin bronzed by the sun. He cupped her face, his thumb dragging over her bottom lip, his dark eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her knees weak. Then he claimed her mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue sweeping inside, hot and demanding. Isabella melted into it, her body alight, her hands rising to clutch at his shoulders as the woman behind her continued to tease her breasts, her touch growing bolder. 

Clothes vanished—hands tugging at fabric, mouths trailing over newly exposed skin. The woman’s lips closed around her nipple, sucking hard, her tongue flicking over the sensitive peak until Isabella whimpered into the man’s mouth. His hands slid down her body, rough and possessive, gripping her hips before slipping between her thighs, finding her already slick, already aching for him. 

“Fuck,” he groaned against her lips, his fingers sliding through her wetness before plunging deep, two fingers curling inside her just right. 

Isabella moaned, her hips rocking into his touch, her body desperate for more. The woman’s hands skimmed lower, nails scraping her inner thighs before spreading her wider, exposing her completely. Then—a tongue, lapping slow, torturous circles around her clit, the sensation so sharp and sweet that Isabella cried out, her fingers tangling in the man’s hair as he fucked her with his fingers, his thumb pressing just right against that swollen bundle of nerves. 

The woman’s mouth was relentless, sucking, teasing, her tongue flicking faster until Isabella’s thighs trembled, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

“That’s it,” the man growled, nipping at her throat. “Come for us.” 

The orgasm ripped through her, sharp and blinding. She arched, her back bowing as pleasure crashed over her in waves, her body shuddering between their hands and mouths. 

But they weren’t done with her. 

Hands guided her onto the sand, her knees sinking into the warm grains. A cock nudged at her lips, thick and heavy, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. She opened eagerly, taking him deep, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down until her nose brushed his stomach. Behind her, someone parted her thighs, the blunt head of another cock pressing against her entrance, teasing before pushing inside with one slow, delicious stretch. 

She whimpered around the cock in her mouth as he filled her from behind, his thrusts rocking her forward, forcing her to take him deeper, while the man in her cunt set a brutal pace, his hips slapping against her ass with every snap of his pelvis. 

A woman straddled her face, her wet heat hovering just above Isabella’s lips. She didn’t hesitate, licking into her, tasting salt and arousal as the woman ground down against her mouth, her thighs trembling on either side of Isabella’s head. 

Sensation overwhelmed her—the rough scrape of sand against her skin, the slap of flesh, the chorus of moans echoing around her. She lost count of the hands, the mouths, the bodies pressing close, all of them moving together in a feverish rhythm. 

Someone came in her mouth, his release spilling hot and bitter over her tongue as she swallowed around him. Another spilled inside her, his cock pulsing as he buried himself deep, his groan muffled against her shoulder. A woman’s fingers twisted in her hair as she rode her tongue, her hips jerking as she shuddered through her own release, her thighs clamping around Isabella’s head. 

When it was over, Isabella collapsed onto a towel, her limbs heavy, her skin humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. The orgy continued around her, but she was spent, floating in a haze of satisfaction, her body limp and sated. 

A man she didn’t recognize pressed a kiss to her ankle before disappearing into the fray, his touch lingering just long enough to make her shiver. 

Isabella smiled, licking her swollen lips, the taste of salt and sex still on her tongue. 

Tonight was only the beginning.


Chapter 8: The Employee Lounge 

The air in the employee lounge was thick with the musk of sweat and sex, the dim lighting casting long, seductive shadows across the plush leather couches that lined the walls. The low hum of murmured conversations, punctuated by the occasional breathy moan or the slick sound of skin against skin, wrapped around Isabella as she hesitated in the doorway. Her bare feet sank into the plush carpet, the fibers soft against her skin, grounding her even as her pulse quickened. The scent of expensive liquor—aged whiskey, spiced rum—mingled with something darker, more primal, something that made her skin prickle with anticipation and her thighs press together instinctively. 

Every head turned toward her, eyes gleaming in the dim light, lips curling into knowing smiles. 

A bartender with sharp cheekbones and ink-dark eyes smirked as he poured a glass of amber liquid, the ice clinking softly against the crystal. His gaze raked over her exposed thighs, the way her dress clung to every curve, the fabric just sheer enough to tease the outline of her nipples when she shifted. He slid the drink across the bar without a word, his fingers lingering just long enough for his knuckles to brush against hers, sending a shiver down her spine. 

Isabella took the glass, the liquor burning her throat as she swallowed, the heat spreading through her chest and pooling low in her stomach, a slow, molten warmth that made her shift on her feet. 

Then, hands—slick with oil, warm and firm—settled on her hips, pulling her back against a hard, familiar body. She didn’t need to turn to know who it was. The masseur’s breath was hot against her neck, his lips grazing the sensitive skin just below her ear as he guided her backward, his grip possessive, his fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. 

“You don’t belong here,” he murmured, though his tone was anything but disapproving—it was dark, amused, hungry. His fingers traced the hem of her dress, teasing the sensitive skin beneath, inching higher with every slow pass until she could feel the cool air against her dampening thighs. “But I think you know that.” 

She didn’t resist when he pushed the fabric up, baring her to the room, the heat of their stares like a physical touch against her exposed skin. The first touch of his oil-slick fingers between her thighs drew a gasp from her lips, his thumb circling her clit with maddening precision while his other hand kneaded her breast, pinching her nipple until she arched into him, her back pressing against his chest. 

The others watched. Some stroked themselves lazily, their hands working over their cocks with slow, deliberate movements, their eyes locked on her. Others sipped their drinks, the ice long forgotten as their gazes darkened with hunger, their lips parting as they imagined tasting her. 

The gardener was next, his calloused hands rough against her skin as he pulled her onto his lap, his thick thighs spreading hers wider. He smelled of earth and salt, his stubble scraping her inner thigh as he buried his face between her legs, his tongue relentless as it lapped at her, circling her clit before plunging deep inside her, his fingers joining the rhythm until her thighs trembled and her fingers twisted in his hair, holding him there. 

She barely had time to catch her breath before the security guard claimed her, his broad frame pressing her against the bar, the edge digging into her hips as he lined himself up. His cock was thick, stretching her as he drove into her with a single, brutal thrust, the force of it knocking the air from her lungs. Isabella moaned, her nails digging into the polished wood as he set a punishing pace, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, his growls low and possessive in her ear. 

The bartender leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, liquor-laced kiss as the security guard fucked her, his tongue tangling with hers, his fingers tightening in her hair just enough to make her whimper. 

One by one, they took her—bent over the arm of a couch, the masseur’s skilled mouth working between her shoulder blades as the gardener thrust into her from behind; pressed against the wall, her legs wrapped around the security guard’s waist as he pounded into her, his teeth sinking into her neck; sprawled across the bar, her body slick with oil and sweat as the bartender finally took his turn, his cock filling her in slow, deep strokes while his hands explored every inch of her. 

Each touch, each demand, left her more pliant, more desperate, her body arching into every new sensation, her moans growing louder, more broken. 

When it was over, Isabella collapsed onto a couch, her body limp, her skin flushed and marked with the evidence of their hunger. The employees murmured around her, their touches now lazy, indulgent—fingers stroking her hair, lips brushing her shoulder, hands tracing the curve of her waist as if memorizing her. 

She smiled, her limbs heavy with satisfaction, her body humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. 

This was where she belonged.


Chapter 9: The Grand Finale 

The velvet curtains of Puerto Breeding’s theater shimmered under the golden glow of the chandeliers, their heavy folds swaying slightly as if breathing in time with the anticipation that filled the air. The light caught every intricate thread, casting long, seductive shadows across the stage—shadows that seemed to reach for Isabella as she stood trembling in the wings. Her pulse hammered in her throat, each beat a drumroll heralding what was to come. The murmur of the crowd swelled like a rising tide, a low, hungry sound that sent heat pooling between her thighs. The air was thick with the mingling scents of expensive perfume, the musk of sweat-slicked skin, and something darker—something primal that coiled low in her stomach, hot and insistent, making her clench around nothing. 

Rodrigo appeared beside her like a phantom, his presence both comforting and electrifying. His fingers trailed down her bare spine, slow and deliberate, each touch igniting sparks beneath her skin. She shivered, her breath hitching as his palm flattened against the small of her back, possessive and warm. “You look exquisite,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval, the words vibrating against her ear. The costume he’d chosen for her was a masterpiece of temptation—gossamer fabric so sheer it might as well have been liquid gold, clinging to every curve, every dip of her body. Delicate chains draped over her hips, their weight a constant reminder of the decadence to come, their cold metal contrasting with the heat of her skin. His thumb brushed the peak of her nipple, already hardened from anticipation, and she bit back a whimper as he rolled the sensitive bud between his fingers. “Are you ready?” 

She exhaled, her breath unsteady, her body already alight with need. “Yes.” 

The music swelled, a deep, throbbing rhythm that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat, and the curtains parted with a slow, deliberate grace. 

Gasps rippled through the audience as the stage was revealed—a decadent sprawl of silk cushions in shades of crimson and onyx, their surfaces gleaming under the spotlight. Gleaming restraints of polished leather and silver chains lay artfully arranged, waiting to be used. Mirrors lined the walls, reflecting every sinful angle, every flicker of desire that would soon play out before them. Rodrigo guided her forward, his hand possessive at the small of her back, his fingers pressing just hard enough to remind her who she belonged to in this moment. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he purred, his voice dripping with promise, rich and dark like honey laced with sin, “tonight, you witness the culmination of Isabella’s journey. A woman reborn in pleasure.” 

The spotlight found her, its heat searing against her skin as if it could brand her with its intensity. She arched beneath it, her body glowing like molten gold, every movement deliberate, every breath a performance. 

The first act was a dance—slow, teasing, her hips swaying in time with the music, her body undulating like a serpent caught in a trance. Hands reached for her from the shadows, guests and performers alike, their fingers tracing the dip of her waist, the swell of her breasts, leaving trails of fire in their wake. A woman in a feathered mask stepped forward, her lips parting as she dragged her tongue along Isabella’s collarbone, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin just hard enough to make her gasp. Behind her, a man’s thick fingers found her nipples, pinching and twisting the hardened peaks until her breath came in short, sharp pants, her back bowing under the delicious torment. 

Then, a masked figure stepped forward, his presence commanding the very air around them. His grip was unyielding as he pulled her to the center of the stage, his fingers digging into her flesh just enough to leave marks she would feel later. “Kneel,” he commanded, his voice rough with authority, a tone that brooked no disobedience. 

She obeyed without hesitation, her knees sinking into the plush velvet beneath her, the fabric soft against her bare skin. The audience watched, rapt, as he circled her like a predator, his fingers tangling in her hair, tilting her head back until her throat was bared to him. “Open.” 

Her lips parted, already slick with anticipation, and he filled her mouth with his cock, the thick length stretching her lips wide. The salty tang of him was heavy on her tongue, the musky scent of his arousal filling her senses as he thrust deep, his grip in her hair keeping her exactly where he wanted her. She moaned around him, the vibrations earning a growl from his throat, her hands braced on his thighs as he fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. The sound of her gagging only spurred him on, his hips snapping forward, his cock hitting the back of her throat until tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Behind her, another man pressed close, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed inside her in one relentless stroke, his thick length stretching her, filling her until she whimpered around the cock in her mouth. 

The theater erupted in murmurs, the air thick with the scent of arousal—sweat and slick and the heady musk of desire. 

More bodies joined, hands and mouths claiming every inch of her. A woman’s lips closed around her nipple, sucking hard as her tongue flicked over the sensitive peak, her teeth scraping just enough to send sharp pleasure lancing through Isabella’s core. Fingers worked between her thighs, teasing her clit in slow circles before plunging inside her, curling just right to make her cry out. Another man pressed against her back, his cock sliding between her ass cheeks, the heat of him searing as he rutted against her, his breath hot on her neck as he whispered filthy promises in her ear. 

Isabella lost herself in the sensations—the slick heat of tongues tracing the shell of her ear, the bite of teeth on her shoulder, the relentless push and pull of bodies moving inside her, against her, around her. The mirrors caught every angle, every shudder, every desperate arch of her spine as pleasure coiled tighter, tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point— 

Then, the crescendo. 

Bound at the center of the stage, her wrists tethered above her with silken ropes, Isabella came apart. Wave after wave of ecstasy tore through her, her cries lost in the symphony of moans, the slap of skin against skin, the raw, unfiltered hunger of the night. Her body convulsed, her thighs trembling as pleasure ripped through her, her vision whiting out as she shattered. 

Around her, the theater pulsed with the same release, bodies shuddering, voices breaking as they found their own peaks in the shared heat of the moment. 

When the final note faded, Isabella slumped forward, her body spent, her skin glistening with sweat and the evidence of their collective desire. 

Rodrigo’s hand found hers, lifting her to her feet with effortless strength. The audience erupted in applause, their eyes alight with admiration, with lust, with the knowledge that they had witnessed something extraordinary. 

She smiled, breathless, triumphant, her body humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. 

This was her stage. Her pleasure. 

And she had never felt more alive.


Chapter 10: Departure 

The golden light of dawn spilled through the open patio doors, painting the rumpled sheets in molten hues of honey and amber. Isabella stretched like a satisfied cat, every muscle in her body singing with the delicious ache of the past few days. Each twinge was a vivid reminder—Marco’s commanding grip bruising her hips as he drove into her, the rough scrape of Luis’s stubble against the inside of her thighs before his tongue had coaxed a scream from her lips, the way Master Alejandro’s ropes had bitten into her skin as she arched beneath him, writhing against her restraints, begging for more even as the tight bindings left their marks. 

She rose from the bed, her fingers trailing over the silken indents where bodies had tangled, where the sheets still held the faintest traces of sweat and sex. The villa was quiet now, the only sounds the whisper of the ocean beyond the gardens and the distant cry of gulls wheeling overhead. The air smelled of salt and sun-warmed skin, of the lingering musk of pleasure spent and taken without restraint. 

A soft knock sounded at the door. 

Rodrigo entered, immaculate in his uniform, though his usual effortless charm was softened by something tender as his gaze swept over her—naked, unashamed, still glowing from the nights of indulgence. "I thought I’d find you awake," he said, his voice warm, the kind of rich timbre that could make a woman shiver if she wasn’t already sated. 

She smiled, not bothering to cover herself. The days of modesty were long gone, stripped away like the layers of clothing she’d shed the moment she’d stepped into this world. "Couldn’t let me sneak away without a proper goodbye?" 

"Never." He stepped closer, his polished shoes silent against the marble floor, and produced a slender velvet box. Inside nestled a silver bracelet, its delicate links catching the light, each one gleaming like a secret. The insignia of Puerto Breeding glinted at its center—a coiled serpent entwined with a blooming hibiscus, the symbol as decadent as the memories she carried. "A token," he murmured, fastening it around her wrist with fingers that lingered just a second too long. "To remember us by." 

His lips brushed her knuckles, warm and deliberate, and for a fleeting moment, she wondered what it would be like to drag him onto the bed, to peel that crisp uniform from his body and taste the discipline beneath. To see if his composure would fray beneath her touch, if his breath would hitch when she dragged her nails down his chest. But the weight of the bracelet against her skin was a reminder—this was an ending, not a beginning. 

"You were extraordinary," Rodrigo said, his voice low, his thumb tracing a slow circle over her pulse point before releasing her. "The guests won’t stop talking about you." 

She turned to the mirror, studying the woman reflected there. Her hair was a wild tumble of dark waves, her lips still swollen from last night’s kisses, the bottom one faintly split from where she’d bitten it in pleasure. There were faint bruises along her collarbone, the ghost of teeth on her inner thigh when she shifted, the imprint of hands on her waist. But it was the glint in her eyes that struck her—bold, unapologetic, a woman who had been devoured and had devoured in return, who had taken what she wanted with greedy hands and open thighs and would do so again. 

Rodrigo cleared his throat, smoothing his jacket—an oddly human gesture from a man who never faltered. "The car will be ready when you are." 

She nodded, and he left her there, the scent of his cologne lingering in the air like a promise she hadn’t yet claimed. 

Dressed in a sundress that skimmed her curves—no underthings, because why bother now?—Isabella stepped into the gardens. The dew-drenched grass cooled her bare feet as she wandered past the pool where she’d first surrendered to Marco’s touch, where his hands had learned every inch of her before she’d even learned his last name. Past the cabanas where whispered laughter hinted at new fantasies just beginning, where the sound of skin against skin still echoed if she listened closely enough. Salt and jasmine hung heavy in the air, and she inhaled deeply, committing it all to memory—the warmth of the sun, the taste of stolen kisses, the way pleasure had been a language she’d learned to speak fluently here. 

At the resort’s entrance, the car idled, sleek and waiting like a promise of the next adventure. Rodrigo handed her an envelope, thick with expensive paper, his thumb brushing hers in a gesture that was almost possessive. "For next time," he said, his voice laced with something that might have been longing if she dared to name it. 

She didn’t open it. She didn’t look back as the car pulled away. 

The bracelet glinted at her wrist, and she trailed her fingers over it, her smile slow and knowing. 

The world was wide. Her hunger, boundless. 

And this—this was only the beginning.
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